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Foreword 


ALL OF MY ADULT LIFE I have wanted to write a book about Gettys- 
burg—since the time when, as a young captain in World War I, I studied 
the contour map of the Gettysburg terrain almost nightly in problems 
involving minor tactics. 

While in Washington newspaper work I made frequent visits to 
Gettysburg as a hobby and on bonus occasions covered news stories on 
the field. Thereafter I had a recurring interest in this exciting battle, 
the most gripping three days of American history. What person who 
reads history has not? 

In 1930 the Reverend Dr. William E. Barton, of Oak Park, IIli- 
nois, a great Lincoln scholar, in inscribing to me his Life of Abra- 
ham Lincoln, wrote: “Dear Mr. Tucker—I have told the story of 
Lincoln’s speech at Gettysburg in a book to appear in February. Now 
you please tell the story of the battle.” I made a resolution and a be- 
ginning. Less interesting writing work intruded, but the ambition 
lingered. 

Then D. Laurance Chambers, chairman of the board of The Bobbs- 
Merrill Company, one who is rich with the experience of fifty-five 
years in book publishing, and has contributed immeasurably to the 
present generation’s reading of American history, suggested out of a 
clear sky about three years ago that I write this book. His gently 
phrased but unsparing criticism had guided me through other efforts. 
Though he is now retired from active publishing work, I am indebted 
to him for proposing the book, patiently reading it in manuscript, and 
making numerous recommendations, usually involving less content 
and more clarity. 

My original draft greatly exceeded book length. Necessity arose to 
eliminate incidents and personality sketches and condense preliminary 
details—treasured episodes to me which the reader will not miss. 
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To say that the literature on this battle is extensive is an inordinate 
understatement. Perhaps more has been written about Gettysburg 
than Waterloo or any other battle. Many studies concentrate on cer- 
tain limited aspects; relatively few take up the whole battle with 
approximately equal attention to both sides. To cover all sources care- 
fully would require decades, possibly a lifetime, and the story would 
not then be complete. Many stirring incidents were unrecorded; many 
others cannot be included in a book of normal length. 

Still, I felt there was occasion for this and for other studies that may 
be undertaken, because of the tremendous impact of this battle on our 
present-day life and customs. Gettysburg is much more deeply im- 
bedded in American institutions than is implied by the mere preserva- 
tion of the union of thirty-three states, now grown to forty-nine. 

The weakening of the doctrine of States’ rights on the battlefield 
reduced the restraints on a fuller expression of the opposing concept. 
Centralized government then strengthened has asserted its suprem- 
acy more strongly with the years. A government which in 1861 
was ordinarily remote now touches the life of the citizen many times 
daily. 

The war, fought for national solidarity, became a fierce, relentless 
war of subjugation. Never did a nation struggle against stupendous 
odds with greater devotion to its cause than did the new Confederacy. 
Because it was burdened with the repelling incubus of slavery, it had 
to fight unaided. 

The South came near to victory—how near may be judged by these 
pages. After a series of triumphs, Lee’s army reached the field of 
greatest opportunity at Gettysburg. Had Lee destroyed Meade’s 
forces there and captured Washington, Baltimore, or other seaboard 
cities, of what possible consequence would have been the loss of 
Vicksburg or the threat of other Northern armies? This was indeed 
the moment when the Confederate cause was at high tide. 

Gettysburg is a fascinating battle from the standpoint of maneuver. 
Fortunes rose and waned; victory seemed to flutter back and forth 
between the two armies. A frequent explanation is that destiny shaped 
the result. If God had grown weary of Napoleon at Waterloo, did He 
in like manner at Gettysburg withdraw His hand from the cause a 
had seemed to prosper? 

More clearly than by destiny or chance, it seems to this writer that 
the result was governed at various stages by the steadfastness and 
initiative of a particular group or officer. Character played a more 
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decisive role than caprice. Leadership, often of smaller units, was 
the vital quality in the outcome of this battle. Decisions by brigadier 
generals and colonels were of paramount significance. 

In reading about the battle I have felt often that these commanders 
of divisions, brigades, and regiments appeared only as names in the 
books, not as persons at the head of their troops. Because I have 
always wanted to know more about them, I have given, where space 
and the sequence of the story permit, personality sketches of those 
who had forward positions in the fighting, from Meade and Lee down 
to the grown-up Senate page boy, Colonel Henry A. Morrow, and 
tough old Central American filibusterer, Colonel Birkett D. Fry, who 
headed the Confederate advance as the battle opened. 

The task of dealing dispassionately with General James Longstreet 
is quite obviously difficult for the historian. This book does not follow 
him beyond the battle, though in order to understand his personality 
as fully as possible, I made two visits to Gainesville, Georgia, to talk 
with any who might remember him from personal contact or ob- 
servation. These—boys who had picked his muscadine grapes—re- 
called him both as a compassionate old soldier, gentle to the lads who 
came to his vineyards, and also as a man apart in the community, al- 
most a pariah, unyielding, stern, aloof. 

Sitting erect in his saddle, a black patch over his blind eye, his right 
arm grown almost useless from the wound he had taken in the Wilder- 
ness, he rode alone through the streets, where he had the tolerance 
but never the friendship of his home people. He was looked on as a 
religious and political apostate, and was, in turn, bitter and defiant 
against his detractors to the very end. 

The attitude was different among the old soldiers, who respected or 
admired him. The survivors of the war invariably tipped their hats 
to the white-haired, white-whiskered veteran about whose character 
so much of the battle of Gettysburg and destiny of the Southern repub- 
lic had turned. 

Perhaps it is too often forgotten that the conflicts of Longstreet’s 
later years have no place in a strict appraisal of his work at Gettysburg. 
I have tried to deal with him impartially, and to set forth objectively 
the sequence of the events he influenced. 

The intimate accounts of the men and lower-grade officers, 
and the regimental and brigade histories, etc., have been carefully 
considered along with the more studied reports of the generals. The 
action exceeds in importance the explanation. An attempt has been 
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made to clear up some misunderstandings. The splendid role of Petti- 
grew’s and Trimble’s men on the third day has often been obscured. 
Actually some of Pettigrew’s men made the deepest penetration of the 
Federal position. None could have struck harder than the North Car- 
olina, Tennessee, Alabama, and Mississippi units that accompanied 
Pettigrew, yet they are usually neglected in accounts of what history 
has come to know as Pickett’s charge. 

While I do not presume to disclose many new facts at this late date, 
those presented probably have not been assembled before in the same 
volume. From them I have made my own, at times perhaps uncon- 
ventional, evaluations. I have attempted to show dispassionately how 
the battle was won and lost, and why the Gettysburg campaign re- 
mains such an appealing study to large numbers even after the passing 
of nearly a century. 

GLENN TUCKER 
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Theater of Lee’s Gettysburg Campaign 


CHAPTER 
ONE 


Substitutes for Genius 


1. Summertime in Southern Hearts 


Judge James F. Crocker, of Isle of Wight County, Virginia, reflecting 
on the Confederate War a quarter of a century after Lee’s surrender 
at Appomattox, declared that the phase of his personal history which 
he recalled with the greatest satisfaction and delight was the ardor and 
unquestioning devotion with which he took up arms for the indepen- 
dence of the South. 

This was no mere matter of pride, he explained, nor passionate ex- 
citement nor ebullition, but a sheer joy of conviction “akin to what we 
feel for our religion and our God in our most devout moments.”1 
Twelve years before his enlistment, young Crocker had journeyed to 
the drowsy little town of Gettysburg, Pennsylvania, in the beautifully 
rolling country of the Catoctin and South Mountain foothills, to attend 
the small school then known as Pennsylvania College. He had ap- 
plied himself, led his class, and been valedictorian at the commence- 
ment exercises in 1850. Then he had returned to his Virginia home to 
practice law, serve in the House of Delegates, and, when Virginia re- 
asserted her state sovereignty, step forward with “the glow that burned 
in every true heart of the South.”2 

More than two years afterward, in mid-1863, the ardor of his en- 
listment had not abated, but had been warmed by the high fervor of 
apparent triumph, as had that of most of his comrades of the Virginia 
regiments. It remained a glorious exaltation, a cause far greater than 
himself. A member of Armistead’s brigade of Pickett’s division, Long- 
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street’s corps, he had been reunited with Lee’s army after the march 
back from Suffolk, where the spring calm and ample rations drawn 
from the fertile valleys of the Roanoke and Chowan rivers had given 
rest and robustness to Longstreet’s men. And now he was moving out 
on a campaign which virtually every soldier in the Army of Northern 
Virginia believed would determine the destiny of the Southern repub- 
lic. By one of those caprices of chance which often stand out boldly in 
the unfolding record of events, this destiny was to be decided while he 
was battling in front of a low stone fence near a little clump of trees he 
had often looked out on from his remote and secluded college halls. 

The Confederate march began on June 3, 1863. As the freshness 
of early summer touched the tent-covered hills along the Rappahan- 
nock, and tinted the fields of wheat with the amber promise of the 
approaching harvest, General Lee put his magnificent army into mo- 
tion for the invasion of the North. 

It was summer, too, in the heart of the Confederacy. The superior- 
ity of Southern arms appeared to have been fully established on many 
fields. Lee had just won at Chancellorsville, in early May, another and 
perhaps the greatest of his splendid triumphs. He had enmeshed Hooker 
in the thickets along the Rapidan River, by skillful maneuvers had 
nullified his vast numerical superiority, and for a time had threatened 
him with destruction or capture. 

Hooker had scarcely regained the north bank of the river before 
Lee began his preparations to move to Northern soil. The death of 
Jackson necessitated a reorganization. Rarely had the loss of one 
man compelled such extensive readjustments. The infantry of the 
Army of Northern Virginia had been divided into two corps, com- 
manded by Lieutenant Generals Longstreet and Jackson. In the in- 
terests of greater flexibility, and because there was no other J ackson, 
Lee now adopted a three-corps arrangement, and shifted and added 
to his units so that each corps had three divisions of approximately 
equal strength. 


2. Old Peter Has Lee’s Confidence 


Longstreet, taciturn, thorough, and blunt almost to arrogance, retained 
the command of the First Corps. Between him and Lee there appeared 
to be an extraordinary affection, baffling at times in the light of Long- 
Street's stubborn self-assertion. But almost from the day he assumed 
command of the army in front of Richmond, Lee had pitched his head- 
quarters tent near that of the great hulk of vibrant manhood to whom 
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the other officers applied the West Point nickname of “Old Peter.” 
Anyone supposing that Lee rode and tented with Longstreet because 
he believed “Old Peter” needed prodding where Jackson required 
neither spur nor restraint, found this reasoning unsupported after 
Jackson’s passing. Manifestly Jackson’s untried successors as corps 
commanders would need even closer scrutiny, for a period at least. 
But Lee continued to move with Old Peter—Peter the deliberate, the 
hard hitter, and on occasion in the Richmond gossip, “Peter the 
Slow.” 

There had been little companionship between the cultured, stimu- 
lating General Lee, accustomed to the society of the leading intellects 
in both South and North, and the peculiar, uncommunicative genius, 
Jackson, who had proved as much of an enigma to the army as he had 
as “Tom Fool” Jackson to the Virginia Military Institute cadets.* 

Close as the professional ties may have been between Lee and 
Jackson, the commander-in-chief’s association with Longstreet was of 
a more personal and also of a somewhat challenging nature. Long- 
street was not a fluent conversationalist nor an engaging speaker. He 
was more dogged than dynamic. But there was something so robust, 
dominating and unyielding about him—in character as well as phy- 
sique—that he enjoyed a store of affection from his troops ample 
enough for them to pass it on to their sons, grandsons and great- 
grandsons in the South, despite the fact that Longstreet’s personality 
and generalship were to be subjected to the hammerings of unsym- 
pathetic historians over the greater part of three generations. 

Brigadier General G. Moxley Sorrel, the Savannah bank clerk who 
rose to be Longstreet’s chief of staff and by almost a consensus to be 
regarded as the best staff officer in the army, gives a picture of Long- 
street as he appeared when he first became conspicuous, at Blackburn’s 
Ford in the first Manassas campaign. He was then “a most striking 
figure, about forty years of age, a soldier every inch, and very hand- 
some, tall and well proportioned, strong and active, a superb horse- 
man, and with . . . expression and features fairly matched.” His eyes 
were “glint steel-blue, deep and piercing.” He wore a full, brown 
beard and his head was “well shaped and poised.”® 

Major General Fitzhugh Lee saw him likewise for the first time at 
Blackburn’s Ford and his initial impression was of Longstreet’s in- 
sensibility to danger. “I recollect well my thinking, there is a man 
that cannot be stampeded.’’® Fitz Lee then gave a view of him at the 
time the curtain descended: “. . . the night before the surrender at 
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Appomattox Court House, . . . there was still the bull dog tenacity, the 
old genuine sang froid about him which made all feel he could be 
depended on to hold fast to his position as long as there was ground to 
stand on.” These were the solid characteristics that “gained for him 
the sobriquet of ‘General Lee’s old war-horse.’ ”’* 

The Indiana-born author, George Cary Eggleston, who as a Con- 
federate soldier had opportunities to observe General Lee closely at 
different occasions, felt that common impressions about high-ranking 
Confederate officers were at times woefully inaccurate. Jackson, he 
pointed out, though he was a military genius second only to Lee, had a 
reputation as a superb marcher who was always on time. Yet he 
quoted Lee as saying that “Jackson was by no means as rapid a marcher 
as Longstreet,” and that “he had an unfortunate habit of never being 
on time.”® But Longstreet’s main trait was his care for his soldiers, 
extending to a parsimonious husbanding of them out of a concern that 
they were not expendable. This more than any other quality won and 
held their affection. At Fredericksburg he said, “if we only save the 
finger of a man, that’s enough.”® Sorrel noticed that he never failed to 
encourage and praise good work. “There was no illiberality about him, 
and the officers knew it and tried for his notice.”4° An example was 
the report of Colonel John R. Cooke at Sharpsburg, when Longstreet 
dispatched Sorrel to commend the colonel and tell him to hold firm. 
Cooke sent back thanks, and: “But say, by God almighty, he needn’t 
doubt me. We’ll stay here, by Jesus Christ, if we must all go to hell 
together.”!4 

Stonewall Jackson’s chaplain and biographer, Robert Lewis Dabney, 
specified three varieties of courage: that of the man insensible to dan- 
ger; that of one who conquers his fears with pride, and that of one who 
keenly appreciates danger but rises above it out of a high sense of duty.” 
It is clear that Longstreet’s bravery was of the rare, first sort. Someone 
has called him “Bull” Longstreet and the name is apt. It implies his 
power in combat and his blind charging when tormented by the red 
flag of verbal attack. This insensibility to danger shone clearly at Mon- 
terey and when he was shot down while carrying the flag at Chapultepec. 
He was fearless. 

Longstreet had experienced a spiritual regeneration in the early 
days of the war, caused by the loss in a single week of three of his 
children from scarlet fever.* The change in him was pronounced 
when he returned from the funeral to the army at Centerville. Along 
with Earl Van Dorn, Gustavus W. Smith and Burnett Rhett, he had 
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been one of the gay coterie of officers who drank and stayed up most of 
the night playing poker.’* But after his family tragedy Longstreet quit 
his cards, drank so sparingly as to be almost abstemious, became a 
devout member of the Episcopal Church, and grew reserved in his 
attitude and conduct.’ 

Longstreet’s poker playing helps to explain his military thinking. 
He was rated a good player—“very skillful,” according to Sorrel. A 
good poker player is rarely a gambler at heart. Not addicted to playing 
against odds, he is, instead, a student of averages who calculates his 
chances carefully. He is not emotional and regards that trait in others 
a weakness. He does not try to force the cards when they are running 
against him. 

Longstreet liked to win. He was not a man to gamble much in battle. 
He would rather wait for a situation like the one at Fredericksburg, 
where he could sit behind his defenses and let Burnside shatter the 
Federal army against his well-protected ranks. If the odds were not in 
his favor, he would wait for a fresh deal. Eventually he would hold 
the aces. 

What Longstreet possessed, the faculty of stirring his soldiers to 
unusual responsiveness, he had no doubt acquired from his remarkable 
uncle, Augustus Baldwin Longstreet, one of the outstanding writers 
and educators of the pre-war South. James Longstreet as a youth, after 
the death of his father when he was twelve years old, lived for a time 
with this uncle, then president of Emory University, which he built up 
from an obscure neighborhood school to an institution of standing. 
Known widely for his extraordinary ability to inspire young people to 
their supreme effort, he was the undoubted source of the same power in 
Longstreet the general. 

Longstreet radiated ideas. Sometimes they were bold notions deal- 
ing with the grand strategy of the war, in which he, with an ambition 
commendable in a new nation that had appalling casualty lists and was 
always requiring fresh army leaders, would play a heroic role. At times 
they were minor tactical recommendations. Often they had to be dis- 
carded. But Longstreet did not take unsolved problems to his chief. 
The trait must have proved a relief to Lee in an army where subordi- 
nates, due to his own able leadership and Jackson’s, had often been 
more disposed to await instructions than generate suggestions. 

Lee possessed a staff grievously small even by nineteenth-century 
standards. In 1863 it was composed of officers of relatively modest 
rank, whose main functions were reconnaissance, the writing and trans- 
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mittal of orders, and the preparation of reports. It had no plans board, 
no intelligence branch, no propaganda corps—none of the numerous 
other requirements of a modern high command. To European observ- 
ers it appeared puny. 

Lee did not resort to the custom frequent in the Northern army of 
holding councils of war. Very apparently Longstreet’s concepts, at 
times presumptuously advanced and irritatingly adhered to, served to 
test and sharpen his own conclusions. Lee’s keen perceptive powers 
would not allow him to fall into a failing fairly common among lesser 
commanders, of desiring the attendance of sycophants.1° He could 
have freed himself at any moment from Longstreet’s presenge, an that. 
he did not do so is testament of his respect and fondness. 

So Old Peter retained command of the First Corps of the asthe of 
Northern Virginia. There was never a doubt about it in the mind of 
either Lee or President Jefferson Davis. He was the general on whom 
the fortunes of the Confederacy would depend should Lee be incapaci- 
tated in battle. Much of the striking power of the army was in Long- 
street’s three divisions, commanded by Lafayette McLaws, George E. 
Pickett and John B. Hood. 


3. The Dragoon Rides in a Buggy 


The dead hand of Jackson influenced the appointment of the com- 
mander of the Second Corps, composed of Jackson’s old foot cavalry. 
But the Richard S. Ewell who became a lieutenant general and the 
army’s third-ranking officer, was not the hard-riding, hard-swearing, 
quick-tempered old trooper Jackson had known in the Shenandoah 
Valley. Marriage and the wound he received at the Second Manassas 
had bridled and subdued his fierce spirit, while conversion to the life of 
a devout Christian had softened his temper and curbed his profane 
tongue. 

Richard Taylor, son of President Zachary Taylor, who commanded 
one of his brigades in Jackson’s Valley campaign, has given a descrip- 
tion of Ewell’s peculiarities, which were excessive. “He fancied he had 
some mysterious internal malady, and would eat nothing but frumen- 
tary, a preparation of wheat; and his plaintive way of talking of his 
disease, as if he were someone else, was droll in the extreme.”!7 Ewell, 
however, suspected not his own, but Jackson’g rationality. He over- 
heard Stonewall remark that he never seasoned his food with pepper 
because it weakened his left leg. That was enough for Ewell to judge 


him crazy, although, of course, a sheer genius. | ye 
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Ewell was so nervous and fidgety he could not sleep regularly. He 
had “bright, prominent eyes, a bomb-shaped, bald head, and a nose 
like that of Francis of Valois” which “gave him a striking resemblance 
to a woodcock.” This his subordinate found to be emphasized by “his 
bird-like habit of putting his head to one side to utter his quaint 
speeches.”’® Sorrel found him “a perfect horseman” and “without a 
superior as a cavalry captain.” Ewell talked much about a horse named 
“Tangent” he had owned in Texas. The name was apparently well 
chosen, for the horse went off in all directions and never won a race. 
Ewell always lost money backing him, but his confidence never weak- 
ened. His boasts about “Tangent” gave the officers secret amusement. 

In excitement Ewell tended to lisp. This became so pronounced at 
times as to be an affliction. Sorrel said he called him “Mather Torrel.” 

Perhaps the summit of Ewell’s genius may be found in his instructions 
to Brigadier General L. O’Brien Branch to travel lightly when he 
advanced from Gordonsville to the Valley. They ended with the injunc- 
tion: “The road to glory cannot be followed with much baggage.”!® 
The words were Ewell’s closest approach to the Napoleonic. In the 
Valley fighting he could be seen at times, when Jackson was not at hand, 
stealing forward to the skirmish line and dodging about so as not to 
be detected by “Old Jackson.” In all of the Valley campaign there was 
only one note that might have sounded caution about entrusting a corps 
to Ewell’s leadership: he always wanted the confirmation of another 
officer’s judgment before putting his own ideas into operation.?° That did 
not promise the resolution called for from the leader of a corps, who 
would often be on independent missions. 

One moment of initiative the army told of with relish—the night at 
Fairfax Court House when Ewell was still a colonel. The Federal 
cavalry stormed into town and drove back the Confederate horse. An 
apparent stranger rushed from a house to rally the men. The Richmond 
Whig told the story.24_ Though unarmed and directly from his bed, he 
stood in the middle of the street, “defied the Yankees, and rained down 
upon them a torrent of imprecations such as were never heard before.” 
His fury was more effective than bullets. When the atmosphere cleared 
someone thought to look at the man who could master the enemy with 
the violence of his oaths, and discovered it was Richard S. Ewell. And 
they noticed he had rallied the defenders and routed the Yankees while 
wearing merely his nightshirt. 

Sometimes even the champion, knocked senseless to the canvas, is 
never the same fighter again. That appears to have been the case with 
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Ewell. After he lost his leg at Groveton, he was no longer, even in 
spirit, the tough old hussar who liked to crash pell mell into the timber 
and plunge through water, but a sedate, bald-headed old man who 
campaigned in a buggy. The junior officers were the first to detect the 
change.” Ewell reached camp from his long convalescence on May 
20, 1863, accompanied by his new wife, the widow Lizinka Campbell 
Brown. Even after the marriage the lovesick general, a trifle muddled, 
continued to introduce his wife as “Mrs. Brown.” Ewell had courted 
her in his early life but she had jilted him and he had remained a 
bachelor. 

The impact of the new situation appears to have been overwhelming. 
Observed the clear-speaking Lieutenant Randolph H. McKim, a staff 
officer of the Stonewall Brigade: “From a military point of view, the 
addition of the wife did not compensate for the loss of the leg. We were 
of the opinion that Ewell was not the same soldier he had been when 
he was a whole man—and a single man.” 

Mrs. Ewell, who had nursed the general back to health after his 
wound, was definitely the dominant force in the family, even to the 
supervision of the headquarters couriers. The result was much talk 
about petticoat control over the army. 

Longstreet worked well with Ewell and rated him “a safe, reliable 
corps commander, always zealously seeking to do his duty.” But he, 
too, found that Ewell “lost much of his efficiency with his leg at the 
Second Manassas.”*° In Longstreet’s eyes, Ewell’s tremendous handi- 
cap was Jubal Early, “who, as a division commander, was a marplot 
and a disturber.”*° Early, of course, disliked Longstreet as cordially. 

Jackson was quoted as saying on his deathbed that Ewell should 
succeed him as a protection to his men.?" His statement apparently 
impressed Lee, for the commanding general, who had seen little of 
Ewell, could not have known at firsthand much about his capabilities, 
or his lack of them. 

But the new Richard S. Ewell filled the boots and saddle that had 
once been Stonewall’s and commanded three hard-fighting, veteran 
divisions, led by Jubal A. Early, Robert Emmett Rodes and Edward 
Johnson, all major Sener and all, cote the aes commander, — 
Virginians. ve otececlo™ (Cpe) 


4. The Punctitiot’ J ihe Hill 


Lee created a Third Corps by taking one division away from what had 
been Jackson’s corps and one from Longstreet. Jackson’s lost A. P. 
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Hill’s division and Longstreet lost that of Richard H. Anderson of South 
Carolina. A third division was built up and assigned to Major General 
Henry Heth, a Virginian who had been a rifle expert in the old Federal ‘ 
army. These three divisions comprised the Third Corps. Command 
was given to Ambrose Powell Hill, called A. P. Hill in the army records \> 
and Powell Hill by his friends. Hill’s old division was then assigned to NN 
the newly commissioned major general, the twenty-nine-year-old North | 8 
Carolinian W. Dorsey Pender. | 

Hill is a nebulous, inconsistent figure, the most difficult to charac- 
terize of Lee’s generals. He had not been distinguished in the old army, 
from which he had resigned prior to secession. The West Point acco- | ~% 
lade, the most persuasive recommendation to President Davis, gave ) .. 
him the command of a regiment at the start. He performed well but > AY 
not conspicuously under Johnston in northern Virginia, and had little 
opportunity to distinguish himself at the First Manassas. At Williams- © | 
burg he appeared strong as a brigadier and soon thereafter was a major. 
general. =) 

A comparison might be made between Powell Hill and Timothy 
Pickering, in that it was said of Pickering, when he was elevated in the x \ 
President’s Cabinet, that Washington had “spoiled a good Postmaster © 
General in order to make a bad Secretary of State.””?8 Hill had developed a 
into an able combat leader with a division but never rose to any heights _< 


with a corps. The son of a Culpeper County, Virginia, merchant, Hill \W Ye 


had stretched his stay at West Point to five years, owing to frail health. _ 
He had commanded his division at times under both Longstreet and 
Jackson and had been placed under arrest for petty rebelliousness by 
both generals. Perhaps the fact that he was not of the landed aris- ‘ 
tocracy of the South made him more than ordinarily punctilious about ~ 
matters of right and honor. The “social noodles of Richmond’? were 
surprised when Powell Hill became a lieutenant general. Somewhere 
along the line he had come by money, and he complained that the 
Federal general Ambrose E. Burnside, a West Point classmate, owed 
him a personal debt of $8,000, which he had never made an effort to 
repay.*® There was a suggestion of swagger in the fact that he put on 
a flaming red shirt when he went into battle, at a time when officers 
were learning that they and their cause had better protection from — 
sharpshooters if they wore a private’s blouse. . 
The controversy with Longstreet arose when Hill was the object of a 
puff story in a Richmond newspaper, the Examiner, written by Editor 
John M. Daniel, who had served in his command on the Peninsula, and 


\ 
- 
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who gained reflected glory out of exalting Hill.** Hill made no effort 
to set the facts in their proper light, although he was erroneously 
credited with the genius that hurled back the invaders and with com- 
manding Longstreet’s division as well as his own, when the opposite 
was the case. Hill had not inserted the stories, and Lee had ignored 
them, but Longstreet fretted about them and sent Major Sorrel with a 
correction to be inserted in an opposing paper.*? This so incensed 
Hill that he wrote to Lee asking to be transferred out of Longstreet’s 
command. He then went on a sort of sit-down strike, refusing to hold 
conversation with Major Sorrel or to pay any further attention to Long- 
street’s communications. 

Finally Longstreet, who had handled the matter smoothly and with- 
out passion, sent Sorrel with notice to Hill that he was under arrest. 
The situation degenerated to apprehension of a duel between Hill and 
Longstreet, which according to Sorrel was averted only by Lee’s inter- 
cession.?? The commanding general a short time later transferred 
Hill’s division to Jackson, then on his way to confront the Federal gen- 
eral John Pope. The disagreeable affair could not have left a com- 
radely feeling for Powell Hill with Longstreet or his subordinates.** 

Again, Hill’s controversy with Jackson revealed his sulky nature. 
Jackson, apparently on one of his bad mornings, became irritated when 
Hill was half an hour late in marching his division and Jackson directed 
that he turn the command over to his subordinate, General Branch. 
This Hill, with flashing anger, deeply resented. He unbuckled his sword 
and handed it to Jackson with the remark that his own services appar- 
ently were not needed, and, according to one version, with the scathing 
addition that Jackson wasn’t “fit to be a general.”’** The pressure from 
the martinet Jackson had finally made him explode, but it was childish 
in a major general nearly forty years old. Jackson “stopped him with 
stern abruptness,” in the words of observer Kyd Douglas,** and placed 
him under arrest, but released him temporarily for the battle of 
Sharpsburg. 

Back in Virginia after the Maryland campaign, Hill demanded a 
hearing on Jackson’s charges. Now he exchanged bitter recriminations 
with Jackson just as he had done with Longstreet. His fuming was a 


trifle ludicrous. Lee in the end managed to pigeonhole the compen , #” 


dious record but never was able to allay the bad feeling. d, Ls 
Lee meantime wrote to President Davis that Hill “fights his troops 
well and takes good care of them.”87 There was much high spirit and 


bursts of hotheadedness were not infrequent in the Southern army, but 
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Lee recognized that docile men did not make the good officers. Person- 
alities were clashing and Hill was forgiven. He was intrepid and seemed 
to have quick perceptions. His expression was “grave but gentle” and 
“his manner so courteous as almost to lack decision,” but those who 
knew him still found firmness in his mouth and chin and his “bright, 
flashing eyes.’’38 

Longstreet in later years of reflection thought there was “a good deal 
of ‘curled darling’ about Hill.”°® Though gallant, he was uncertain. 
He could perform what Longstreet called prodigies, but at other times 
he would fall below expectations. Old Pete judged that Hill’s capacity 
was about equal to the command of a division. Ewell was “greatly 
Hill’s superior in every respect’’*° as a corps commander. 

At the time of the reorganization Longstreet recommended Major 
General Lafayette McLaws, a Georgian who commanded the first 
division of the First Corps.*1 There was nothing Jacksonian about 
McLaws but Sorrel thought he “could always be counted on,”4? was 
exceedingly careful and fond of detail, and kept his command in excel- 
lent condition. He was as hard a fighter as Powell Hill and had carried 
one of the heavy loads at Chancellorsville, as he had earlier at 
Fredericksburg. 


5. Another Hill Is Absent 


Lee completed his reorganization plans May 20 and President Davis 
approved them. They left the high command topheavy with Vir- 
ginians. 

Of the fifteen ranking positions in the army, Virginia officers held 
ten: Lee, Ewell, A. P. Hill, Jeb Stuart, Early, Edward Johnson, Pickett, 
Rodes, Heth and the chief of artillery, William N. Pendleton. There 
were forty-three Virginia infantry regiments, thirty-seven Georgia, 
twenty-nine North Carolina, and smaller numbers from the other Con- 
federate states and Maryland. North Carolina, with many regiments 
well recruited, probably supplied as many soldiers as any other state, 
yet was represented by a single new division commander, the youth- 
ful Dorsey Pender. Georgia had Longstreet and McLaws, Texas 
John B. Hood*? and South Carolina Richard H. Anderson. 

Davis and the War Department had insisted that in so far as was 
practical the brigades should be organized out of regiments from the 
same state, which was undoubtedly one of the reasons for the superb 
fighting power of the Southern army. But if the army was to be organ- 
ized thus, then leadership might have been distributed more generously 
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among the states. No possible affront to Lee as a general was involved 
in this system, as none had been to Washington by the prudent conti- 
nental policy of sharing the general officers among the different colo- 
nies. The Confederacy was a new nation in which fragmentation was 
always a danger. Davis leaned heavily on the archaic system of giving 
top consideration to seniority, even seniority in the old Federal service. 

No army ever had more latent talent than the Army of Northern 
Virginia. Its main strength, aside from its commanding general and 
the fighting quality of its foot soldiers, was in its brigadiers. Some of 
them were to show later that they could accomplish as much with 
meager resources as their superiors had with much greater advantages 
in and before the Gettysburg campaign. But if it was too early in the 
war to detect the high capacity of these brigadier generals, there were 
still other possibilities. At Gettysburg some of the North Carolinians 
clearly believed they did not have close at hand anyone of high rank 
to whom they might confide their wishes, and who would protect the 
record of their performance.** They felt forced to rely on correspond- 
ence with their Governor, Zebulon Vance. 

One of the best fighting records in the army—perhaps the best after 
Jackson’s—was that of the North Carolinian Daniel Harvey Hill, Jack- 
son’s brother-in-law. He had won the first brush of the war at Bethel 
and had been one of the main strengths on the Peninsula and at Sharps- 
burg. Governor Vance had him back in North Carolina in the spring 
of 1863 and presumably the Governor would not again surrender him 
to the Army of Northern Virginia. But no individual in the South was 
more imbued with the spirit of Confederate victory than Vance. Most 
of North Carolina’s young manhood was with Lee. An explanation of 
the need undoubtedly would have taken Harvey Hill back to Virginia 
to command the Third Corps, and possibly to change the fate of the 
Confederacy at a critical moment at Gettysburg.*® A void in the army 
as it moved north was the absence of the other Hill. 
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CHAPTER 
TWO 


The Gray Host Unleashed 


“I. “...No Beggars, No Complaints” » pre 


2 
As the war for Southern independence moved/into its third year, the 
Confederate capital was buoyant with verve and confidence but was 
beginning to show ragged at the elbows. “Tnflation was daily gaining 
ground: gold in mid-March was worth five dollars in Confederate paper. 
Much of the financial difficulty was attributed to “the stupidity of our 
Dutch Secretary of the Treasury, Mr. Memminger.”? 

In the sure light of hindsight, the complaint recorded was that he 
lacked prescience: obviously he should have bought up cotton when 
it was selling at seven cents a pound. Profits that would have been 
realizable by early 1863 would have “defrayed the greater portion of 
the cost of the war,” besides “affording immense diplomatic advan- 
tages.” The presumption was that the cotton could have been slipped 
past the lurking Federal blockaders. 

Money in early 1863 was merely sliding on to the first gentle slopes of 
the toboggan ride on which it would plunge later in the year. “There 
are some pale faces seen in the streets from deficiency of food; but no 
beggars, no complaints. We are all in rags, especially our under- 
clothes.”* The South was long on cotton at the gins, short on garments 
in the homes. 

On April 2 Richmond women rioted for food. They met on Capitol 
Square, two or three hundred at the beginning. Soon there were a thou- 
sand women and boys milling about the streets. They marched in Ninth, 
Main and Clay streets, ransacking the stores and emptying them of 
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merchandise. They seized all the drays and carts in the streets and 
loaded them with food, mainly flour and meal. They stripped the shoe 
stores, which had stocks on hand though General Lee had been writing 
that many of his men were barefoot. 

The mob grew as pillaging continued. A boy was seen rushing from 
a store with his hat full of money.* Brigadier General Josiah Gorgas, 
Confederate chief of ordnance, noted in his diary that “the pretense 
was bread, but their motive really was license.”* He pointed out that 
laborers were earning $2.50 to $3.00 a day and women and children 
from $1.50 to $2.50, and that they would not starve even with “flour 
at thirty dollars.” These were the statistics, but the women no doubt 
were hungry. They had been whipped into riotous indignation by 
charges of rampant profiteering. Most merchants, however innocent, 
were grouped as “extortionists,” but War Clerk Jones put the blame 
for the mob scenes on “foreigners and Marylanders.”® Many thought 
the looting was incited by Northern agents. 

President Davis was a distressful figure, with frail constitution and 
recurring illness. Momentarily he was disturbed by the theft of his 
favorite mount on the night before the riot. He was feeble, nervous, 
and easily agitated; one eye was blind and the sight of the other was 
seriously weakened. “But he works on and no visitors are admitted.”® 
He was occasionally forced to remain away from his office for ten days 
at a time. 

Like the President, the Secretary of War was emaciated and un- 
healthy. James Alexander Seddon, a former Virginia Congressman, 
was so sallow that many thought he would break down quickly. But 
he went about his work briskly, to the surprise of the War Department, 
where he was declared to “resemble an exhumed corpse after a month’s 
interment.”? 

By mid-April garden planting was in progress. The city brightened 
with the knowledge that in a month the Alabama wheat would be 
harvested. Of the happy events the most inspiring was the passage and 
return through Richmond of two divisions of Longstreet’s corps, on 
the trip to the south side of the James River to be boarded out in fresh 
country. Hood’s division, containing the tough, rollicking Texas bri- 
gade, had ‘been the center of attention when it marched along Main 
Street during a heavy snow. The Texans, unfamiliar with snow of such 
depth, fought snowball battles, to the delight of the city crowds. That 
night they slept in the snow without tents. “Can such soldiers be van- 
quished?”’® asked the busy War Department scribe. 
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Finally on May 8 Longstreet’s troops were a heartening sight as 
they marched north to rejoin Lee—‘‘perhaps 15,000 of the best fighting 
men of the South.”® This time the attention of Richmond was fastened 
on the Virginia regiments. “General Pickett himself, with his long, 
black ringlets, accompanied his division, his troops looking like fighting 
veterans. .. .” 


2. Lee Makes the Decision a 


Against a background of hunger, sacrifice and assiduous, effort, Lee 
planned his invasion of the Northern states. The gloom of the early 
spring had been largely dispelled and the army had slowly recovered 
from the anguish that attended Stonewall Jackson’s passing. Lee was 
in Richmond May 15 for conferences, appearing a little pale after the 
exactions of Chancellorsville. The city buzzed with gossip: First, 
Pickett would be sent to Mississippi! to help Pemberton: then all was 
to be changed and he would go with Lee to raid the North, capture 
Philadelphia, march on to New York. 

Lee’s eagerness to invade the North sprang from the simple 
reasoning that since he had gained no major advantages from defeating 
four Federal armies in succession in Virginia, he would have to alter 
his strategy. The sands of the Confederacy were running out in 
triumphs. McClellan, Pope, Burnside and Hooker had been hurled 
back bloody and staggering. The victories had been impressive but in 
the end almost futile. After each stunning defeat the Army of the 
Potomac and its appendages had been able to re-form behind its en- 
trenchments north of the Rappahannock or in the Washington de- 
fenses. It had bandaged its wounds, filled in the gaps with recruits, 
and resumed its merciless pressure against the diminishing resources of 
the South. 

The apparent remedy was for Lee to advance boldly northward and 
draw the Army of the Potomac away from the Washington forts and 
the Virginia tidewater where it had been so easily provisioned by the 
Federal fleet. Then he might overwhelm it and operate against its com- 
munications. He could follow his victory with a series of hammer-like 
blows that would possibly open the way to seizure of Washington or 
other Northern cities. 

Colonel Armistead L. Long, Lee’s military secretary, said Lee went 
so far, in considering the place where the Federal army might be 
defeated remote from its capital city, as to mention Gettysburg and 
York, Pennsylvania, as suitable points for a battle.1! Later, in reviewing 
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his thinking, Lee told General Heth: “An invasion of the enemy’s 
country breaks up all his preconceived plans, relieves our country of 
his presence, and we subsist while there on his resources. The question 
of food for this army gives me more trouble than everything else 
combined... .””7 

Of equal urgency was the way in which Confederate territory was 
being sliced off by Federal armies in the West. The head and shoulders 
of the Confederacy along the Atlantic seaboard were safe enough at 
the moment, but the vitals were being hacked at and lacerated up and 
down the Mississippi. Chattanooga was menaced. Assistance was 
imperatively demanded by the Western armies. President Davis was 
gravely concerned over the Federal drive deep into his home state of 
Mississippi and talked about little else. The Confederacy occupied 
the interior lines and might shift troops more readily than the Federals. 
But they were long, long lines, connected by slow, overtaxed transpor- 
tation systems. 

Lee’s army was woefully inferior in numbers to what Hooker might 
momentarily throw against it. Certainly Lee could not at this stage 
detach any worth-while force for the journey to faraway Mississippi. 
Too much time would be required to draw the force back if some 
supreme emergency arose in Virginia. 

Nevertheless, the plan of sending troops to Mississippi was under 


contemplation at the time Longstreet passed through Richmond. He \, 
found Secretary of War Seddon engaged in seeking to create a succoring 


force for Pemberton, around whom Grant was then tightening the noose 
at Vicksburg. No doubt the plan was an example of what military men 
have liked to call the “crude strategical conceptions of the Confederate 
President,” but in any event Seddon said Longstreet’s corps might be 
required to make the journey if the succoring army was to be strong 
enough to be effective. He asked Longstreet’s opinion. The Georgian, 
thus invited, advanced the more realistic counterproposal—a plan 
which worked admirably during the Chickamauga campaign a few 
months later—of transferring two of his divisions to reinforce General 
Braxton Bragg, who was being pressed back step by step by the Federal 
general Rosecrans. Bragg was at Tullahoma, about midway between 
Murfreesboro and Chattanooga. The army forming under General 
Joseph E. Johnston at Jackson, Mississippi, for the relief of Pemberton, 
would move simultaneously to join Bragg. This grand combined force 
could brush Rosecrans aside, march through Tennessee and Kentucky 
and threaten the invasion of Ohio. The plan, in Longstreet’s opinion, 
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would compel the Washington government to recall Grant from 
Vicksburg.?* 

Seddon hummed over it for a time but expressed opposition because 
it involved the detachment of such a large force from Lee’s army, 
though his own strategy would have required the same or a larger 
detachment of troops to be sent about twice the distance. But Long- 
street had the bit in his teeth and was unwilling to be hauled up so 
briskly. Although he had not been the author of the proposal to transfer 
his divisions to the relief of the Western armies, his own adaptation of 
the idea grew on him as he rode back to army headquarters at Hamil- 
ton’s Crossing on the Rappahannock. He immediately sought out Lee 
and outlined to him “with the freedom justified by our close personal 
and official relations’? his proposition to take two of his divisions to 
help Bragg drive Rosecrans into the Ohio River. By that time the 
plan had become the most certain method of freeing the Deep South 
from invading armies and winning the war. 

Lee analyzed Longstreet’s proposal carefully. Doubtless it had 
already passed through his alert mind along with other projects he had 
been contemplating since the victory at Chancellorsville. But Lee was 
understandably opposed to a prolonged division of his army. He was 
thinking in aggressive terms, but of an invasion of Maryland and Penn- 
sylvania rather than of Tennessee and Kentucky. He tested the 
Pennsylvania plan with Longstreet, who opposed it as being too hazard- 


») ous. It would take the army into states thoroughly Federal in sentiment, 


and so would call for much greater preparation than a movement into 
N, ) « States like Tennessee and Kentucky, where a friendly population would 
\ more gladly assist with food and provisions. It is difficult to read any 


. 
> 
, 

~ 


\ 


inordinate lust for personal glory in Longstreet’s advocacy of the Ken- 
tucky movement. Certainly the chances for distinction would seem 
greater under Lee in Pennsylvania than under the somewhat phleg- 

\matic Bragg in the Western theater. Either plan might well prove 
successful if properly carried out. As is generally true, execution was 
the question. 

But the invasion of Pennsylvania appeared to Lee and eventually 
to Davis to offer greater promise than an advance toward Ohio. The 
war might be lost in the West but it had to be won in the East. What 
benefit could the North gain from Grant’s siege of Vicksburg or Rose- 
crans’ capture of Chattanooga if Lee could deliver a crushing defeat 
to the Army of the Potomac in Pennsylvania? The tail might wiggle 
but the snake would be dead. Success of the Confederacy in the West 
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would only prolong the defensive; a march into Pennsylvania offered 
the opportunity to win the war with a single stroke. Of the South’s 
many requirements, food remained the number-one priority. The South 
needed wheat and the season of the Pennsylvania harvest was approach- 
ing. Said Brigadier General John B. Gordon: “The hungry hosts of 
Israel did not look across Jordan to the vine-clad hills of Canaan with 
more longing eyes than did Lee’s braves contemplate the yellow grain- 
fields of Pennsylvania beyond the Potomac.”** 

Also, an invasion threatening Philadelphia and New York might 
create a panic in the financial centers, put gold at a high premium and 
cause the great business interests of the North to demand peace. That, 
at least, was the hope of many, the expectation of some. Jubal Early 
held that a victory north of the Potomac would do “more to produce a 
financial crisis in the North and secure our independence than a succes- 
sion of victories on the soil of Virginia.”8 

Greater reliance was placed in the old trust that the Confederacy 
would be recognized ultimately by friendly European powers. Some 
additional stimulus to bring recognition was now imperiously required. 
The demand for cotton in England had not been a sufficient cause to 
give the Confederacy relief. The cotton statesmen at the beginning of 
the war had calculated that England would be depleted of stocks by 
the summer of 1862,'° and hence would be compelled to liberate South- 
ern ports from the Federal blockade. 

But cotton had not proved to be that kind of king. Another year 
was almost past and England did not appear perturbed. Bales were 
piled high on Nassau docks. Recognition by Great Britain or France, 
or both, might come with Southern victory—victory that would be clear 
and compelling. The ghastly incubus of slavery was a check on the 
conscience of the scrupulous British queen. She was not persuaded 
there was need for haste. It was apparent that recognition of Southern 
independence would come only as a fait accompli. It would spring not 
from British economic conditions but from Southern triumph on the 
field of battle. 


3. Lee Looks Across the River 


Lieutenant Randolph H. McKim, who had been sojourning in Staun- 
ton, received a letter from Brigadier General George H. Steuart, a 
fellow Marylander whom he served as a staff officer, directing him to 
“come to Fredericksburg immediately by the shortest route.”*° Com- 
plying, he arrived at Lee’s headquarters at 1:45 p.m. May 28, and 
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although only a first lieutenant, paid his respects to the commanding 
general. Lee, even amid preparations for a momentous and compli- 
cated movement, had time for the military and social amenities. He 
and young McKim were distantly akin, both being descended from the 
Virginia landowner Robert Carter, commonly called “King” Carter, a 
colonial governor, legislator and patron of William and Mary College. 
Lee, when he was building Fort Sellars in Baltimore Harbor, had been 
a guest at the McKim house, “Belvidere.” The lieutenant was not 
overwhelmed by the commanding general’s presence, although he 
explained that “the simple courtesy and genial hospitality of General 
Lee would have put me at ease, if I had been a stranger.”24 A gracious 
host, General Lee conversed during the meal about the young man’s 
family, then looked across the shallow Rappahannock at the point 
where it deepened into tidewater, and fixed his attention on the scat- 
tered tents of the Federal infantrymen on the hills. “I wish I could get 
at those people over there,” he said ruefully.22 

The words summed up the purpose for the march northward—to 
find a place where he could come to grips again with the Federal army. 
In Longstreet’s conversations with Lee about the invasion, he had 
urged—and later claimed he had exacted from the commanding general 
a promise—that although the army would move north on an offensive 
campaign, when it fought it would stand on the defensive. Lee did not 
so understand it nor did he feel committed: he intended to give battle 
when conditions were inviting. 

Lee issued his marching orders. McLaws would break camp first, to 
be followed a day later by Rodes and then by Early and Edward John- 
son. In the predawn blackness of the third of June he commenced 
the unobtrusive movement, westward and northward, of his three great 
corps, each with its three divisions—Old Peter Longstreet, ruffled, 
tough and innately pugnacious; maimed Richard Ewell, the buggy- 
riding dragoon; and sickly, headstrong Powell Hill. 

Anxious for new adventures, the army was at its peak in zest and 
confidence. Colonel Risden T. Bennett of the 14th North Carolina 
looked on it and judged it “as tough and efficient as any army of the 
same number ever marshaled on this planet.”?? Randolph McKim 
was impressed with its devoutness. When he could look back after 
four years of soldiering and forty-five years in the ministry, he declared 
that “in my whole experience I have never found men so open to the 
frank discussion of the subject of personal religion.”24 

The British lieutenant colonel, Arthur J. L. Fremantle, was “tre- 
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mendously impressed with the élan,” as well as with the manner in 
which “they wore their tooth brushes like roses in their button-holes.”?° 
General Harry Heth summed it up: “. . . there was not an officer or 
soldier in the Army of Northern Virginia, from General Lee to the 
drummer boy, who did not believe . . . that it was able to drive the 
Federal army into the Atlantic Ocean.”*® 

The press was confident. “It is said,” chirped the Richmond Whig, 
“that an artificial leg ordered some months ago awaits General Ewell’s 
arrival in the city of Philadelphia.”?? 

Over the hills moved the long lines of gray and drab-brown soldiers, 
the dust from their feet rolling off toward the more distant haze of 
the Blue Ridge, and behind lumbered the guns and caissons and the 
forty-two miles of wagon trains. The Southern host was at last un- 
leashed for its march through the North, few indeed believing they 
would halt before they planted their cannon on the banks of the 
Schuylkill, perhaps even of the Hudson. 


4. “Without Offending ...a High Civilization” 


Twice the army was delayed by business in Virginia. Hooker, growing 
curious, threw his cavalry with infantry supports across the Rappa- 
hannock River and fought at Fleetwood with Jeb Stuart on June 8. The 
Northern horse under Pleasanton showed a new audacity and forced 
Lee to call up infantry from Culpeper, which disclosed to Hooker that 
the Southern army was moving westward. 

The second pause came after Ewell had pressed across the Blue 
Ridge and reached Winchester, where the Federal commander, Major 
General Robert H. Milroy, inadvertently remained in his path. Edward 
Johnson skillfully closed the gap behind the Federals at Stephenson’s © 
Depot and captured 2,300 of Milroy’s army, though the general per- 
sonally wiggled through the cordon and escaped. 

As Lee marched, the stifling heat of the Virginia summer demanded 
its toll as surely as ever had Northern bullets. On June 15, one of the 
hottest days of the summer, five hundred of Hood’s soldiers fell out 
exhausted and a number died by the roadside. Some attributed the 
deaths to drinking cold water and wading creeks and rivers without 
the men taking off their shoes.*° That night the division “slept glori- 
ously” on a cushion of blue grass and clover. It reached Upperville on 
June 17. The country was “perfectly charming.” “I cannot see why 
any Virginian ever leaves Virginia,” a Texan reflected.2® On June 18 
they waded the yellow, swollen Shenandoah River, the water coming 
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up to their armpits. They crossed in column, the four men of each rank 
holding hands as a life line against the current and slippery boulders. 

They camped a mile west of the river, where a driving rainstorm 
soaked their uniforms again and drenched the blankets and cartridge 
boxes they had held so carefully above their heads as they crossed 
the river. The discomfort was duplicated on the following day. Word 
that the Federal cavalry was in their rear caused Longstreet to order 
Hood’s and McLaws’ divisions to recross the Shenandoah and march 
through Snicker’s Gap to the eastern side of the mountains, there to 
maintain a screen shielding the northern movement of the balance of 
Lee’s army, aiding Stuart’s cavalry. 

Rain continued in torrents. Each morning the Texans awoke cold, 
wet and stiff. The mails did not come up as expected, although there 
were rumors that stacks of letters from home had accumulated at the 
Texas depot in Richmond.®® On the night of June 19 the command 
“experienced the hardest storm of rain and wind I ever saw,”* a super- 
lative statement for a Texan accustomed to northers blowing across 
the plains. 

And so the gray host pressed on, like a great tide inundating the 
roadways, advancing and receding, marching and countermarching, 
but relentless in its progress northward. When finally released from 
Fredericksburg, Hill’s corps made a rapid passage to the Shenandoah 
Valley. The South Carolinians of McGowan’s brigade, among them 
cotton and rice men from lowlands and swamps, were delighted with 
the rolling cattle and grain farms of northern Virginia and even more 
elated by the friendliness of the people. Spencer Glasgow Welch, 
surgeon of the 13th South Carolina, noted that “the ladies waved their 
handkerchiefs from every little farm house.”*? Bands played sprightly 
music as the Palmetto boys made their Sunday march through Front 
Royal. “The people were in ecstacies.” Surgeon Welch attributed the 
excellent health of his men to the abundance of meat, bread and milk. 
“I have never before seen them get along half so well on a march,” he 
observed. “Not a man has given out since the rain.” 

Major General Isaac Ridgeway Trimble wrote Lee on June 18, 
stating that he was again fit for service. He was one of the elders of 
the army, reaching toward sixty years. A Virginian whose family had 
moved to Kentucky, he had been appointed to West Point from that 
border state, had served in the artillery ten years after his graduation 
in 1822, and had resigned to build and operate railroads, live in Balti- 
more, and become in most respects a Marylander. But when Maryland 
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remained with the Union he had gone to Virginia and by persistence 
had won the command of a brigade in Joseph E. Johnston’s and later 
Stonewall Jackson’s army. Scoffed at as “Old Trimble,” he finally 
found opportunity calling to him at Cross Keys, where he became the 
deciding factor in Ewell’s victory over Frémont. The success added 
glory to the closing phases of Jackson’s Valley campaign. 

Trimble had been wounded by an explosive bullet at Groveton, of a 
type later outlawed as inhumane in warfare. Although his leg was 
injured, he recovered partially, returned to duty and before Sharpsburg 
told Jackson, “By God, I intend to be a major general or a corpse!”** 
Jackson looked dour and unimpressed, though he must have seen 
Trimble’s fire, for a little later he recommended the Marylander for 
promotion, explaining that it was largely because of Trimble’s distin- 
guished service at Manassas Junction in the campaign against Pope. 
Undoubtedly the elevation had been well earned by fighting and night 
marching that would have done credit to a man half Trimble’s age. 

Trimble had been recuperating from trouble with his old wound 
and from erysipelas at Shocco Springs, North Carolina.** None knew 
better than he did the Maryland and southern Pennsylvania country 
over which he had supervised much railroad construction. Lee told 
him to come on and suggested that he raise a division of Maryland 
troops—there being no vacancy for a major general. Otherwise he could 
have command of the troops left behind in the Shenandoah Valley. 

Trimble reached Berryville just as Lee was completing a lunch of 
mutton. Lee told him to eat also and then come to the headquarters 
tent. There the commanding general explained that the army had been 
compelled to push on without him and added, “But you must go with 
us and help to conquer Pennsylvania.” Before Trimble could reply, 
Lee continued with enthusiasm: 

“We have again outmaneuvered the enemy, who even now does not 
know where we are or what our designs are. Our whole army will be 
in Pennsylvania day after tomorrow, leaving the enemy far behind and 
obliged to follow us by forced marches. I hope with these advantages 
to accomplish some signal result and to end the war, if Providence 
favors us.”° 

Lee then alluded to a decision that was to make his Gettysburg cam- 
paign outstanding for its humaneness. He told Trimble he had received 
letters from many prominent men in the South pointing to the ravages 
committed by Northern armies and urging a campaign of retaliation 
against Northern property. 
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“What do you think should be our treatment of the people in Penn- 
sylvania?” he asked Trimble. 

“General,” said Trimble, “I have never thought that a wanton de- 
struction of property of noncombatants in an enemy’s country advanced 
any cause. Our aims are higher than to make war on defenseless citi- 
zens or women and children.” 

Trimble observed that when Lee replied it was “with that solemnity 
and grandeur so characteristic of the man.” He told Trimble: 

“These are my own views. I cannot hope that heaven will prosper 
our cause when we are violating its laws. I shall, therefore, carry on 
the war in Pennsylvania without offending the sanction of a high civiliza- 
tion and of Christianity.” 

In Trimble’s description of the meeting, he said he was never so 
much impressed with the exalted moral worth and true greatness of 
Lee than when he perceived the “serene earnestness” of his words and 
saw “the noble expression of magnanimity and justice which beamed 
from his countenance.”6 


5. Lee Gives Davis His Peace and War Views 


Lee was indeed subjected to strong pressure to carry ruthless warfare 
into the North. But he had his own positive views on the philosophy of 
warfare, quite as much as on the strategy of a campaign or the tactics 
on the field of action. He had, on June 10, just after the battle of 
Fleetwood, written a letter to President Davis which disclosed the 
breadth of his generalship. The purport was to admonish Southern fire- 
brands gently and to substitute a policy of restraint for one of vehe- 
mence. Lee obviously recalled the inflammatory statements of the 
Richmond press when nine months earlier he had set out on his Mary- 
land campaign. “The fate of Carthage must be that of Washington” 
breathed the fiery Richmond Whig. 

Now, in June 1863, the South appeared to hold the position of near 
victor. The odds against her in a long and bitterly contested war 
remained stupendous. But a quick peace might be attainable after 
another successful battle. Lee could appreciate the value of what has 
since become known as psychological warfare. He wanted to reflect a 
soft rather than vengeful attitude. Peace should be made attractive, 
not humiliating. He asked that the government and press “abstain from 
measures or expressions that tend to discourage any [Northern] party 
whose purpose is peace.” He pointed out that Southern journalists and 
others had in the past responded to Northern peace advocates in a 
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manner to weaken them and to encourage those who wanted to pursue 
the war to the bitter end.8” Manifestly his thinking was that a campaign 
for “unconditional surrender” might be showy for history but costly in 
battle casualties. It could have no other result than to make the enemy 
more resolute. Lee felt that peace should be held out as an inviting lure 
and not a bitter dreg that had to be swallowed at the point of a pistol: 


Should the belief that peace will bring back the Union become gen- 
eral, the war would no longer be supported, and that, after all, is what 
we are interested in bringing about. When peace is proposed to us, it 
will be time enough to discuss its terms, and it is not a part of prudence 
to spurn the proposition in advance, merely because those who wish 
to make it believe, or affect to believe, that it will result in bringing us 
back into the Union. . . .38 


Lee’s desire to encourage the Northern peace party by restraint came 
at a time when the peace advocates appeared to be gaining ground. 
The Richmond press gave play to all stories of Northern discord. It 
carried on June 11 an account of the great peace rally held in New 
York under the aegis of Horatio Seymour and Fernando Wood, attended 
by thirty thousand. The meeting adopted resolutions denouncing the 
war and calling for immediate peace, and declaring the Federal govern- 
ment had no constitutional power to coerce a state. The Southern 
capital was stirred by the news. 

It was by all odds the hour to strike. The peace hope was high in 
the South. President Davis entrusted a carefully prepared letter to Vice 
President Alexander Hamilton Stephens, who had been a friend and 
close political ally of Lincoln in the Thirtieth Congress.2° The diminu- 
tive but resolute Georgian would carry it toward Norfolk, where he 
would be prepared at the proper moment to ask for passage into the 
Federal lines, and proceed to Fortress Monroe and Washington if 
possible. This letter was the peace offer. It would be laid on the White 
House table when Lee had shattered the Northern army somewhere 
beyond the Potomac. 


CHAPTER 
THREE 


The Army Crosses 


1. The Horses Are Hid in the Houses 


Jenkins was over the river with his 2,000 troopers, riding beyond the 
Mason-Dixon line on June 15, the day that Rodes, opposite Williams- 
port, threw over Ramseur, Iverson and Doles—three brigades and three 
batteries. They were followed shortly by Daniel and O’Neal and four 
days later, when Longstreet was approaching, by Ewell in person with 
the rest of the corps. 

The 14th North Carolina infantry waded the Potomac to spearhead 
the invasion. The “Rough and Ready Guards” of Asheville encoun- 
tered at once the divided sentiments of Maryland. A beautiful young 
lady seized the reins of Colonel Risden T. Bennett’s horse and tried to 
tell about the “oppression” the citizens had been suffering under North- 
ern rule.* Equally emphatic was an old Dutch woman who brandished 
a paddling stick and shouted: “You eats up everything. The Union 
soldiers fetch in something and you scoundrels waste it.” She threatened 
to hit the officers until one, pretending severity, told her to be quiet or 
he would “pull every hair out of her head.” Understanding direct 
action, she desisted. As the balance of Ramseur’s brigade came up, the 
advance guard of Lee’s army marched to Hagerstown. 

Wild excitement already prevailed in Pennsylvania. Highways lead- 
ing north were choked with caravans of wagons and carts, former slaves 
fleeing in fear of impressed servitude, men and women carrying on 
their shoulders their most valued household effects, great droves of 
cattle and horses being driven to security north of the Susquehanna 
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River. Dashing through Chambersburg went forty wagons of McRey- 
nold’s train, a portion of Milroy’s scattered command from Winchester, 
the teamsters lashing at the mules and glancing back over their 
shoulders, fearful that the Southern cavalry was close behind.* 

Both North and South appeared amused over the stark terror of the 
civilians in the face of what from the very outset promised to be a 
merciful invasion. A published letter from Baltimore described how “in 
many instances the refugees saw no rebels and were pursued only by 
their fears.”* They crowded the Baltimore & Ohio railroad station and 
slept on the benches. Continually they asked the station master if he 
had any reports of depredations.° 

The mountainous section of Pennsylvania offered many hiding places, 
and numerous citizens took to the hills. The mails were suspended. 
Stores and schools were closed. Work was stopped. Citizens who in 
the past had been critical of the Northern army’s movements were 
suspected as spies. Homes were deserted. It was something of a relief 
to the distressed territory when Ewell finally arrived to restore order, 
even that of an unwelcomed invader.” 

Six cavalrymen rode into Chambersburg on the night of June 15, the 
advance element of Lee’s army, followed shortly by two hundred others ° f 
and later in the night by Jenkins and the balance of the brigade. They 
camped on the ground of Alexander K. McClure (later editor of the 
Philadelphia Times), where Mrs. McClure cooked up a propitiatory ¥ 
supper for the officers.® Jenkins’ main purpose was to collect provisions \ 
for the infantry, which he did with an efficiency that appalled the 
Pennsylvania Dutch farmers. He paid for everything in Confederate 
script, and was diligent to prevent looting. When he saw a soldier in 
Chambersburg stealing some women’s apparel, he jerked the man back 
into the store, brandished his sword, and declared that he had a mind 
to cut off the miscreant’s head. 

“Sell my men all the goods they want,” he told the merchant, “but 
if anyone attempts to take anything without paying for it, report to me 
at my headquarters. We are not thieves.”!° 

When the Richmond Examiner learned that Jenkins was paying 
Confederate money at Chambersburg, it could scarcely credit the 
information. On June 22 its readers were told: 


This sounds strange. If our army has invaded the enemy’s soil merely 
to respect private property, and pay out their money to the Yankees, 
they had better never have gone. We had hoped that if our army had 
ever have put its foot on Northern soil, it would have been to bring 
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the horrors of war to the homes of the Yankees—burn, destroy, devas- 
tate, and make them feel the ravages of war—in a word, treat them as 
enemies who have never spared us. 


Some of the farmers hid their horses in their own homes, but 
Artilleryman Stiles bore witness that however ingenious the tricks, the 
sharp Confederate commissary and impressment squads became even 
more adept in searching. He and others saw that the great Percherons, 
Conestogas and other draught breeds common on the Pennsylvania 
farms were of little value to the Southern army. They consumed twice 
the feed “our compact, hard-muscled little horses required” yet could 
perform only half the service and stand about half the hardship. “It 
was pitiful later,” he said, “to see these great brutes suffer when com- 
pelled to dash off at full gallop with a gun, after pasturing on dry broom 
sedge and eating a quarter of feed of weevil-eaten corn.” 

Lee kept close check on the cost of commodities. He wrote Davis 
on June 23, as he was about to cross the Potomac, that he was purchas- 
ing flour in Maryland at $6.50 a barrel, beef at $5.00 a hundred gross, 
and salt at 75 cents a bushel. “We use Confederate money for all 
payments,” he said.1? Its value was of course dependent on the out- 
come of the campaign. The invasion was already boosting the purchas- 
ing power of Confederate script in the South. At a Richmond auction 
on July 2, lawns which only a week before sold at from $2.50 to $2.75 
a yard went for 75 cents. The Examiner reported that other staple dry 
goods showed a decline because of ample stocks and “an increased 
confidence in Confederate money.”18 

The Examiner on June 16 had attributed the depreciation of the 
currency to a wait-and-see attitude about the invasion, with investments 
going into real estate or gold. “If our champion rises victor from the 
death struggle of this month, Confederate notes will recover their value 
as suddenly as they did after the second battle of Manassas last year,” 
the paper explained. 

The route of the Confederate army could be marked through the 
towns by the old boots, shoes and hats thrown into the gutters as better 
ones were purchased.’* Two of the main requirements of the quarter- 
masters were onions and sauerkraut, both antiscorbutics, and they were 
in more than ample supply in this Dutch country. 


Jenkins’ cavalry brigade, after delivering provisions to Lee, returned 
to Chambersburg on June 23. On the following morning the citizens 
heard the distant strains of “The Bonnie Blue Flag” and a little later 
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witnessed the approach of Rodes’s division, the first Confederate infan- 
try to march north of the Mason-Dixon line. The soldiers, mostly 
North Carolinians, passed directly through the town and north on the 
Harrisburg road, then halted at Shirk’s Hill, where Jenkins already was 
in position. All day long the march of Rodes’s strung-out division con- 
tinued, first the infantry and the rolling guns and caissons, then immense 
wagon trains, and finally great droves of cattle that had been rounded 
up by Jenkins from the lush Pennsylvania farms. The alert Chambers- 
burg citizens kept count; that day 10,300 men marched through the 
town.'? 

Half an hour after the head of Rodes’s division passed the square a 
two-horse carriage stopped in front of the Franklin Hotel, followed 
by a group of horsemen. A “thin, sallow-faced man, with strongly 
marked Southern features”’® emerged slowly, assisted by some of his 
escort. The crowd that had gathered saw that he had a wooden leg 
and walked with a crutch. He entered the hotel aided by the other 
officers, took over the large front parlor, ran up the Confederate flag 
and established the headquarters of the Second Corps of Lee’s army. 

Richard S. Ewell’s first order prohibited the sale of intoxicants and 
required all who possessed whisky to report it so that a guard might 
be placed over the stock. Said the observant Jacob Hoke: “If there 
were any cases of drunkenness among the soldiers, I did not see 
[them].”1” Ewell did convene a court-martial which cashiered one 
lieutenant for drunkenness on duty. He issued a series of requisitions 
to which the community responded with varying degrees of reluctance, 
but some of Ewell’s officers who had been merchants made an inventory 
of what the town possessed and commandeered what they wanted. The 
presses were set to rolling and a great deal of army printing work was 
completed, including many thousands of parole papers, few of which 
were ever used since they were for the parole of the Army of the 
Potomac. 

One of the Confederate officers engaged in procuring supplies was 
identified by Hoke as Major Todd, brother of President Lincoln’s wife. 
Hoke was a careful reporter but this statement has not been verified. 
Mrs. Lincoln had one full brother and three half brothers in the Con- 
federate army. Three served in the west and the fourth is not known to 
have accompanied Lee into Pennsylvania, though the possibility cannot 
be eliminated. Dr. George Todd, Mrs. Lincoln’s full brother, was a 
medical officer who ordinarily had charge of a Confederate hospital at 
Rickersville, South Carolina, four miles from Charleston. All of her 
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half brothers were killed in the Confederate service: Samuel Todd at 
Shiloh, Alexander Todd at Baton Rouge, and David Todd, mortally 
wounded at Vicksburg.1§ 


2. Lee Has His Letter Repeated 


Before crossing into Maryland Lee was confronted with one of the 
misunderstandings that contributed heavily to his drama of shattered 
hopes. His cavalry was severed from the main army. When Longstreet 
left Stuart in Virginia, the cavalry commander had a loose authority 
directly from Lee allowing his discretionary action, which by his inter- 
pretation authorized him to ride around the rear of the Federal army 
and join Ewell on the Susquehanna. 

The story of the missing cavalry began on June 21, when Lee was 
camped in tents in a stubble field near Millwood. Strong wind and rain 
lashed at the canvas. Lee adhered in spite of the weather to his custom 
of tenting, although a large white house where he was well acquainted 
was close at hand—a house built in the Revolutionary War by British 
prisoners whom General Daniel Morgan had sent to Winchester. 
While the storm blew, Lee learned that Stuart, watching the Blue Ridge 
passes to prevent penetration of the Valley by Federal cavalry, had 
been engaged in a whirl of cavalry clashes and was being pressed 
severely by the aggressive Federal horse, emboldened by the showing 
they had made at Fleetwood. Sharp encounters—little Fleetwoods—had 
been fought at Aldie, Middleburg, and Upperville. Being typical cavalry 
affrays, none was decisive. 

The New York World took a realistic view of these cavalry clashes, 
which at times have been given places of undue importance in the 
history of the Gettysburg campaign. The World quoted reports that 
the cavalry was “fighting like fiends,” then noted that the battles lasted 
only about twenty minutes and that the Federal loss would be about 
ten killed and a hundred wounded. Take four New York fire companies 
in a “muss,” the World contended, give them no arms except fists, 
wrenches and the megaphones of the foremen, and “we will engage 
that the number killed and wounded will equal that of Pleasanton and 
Stuart’s cavalry ‘fighting like fiends.’ 2° Somewhere, the World felt, 
something must be wrong with the accounts. The battles were, indeed, 
inconclusive and neither hastened nor impeded Lee’s movement 
northward. 

When Lee, as a precaution, ordered Longstreet to recross the Shen- 
andoah River, move along the east side of the Blue Ridge, and remain 
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in supporting distance of Stuart until Hill’s corps had cleared the Valley 
behind him, Longstreet was thereby put in command east of the 
mountains, and consequently of Stuart’s movements. 

On the next day, at Berryville, Lee instructed his aide, Colonel 
Charles Marshall, to write a series of orders; these were destined to 
have vital bearing on the campaign. The army was beginning to clear 
the Valley. Hill had crossed the Shenandoah at Front Royal and was 
approaching Berryville. Lee decided to cross the Potomac with Hill 
the next day, so as to close on Ewell, who was still waiting around 
Chambersburg. Marshall wrote the first of the orders, a letter to Ewell 
which suggested that his best course toward the Susquehanna River was 
on a front reaching from Emmitsburg through Chambersburg to 
McConnellsburg. Especially, he emphasized, success in gathering sup- 
plies would control whether or not the balance of the army could follow. 
Then came the heart of the order: “If Harrisburg comes within your 
means, capture it.”?1 

Before Colonel Marshall wrote his next letter, Lee told him of a con- 
versation he had held with Jeb Stuart at headquarters near Paris a day 
or so earlier. Lee had advised Stuart that cavalry details should be 
left in Snicker’s and Ashby’s gaps—the two passes of the Blue Ridge 
by which the Federals might menace the army’s rear—and the remainder 
of the cavalry should go with the main army directly into Pennsylvania. 
Stuart, according to Lee, countered with the suggestion that he should 
move close to Hooker and impede his crossing of the Potomac, then, 
when Hooker crossed, “rejoin the army in good time.”?? Stuart “ar- 
dently favored” this plan.”* Longstreet had agreed to it and Lee then 
consented, at least tacitly, but insisted that when Stuart learned of 
Hooker’s actual crossing, he himself must cross immediately and take 
his proper position on the right flank of the army. 

On later reflection Lee was disturbed about the arrangements with 
Stuart, who had been persuasive in his presentation. He told Marshall 
he wanted to make certain that Stuart and the cavalry should join the 
main army immediately after Hooker crossed. That was the paramount 
consideration. Perhaps, he said, Stuart could cross east of the Blue 
Ridge, thus avoiding the long march through Snicker’s or Ashby’s Gap, 
but he foresaw that circumstances might work against such a route and 
he wanted to be sure that Stuart understood the urgency of rejoining 
the main army with speed.** He therefore directed Marshall to write 
Stuart a letter containing more explicit directions. 

Marshall wrote the letter, showed it to Lee and sent it by messenger. 


THE ARMY CROSSES 33 


It expressed concern that Hooker might cross undetected. The heart 
of the letter said: “If you find he is moving northward, and that two 
brigades can guard the Blue Ridge and take care of your rear, you 
can move with the other three into Maryland, and take position on 
General Ewell’s right, place yourself in communication with him, guard 
his flank, keep him informed of the enemy’s movements, and collect 
all the supplies you can for the use of the army.”?> It went on to explain 
that one of Ewell’s columns was probably moving by Emmitsburg and 
the other by Chambersburg and that there were no Federals west of 
Frederick. 

The letter did not specify routes nor annul any oral orders Stuart 
had received, but it pointed up the main task of the cavalry: to patrol 
Ewell’s right flank. Marshall forwarded the letter through Longstreet, 
who sent it on and then wrote Lee, explaining that he had suggested 
at the same time that Stuart “pass to the enemy’s rear, if he thinks he 
can get through.”*° Here again everything was reverting to the under- 
standing reached at the conferences among Lee, Longstreet and Stuart, 
during which Stuart’s route into Pennsylvania was left strictly to the 
cavalryman’s own judgment. 

What Lee said in his letter to Longstreet, with which he conveyed 
his written instructions to Stuart, probably never will be known, for 
the text is missing. This lost letter may have supplied additional 
incentive to Stuart in a correspondence marked by much vagueness. 

Longstreet referred to it in writing to Stuart: “He [Lee] speaks of 
your leaving via Hopewell Gap and passing by the rear of the enemy. 
If you can get through by that route, I think you will be less likely to 
indicate what our plans are than if you should cross by passing in our 
rear.”*" Passing in the rear would be through Snicker’s or Ashby’s 
Gap and crossing above Harpers Ferry. Hopewell is a gap in the Bull 
Run Mountains which would lead to a crossing of the Potomac between 
Washington and Harpers Ferry, east of the Blue Ridge. 

Later in the afternoon of June 22 Lee again wrote Ewell, telling 
him that he had directed Stuart, in case the enemy had left his front, 
to move three brigades across the Potomac and place them on Ewell’s 
right. Imboden had been directed to cross with his brigade and place 
himself on Ewell’s left. 

Recognizing that now more than ever before he needed full infor- 
mation, Lee was still dissatisfied with the situation and directed Colonel 
Marshall to repeat his last letter to Stuart. Marshall demurred; Stuart 
had been instructed orally and then had received a “very full and 
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explicit” explanation in the letter already written.2® But Lee insisted 
that, to guard against error, the instructions should be repeated. Mar- 
shall therefore wrote again, using different wording. The heart of this 
letter, written on the afternoon of June 23, was: 


If General Hooker’s army remains inactive, you can leave two bri- 
gades to watch him, and withdraw with the three others, but should he 
not appear to be moving northward, I think you had better withdraw 
this side of the mountains tomorrow night, cross at Shepherdstown next 
day, and move to Frederickstown. 

You will, however, be able to judge whether you can pass around 
their army without hindrance, doing them all the damage you can, and 
cross the river east of the mountains. In either case, after crossing the 
river, you must move on and feel the right of Ewell’s troops, collecting 
information, provisions, etc.?° 


It is not clear from Marshall’s comments whether or not Lee read 
this letter, as he had the first, before it was dispatched. Marshall stated 
that Lee read the first, but made no reference to submitting the second 
for approval. But again, Marshall, the composer of it, left conditions 
as they had been when the earlier letter was sent, or as they had been 
at the time of the conferences among Lee, Stuart and Longstreet. 

Colonel Charles Marshall usually wrote Lee’s orders. His legal 
training might have tended to make his sentences guarded and involved, 
and ambiguities did creep in. Marshall was of a family that had pro- 
duced both good soldiers and good lawyers. His grandfather, Thomas 
Marshall, had commanded one of the Virginia infantry regiments in 
the Revolutionary War, and his distinguished uncle, John Marshall, 
had been Chief Justice. Charles Marshall, after graduation from the 
University of Virginia, had been a professor at Indiana University, in 
Bloomington, Indiana. He had left teaching to study law, had estab- 
lished his practice in Baltimore, and had returned to Virginia after 
that state seceded. Bad health kept him out of the early engagements 
but in March 1862 he joined Lee as an aide, beginning an association 
that was to endure until the final hours at Appomattox. 

Marshall’s letter to Stuart was not a model of conciseness or clarity. 
Had Lee been disturbed before, he had no reason to feel assured after 
it was sent. The specific instructions it contained were those to be 
followed if Hooker’s army remained inactive, which it was not likely to 
do: Stuart was to leave two brigades on watch, retire with three others 
west of the mountains, and cross at Shepherdstown. 
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The orders to be followed in case Hooker moved northward were 
stated merely by implication, and they left matters to Stuart’s judgment. 
Virtually all that had happened since Lee’s conference with Stuart and 
Longstreet had pointed to the likelihood that the cavalry commander 
would ride around Hooker’s rear unless restrained by a firm negative, 
which had not been forthcoming. Blackford noted that Stuart had 
presented two plans to Lee—one for the cavalry to follow the army 
down the Valley, and the other for it to ride around Hooker’s rear. 
Stuart himself eagerly favored the second, which would allow him 
to get between the enemy and Washington, “cutting his communica- 
tions, breaking up the railroads, doing all the damage possible.”8° Both 
letters written by Marshall for Lee, as well as Longstreet’s suggestions, 
appeared to court a ride around Hooker if Stuart felt it compatible 
with the rest of his instructions. Nothing in either of the letters covered 
what should be done if he judged he could get around Hooker and 
then found himself blocked. 


3. The Wanderers Reach the Maryland Shore 


Lee’s last letter reached Stuart’s camp near Middleburg by courier 
before midnight on June 23, the day it was written, but Stuart was 
asleep. He was rolled in oilcloth and blankets beneath a tree while 
the rain fell in torrents—a “pitiless rain,” Adjutant McClellan called 
it—unwilling to go into a near-by house while his men were exposed. 
He had ordered McClellan to sleep on the front porch, where he might 
light a candle if dispatches came. 

McClellan risked Stuart’s displeasure by breaking the confidential 
seal of Lee’s letter, then woke Stuart, who reproved him “mildly” for 
the technical violation of orders. They managed to keep a light burn- 
ing under the dripping tree long enough for Stuart to read the message. 
The words that leaped out boldly were: “You will. . . be able to judge 
whether you can pass around their army without hindrance . . . and 
cross the river east of the mountains.”’#4 

Clearly this was assent and assent was all that Stuart required. As 
McClellan put it: “The whole tenor of the letter gave evidence that 
the commanding general approved of the proposed movement, and 
thought that it might be productive of the best results.” He neverthe- 
less left the responsibility of the decision with Stuart. 

Stuart went back to sleep and McClellan prepared the orders for 
the movement east of the mountains, then slept himself, and woke 
Stuart again at daybreak. 
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The restriction imposed on Stuart was that he be able to ride around 
Hooker’s army “without hindrance,” a condition about which he could 
not be certain until he explored the possibility. Major John Mosby 
advised him that the Federal army was scattered but immobile, with 
gaps between the different corps ample to let the Southern cavalry 
pass. Complying with Lee’s stipulation that two brigades be left to 
protect the rear, Stuart detached those of Robertson and William E. 
(Grumble) Jones, a force of three thousand men, with Robertson in 
command. This force dallied behind in Virginia and did not reach Lee’s 
army until the closing phases of the Gettysburg campaign. 

After waiting another day for Longstreet to follow Hill, Stuart assem- 
bled at Salem his remaining three brigades—those of Munford, Cham- 
bliss and Hampton—and on June 25, just after midnight, set out on 
his adventure, carrying three days’ rations for the men and a day’s 
forage for the horses. “No one could ride along the lines of this 
splendid body of men,” said Blackford, “and not be struck with the 
spirit which animated them.’ 

Passing through the Bull Run Mountains at Glascock’s Gap, Stuart 
was moving toward Haymarket when the big Second Corps of the 
Army of the Potomac loomed immediately in his path, marching from 
Thoroughfare Gap to Gum Springs. Manifestly the thought of turning 
back never entered seriously into his calculations. He paid the Federals 
the courtesy of a few rounds from his artillery, then detoured to the 
south, using up his forage, so that he was compelled to wait half a day 
while his horses grazed. On June 26 he crossed the Occoquan at Wolf 
Run Shoals and passed through Fairfax Court House, thus making a 
wide circuit to the east and entering into the environs of Washington. 

Instead of riding around Hooker, he was in the rear of the Federals 
as they moved north on a broad front. Danger was ever present. Each 
stop showed the recent presence of Federal infantry. He entered 
Dranesville a few hours after the Federal Sixth Corps had left, then 
came up to the Potomac at Great Falls, the spectacular cataract about 
twelve miles above Washington. Rowser’s Ford, a short distance 
upstream, was deep and difficult and would have been judged impass- 
able for artillery by a less enterprising general. But he took all the 
ammunition from the caissons and distributed it among the men, who 
kept it above water as they rode through the flooded stream. The can- 
non and wagons disappeared from sight entirely as they were drawn 
through the current by the mules. It required four hours to make the 
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crossing in the darkness, but at three o’clock on the morning of June 28 
they “stood wet and dripping on the Maryland shore.’ 

Two mountain ranges divided Stuart from Lee’s infantry. The Army 
of Northern Virginia was moving into the Free States in two separate 
invasions. 


4. Lee Recommends an “Army in Effigy” 


On June 25, when Lee was on the Potomac opposite Williamsport, he 
wrote a letter to President Davis that was destined to have profound 
bearing on the outcome of the campaign. He acknowledged the Presi- 
dent’s answer to his “psychological warfare” letter and emphasized 
again his belief that nothing should be done to discourage the peace 
feeling in the North. 

He then called attention to a proposal he had made on earlier occa- 
sions, that the Confederate government organize an “army in effigy’ 
under General Beauregard, and concentrate it at Culpeper, where it 
would not only defend Richmond but also impose a threat against 
Washington. He suggested the concentration of such brigades from 
North and South Carolina as Generals D. H. Hill and Arnold Elzey, 
commanding those two departments, could spare. He particularly 
wanted Beauregard, even if that general should be lent only temporarily 
by South Carolina. Beauregard had commanded high respect in the 
North ever since the first battle at Manassas and, Lee felt, his presence 
at Culpeper would have a cautioning effect on Washington, highly 
beneficial during the invasion of Pennsylvania.*° 

The road from Culpeper to Washington could not be left wide open 
to one of Beauregard’s reputed resourcefulness. Part of the Army of 
the Potomac, surely a minimum of one corps, would have to be added 
to the normal Washington garrison. In the Confederate Department 
of North Carolina on June 30, 1863, were the brigades of Cooke, 
Colquitt, Ransom, Clingman, Martin and Micah Jenkins, together with a 
body of troops under Major General W. H. C. Whiting at Cape Fear 
and scatterings of unattached infantry and three unattached cavalry 
regiments.?° From what might have been spared from these brigades 
and brought up from South Carolina, a presentable Fourth Corps could 
be created. Corse’s brigade and the 44th North Carolina regiment 
of Pettigrew’s brigade were in or near Richmond and available as 
impressive additions. But Lee wanted Corse and Micah Jenkins to join 
him in Pennsylvania. Both brigades belonged to Pickett’s division. 
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Lee dispatched his recommendations, then continued his march with 
hope and apparently some confidence that a distraction by Beauregard 
at Culpeper would slow the Federal pursuit and give him time for 
leisurely operations. 

Lee was exposed to some warnings from subordinates as he rode 
northward. Hood was uncertain. Colonel Eppa Hunton of the 8th 
Virginia was far from sanguine. 

Dick Garnett, who commanded the first of Pickett’s three brigades, 
was ill, and suffering also from a foot injury. He had to be carried in 
an ambulance, so Hunton led the brigade. As he was riding up the 
Shenandoah Valley a party of horsemen came up from the rear and 
General Lee fell in beside him. They talked for half an hour as they 
rode. Hunton boldly advanced objections to the movement into Penn- 
sylvania. His main fear was that if the army encountered disaster, 
Lee would have great difficulty in getting it back to Virginia. 

Lee explained the necessity. He said provisions of every variety 
were nearly exhausted and that the army had to go to Pennsylvania 
for supplies. He did not know in 1863 just how tight the Confederacy 
would be able to draw in its belt before the end of the trail at Appo- 
mattox. Lee radiated confidence. He forecast that the invasion would 
be a great success. If so, he said, it would mean an end to the war 
and everyone could then rest. Hunton found the commander’s ardor 
contagious. “I threw away my doubts and became as enthusiastic as 
he was.”87 

On June 24, while Ewell waited in Chambersburg, A. P. Hill’s corps 
crossed the Potomac at Williamsport and Longstreet crossed at Shep- 
herdstown. Both concentrated that night in Hagerstown. 

As Longstreet’s men marched through Martinsburg, Virginia, they 
were greeted by a native daughter, Belle Boyd, who was home briefly 
between spells in Northern prisons. This “most sensational of South- 
ern spies,” called also “the Secesh Cleopatra,” who had won Stonewall 
Jackson’s unstinted praise by her daring exploits,?8 was an admiring, 
blue-eyed girl, twenty years old, when the soldiers of her beloved Con- 
federacy passed by. An unappreciative New Orleans artilleryman 
complained that as usual she wanted buttons, but “we cut and ran.”?9 
He thought she had “no soul above buttons.” Jackson, Turner Ashby 
and many others would have disputed that if they could. 

For all of the brigades the invasion was proving fascinating and 
eventful. Perrin’s South Carolinians, unaccustomed to such profligate 
abundance, found the country glorious, despite the continued rainfall. 
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“In every direction yellow fields of grain extended themselves; in 
every farm were droves of the largest, fattest cattle; gardens thronged 
with inviting vegetables; orchards gave promise of a bounteous fruit 
yield.”*° Nor were the residents disagreeable: “The citizens were 
amazed at our moderation. Many of them bade us help ourselves to 
poultry, milk, vegetables, fruit, honey, bread, whatever we wanted to 
eat, provided we spared more valuable property.”*? 

Physician Welch was still impressed with both the beauties of the 
land and the health of the troops: “Such wheat I never dreamed of, 
and so much of it! . . . The free Negroes are all gone, as well as 
thousands of white people. My servant, Wilson, says ‘he don’t like 
Pennsylvania at all,’ because he “sees no black folks.’ ”42 

Fitzgerald Ross, British magazine writer, trudged along with the 
Southern infantry and left one of the best descriptions of Lee’s army 
as it moved northward. The hotels were so jammed at Martinsburg 
that he stayed at the home of Colonel Charles J. Faulkner, Ewell’s 
chief of staff, a Virginia Congressman whom President Buchanan had 
appointed Minister to France. The town was filled with cavalry and 
infantry hurrying to the front. “The men’s shoes are good, and so are 
their clothes, though they look very coarse.”*? Ross noticed that many 
of the blankets were made from carpets of bright colors. Southern 
families in 1863 were living on bare floors. Invariably the soldier had 
cut a hole in the center through which he could put his head in cold or 
rainy weather. With the gay carpet tones, “the effect is marvelously 
picturesque.”** That was especially the case when the men were squat- 
ting in groups about a fire, cooking their meals. 

The roads were loaded far beyond capacity, with men and trains 
going forward, droves of cattle and sheep “the spoils of Pennsylvania,” 
being sent to the rear. The army was already living off the bounty of 
the enemy. Ross compared some of the Confederate wagons to Noah’s 
ark—they were “of extraordinary size, being drawn by six or eight 
horses.” Perhaps the thing that most impressed the British observer 
was the army’s temperance. He offered a drink to a soldier, who refused 
and said he would not drink again until the end of the war. ““Teetotal- 
lers will rejoice to hear,” said Ross, “that none of the Confederate 
soldiers ever touch spirits, and they get on very well without.”*° The 
statement was extravagant, of course, and Ross no doubt would have 
corrected it with longer observation, for the army had plenty of drinkers. 
But it was correct in substance to say that Lee’s was not a drinking army. 


CHAPTER 
FOUR 


Feasting on Northern Plenty 


I. The Texans Have Food by the Acre 


Benjamin Russell Hanby, of Westerville, Ohio, a sophomore in Otter- 
bein College, read a story in the Cincinnati Gazette in 1856 about a 
beautiful mulatto slave girl who had been torn away from her Negro 
lover in Kentucky and sold to a planter who had taken her to Georgia. 
Although he had never written a song before, that night he composed 
“My Darling Nellie Gray,” which the Gazette published. Soon it was 
being hummed and whistled on nearly every street corner of the country. 

The era was one of Negro tunes and minstrel shows. Daniel Decatur 
Emmett, a more experienced song writer of Mt. Vernon, Ohio, whose 
compositions already included “Old Dan Tucker” and “Jordan Is a 
Hard Road to Travel,” in 1859 composed a song for the Bryant Min- 
strels, of 470 Broadway, New York, entitling it, “I Wish I was in Dixie 
Land.” The Bryant Brothers used it without creating much commotion 
and in 1860 it was copyrighted by another firm farther up Broadway. 

In the spring of 1861 Mrs. John Wood was playing Pocahontas, by 
John Brougham, in the Varieties Theater in New Orleans. Any slight 
inconsistency with the Pocahontas title did not prevent Carlo Patti, 
the orchestra leader, from introducing in the last scene a march of the 
Zouaves, for which many tunes had been tried out in the rehearsals. 
Then Patti ran across the Emmett minstrel air of “Dixie” and adapted 
it for the jaunty Zouaves. 

In New Orleans Miss Susan Denin led the singing as the brightly 
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garbed Zouaves marched. The audience went wild with excitement. It 
was a season of high emotions, with states seceding and war imminent. 
Encore after encore was demanded. On the next day “Dixie” rang 
out in the parlors and music rooms of stately homes, in water-front 
saloons, in army barracks and on every New Orleans street. 

The Washington Artillery, oldest military organization of Louisiana, 
was preparing to depart for Virginia. When it took the cars for the 
front, to become a celebrated unit of Longstreet’s corps, it carried with 
its baggage and caissons something of greater worth even than its 
ammunition—the refrain that would inspire Lee’s army, sweep through 
the Confederacy as a martial air comparable to the “Marseillaise,” 
and in time come to be surrounded with all the romance and nostalgia 
of the old South, to which it would give its name.? Back in Ohio the 
innocent Emmett, who was merely trying to entertain, was abused and 
threatened and some suggested that he would look good on a gallows. 

Next most popular among the Southern soldiers was the plaintive 
refrain about the slave girl snatched from the old Kentucky shore. And 
now as Longstreet’s troops approached the Potomac and the guns of 
the Washington Artillery rolled out of the Virginia mountains and the 
soldiers looked across to the green Maryland hills, the bands struck up 
“Dixie” and “Nellie Gray.” Regiment after regiment took up the chorus 
as the men moved down the bank to ford the swollen river. John Hood 
had never before witnessed such enthusiasm in the Southern army as 
when his troops touched Maryland, or when, a little later, “amid 
extravagant cheers,” and with bands blaring “Dixie,” they passed the 
Mason-Dixon line.® 

Drink followed song. Hood, shortly after the men waded the Poto- 
mac, issued a ration of whisky from captured supplies. Colonel 
William C. Oates, commanding the 15th Alabama Infantry of Law’s 
brigade, said the result was “quite a number of drunken officers and 
men.* Although there were ample rations in camp, the men preferred 
to forage off the country and care had to be taken to enforce Lee’s 
orders. Adjutant Wadell encountered some of the Alabamians com- 
mitting “depredations” on Dutch farmers. These were venial offenses— 
pilfering food and using fence rails for fuel—but he reprimanded them 
and ordered them back to camp. Some were milking cows and catching 
the milk in canteens, which required accurate aim and showed they were 
in no manner inebriated.® 

Oates and Wadell ate with a family where one of the young women, 
while expressing her loyalty to the Union, thought that the best way 
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to stop the war would be for the armies to hang both President Lincoln 
and President Davis. According to the Alabama colonel, the people 
were “remarkably ignorant” of the causes of the war and thought it a 
quarrel between “two ambitious men.””® 

Private West, fresh from Texas, summed up the march, his first: 
“We have crossed and recrossed streams, waist deep, with water cold 
and chilling. We have passed four or five nights and days without 
changing clothes, which were soaking wet the entire time. . . . A sol- 
dier’s motto is to sleep at all hazards whenever he has a chance.” The 
country was the most beautiful he had ever beheld. The barns were 
“positively more tastily built than two-thirds of the houses in Waco.” 
The cherries were delicious. He wrote to his wife, “I enclose two 
varieties of cherry seed and will endeavor to bring some if I ever get 
back.” That question of returning to Texas was on his mind. As he 
passed a woman who was inducing some small girls to sing the “Red, 
White and Blue,” she remarked, “Thank God, you will never come 
back alive.” The private had a quick response: “No, we intend to go 
to Cincinnati by way of New York.” Still, thoughts of the future could 
not be shaken off: “My impression is that we will have a desperate 
battle in a few days.” Then reassuringly: “I would not have missed 
this campaign for $500.” 

West was elated with “breakfast in Virginia, whisky in Maryland 
and supper in Pennsylvania.” It was, he said, “a brilliant and event- 
ful day.” 

Robertson’s brigade of Texas and Arkansas troops found the whisky 
ration ample because many nondrinkers passed their doles to the im- 
bibers. In the 3rd Arkansas those who walked tortuously were doused 
in the cold streams.* By June 27 the Texas brigade was camped in a 
beautiful grove of great trees near Chambersburg. When the men 
went out to buy fresh supplies, much was given to them and they 
returned loaded with delicacies. At the mess call “every square foot 
of an acre... was covered with choice food.”® The Texans remembered 
the menu. They had turkeys, chickens, ducks, geese, corned beef, hams, 
sides of bacon, cheeses, loaves of bread, crocks of apple butter, jelly, 
jam, pickles, preserves, bowls of yellow butter and demijohns of butter- 
milk. They feasted until three o’clock in the afternoon. When the 
march call sounded they “moved lazily and plethorically”?° into line. 

Pennsylvania was fairly stripped of cherries. Even Sorrel, Long- 
street's chief of staff, was tempted. From the saddle he pulled the fruit 
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down, “branch after branch,” and remembered the pleasure of it 
through later decades.11 He remembered also the bolt of velveteen he 
procured in Chambersburg. Well he might, for the suit he made from 
it was what he wore for the remainder of the war.1? Like other Con- 
federates, Sorrel was quite surprised that so many Pennsylvania citizens 
could speak no English. To him they were “a hard-working, thrifty 
class, with, it seems, no thought but for their big horses and barns, huge 
road-wagons like ships at sea, and the weekly baking, and apple butter. 
This last appeared to be their staple food.’’! 

Randolph A. Shotwell of the 8th Virginia mimicked what he termed 
the propitiating “Deutchers,” saying they talked about “Dose nice Rebel 
gentlemens from de Souf-"+— QuppeoAdmg ( Crnrelegle 

Marching toward the Potomac, Kershaw’s South Carolinians heard 
reports that Washington had been thrown into confusion by the inva- 
sion and that “Lincoln was the only one who seemingly had not lost 
his head.”*° Reaching the Pennsylvania line, they were met by a dele- 
gation of “rigorously righteous old Quakers,” who stood in the roadway 
and commanded, as though speaking the word of God, “So far thou 
can go, but no farther.” The Confederates moved on; obviously they 
doubted the authority of the Quakers, but they were certain of Lee’s 
orders. The Quakers went home, “perfectly satisfied,” according to 
Dickert, with their passive resistance.1* To a woman who displayed 
a large flag across her bosom, a Texan cautioned: “Take care, Madam, 
for Hood’s boys are great at storming the breastworks when the 
Yankee colors is on them.” 

The British correspondent Ross noticed that groups of curious civil- 
ians gathered about the wells where Confederate soldiers drank. The 
conversation was friendly. At one halt a man who “seemed half crazy” 
was preaching in “very abusive style.” He “used Bible language, but 
words of wrath.”*? The soldiers laughed and joshed at him in good 
humor. At Greencastle Ross fell in with a train and tramped through 
the dark beside the wagons. “Innumerable fires” burned along the side 
of the road, each surrounded by soldiers, “a strange and picturesque 
sight.”"* Great swarms of men were scattered over the countryside. 
They bivouacked in the fields, slept in hay in the barns, often marched 
through the night. Ross got milk for breakfast from a farmer’s wife. 
He found that the population was called Dutch, “though neither they 
nor their ancestors ever had anything to do with Holland.” When he 
asked a farmwife and her daughters what part of Germany they were 
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from, they replied merely, “Pennsylvania Dutch.” He found the 
mother’s accent decidedly Swabian.1® 


2. Pickett Salutes the Little Flag Waver 


Pickett’s progress was marked by letters to his sweetheart. Because 
the ardors of middle age are warmer, or less easily dissembled, the 
commanding general of Longstreet’s second division wrote passionate 
missives at every halt, blatantly indiscreet—at least by modern army 
standards—in their coverage of army movements. The indiscretion was 
the more pronounced because the young lady to whom he was affianced 
was attending a girls’ school at Lynchburg, and at such a college con- 
versation is free and letters home frequent. 

En route to Pennsylvania, it was: “Each day, my darling, takes me 
farther and farther away from you, from all I love and hold dear... . 
Today, under orders from Marse Robert, we cross the Potomac.” 
Then, as he reflected on the coming battle: “Oh, the desolate homes, 
the widows, the orphans, and the heart-broken mothers, that this cam- 
paign will make!”?° 

Possibly it was because of his sentimentality that when his men 
entered Greencastle the band played “Her Bright Smile Haunts Me 
Still.”** In any event, from this town he indited a prose poem to his 
fair lady which suggests he was not much of a killer at heart, although 
destined to have one of the bloodiest assignments in history. “I want 
to lie down in the grass, away off in the woods somewhere or in some 
Jone valley on the hillside far from all human sound, and rest my soul 
and put my heart to sleep and get back something—I know not what— 
but something I had that is gone from me—something subtle and unex- 
plainable—something I never knew I possessed till I had lost it—till it 
was gone—gone.”*? What Stonewall Jackson would have thought of 
such feverish ebullience may readily be judged, although that hard- 
headed realist was not without sentiment. 

Pickett had a chance for a bit of knight-errantry at Greencastle, 
where a young girl rushed out on a porch and waved the United States 
flag while the band was playing “Dixie.” She fastened the flag around 
her waist like an apron. Holding each side, she waved it defiantly and 
shouted, “Traitors—traitors—traitors. Come and take this flag, the 
man of you who dares.” Pickett, fearful that some of the soldiers 
“might forget their manhood,” took his hat off, bowed to the girl, 
saluted the flag, and had the men present arms. “They were all Vir- 
ginians,” he wrote. “Almost every man lifted his cap and cheered the 
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little maiden.” The result was that she stopped calling them traitors, 
let her flag fall and, according to Pickett, finally said, “Oh, I wish I 
had a rebel flag. I’d wave that, too.”*? But she was last seen clutching 
the Union flag to her bosom. 

In Chambersburg Pickett found groups of “uncheerful Boers of 
Deutschland descent” talking, “more sylvan shadows than smiles 
wreathing their faces.”** The general had silenced the bands for this 
march-through but young ladies on a veranda requested music. So the 
bands resumed and they serenaded with the old songs, among them 
“Home, Sweet Home,” “Annie Laurie,” “Nellie Gray,” “Hazel Del,” 
“The Old Oaken Bucket,” “Swanee River,” “The Old Arm Chair,” 
“The Lone Rock by the Sea,” and finally, “Auld Lang Syne.” There 
could have been few dry eyes in the town, with a battle looming. Pickett 
marched out on the Cashtown road four miles and camped. From 
there he wrote that Lee’s order was a sermon on the text of “Vengeance 
is Mine, saith the Lord.” He thought “the mourner’s bench was not 
overcrowded with seekers for conversion” and said the soldiers were 
thinking of “their own despoiled homes, looted of everything, and 
were not wildly enthusiastic as they obediently acquiesced to our 
beloved Commander’s order.”?° 

Pickett’s letters from Pennsylvania to his fiancée, LaSalle Corbell, 
suggested one thing very definitely: that it was not because he lacked 
power of expression that he was last in his class at West Point. 

Another view of the Southern army’s advance was provided by 
Thomas McCammon, a Hagerstown blacksmith, “‘a good man” to the 
Federals, who rode through Armistead’s brigade on July 28 to give 
Federal officers a fuller picture of the invasion.?® Jenkins’ cavalry had 
arrived on June 15, begun the herding of cattle for the infantry, and 
sent back large quantities of beef. Ewell had come on June 20 and 
on the day following, Sunday June 21, had attended services at the 
Catholic Church with Rodes and two other generals. Confederate 
soldiers had continued through the town every day that week, and 
finally Lee and Longstreet had made their headquarters on the James H. 
Groves place just north of town. The leading Confederate sympa- 
thizer of Hagerstown, James D. Roman, a lawyer, had announced on 
June 27 that the entire Confederate army, 100,000 strong, was in 
Maryland or Pennsylvania, with the exception of the cavalry. 

William H. Protzman had checked the infantry as it passed and 
“could not make the total over 80,000.’ Union men assembled each 
night to compare figures. Their count of the artillery showed 275 guns. 
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Many regiments were woefully reduced, having only 175 men, while 
two had only 150. The largest Protzman counted was a Maryland 
regiment of about 700, apparently in Steuart’s brigade. He estimated 
the average regiment at 400 men. The army had good and ample 
transportation, many of the wagons having been captured from the 
Federals, and well-cared-for horses. Officers and men, who appeared 
in good condition, said they were going to Philadelphia. They carried 
their paper money in flour barrels and used it freely. The blacksmith 
reported that they paid five dollars for two horseshoes, the ordinary 
charge being fifty cents in United States money. 

Pleased with the invasion was an old Dutchman with whom a member 
of the Washington Artillery ate and spent the night. The German 
couple were paid $100 a year for tending a large farm. The artillery- 
man gave them two silver half dollars, which Hans looked at with 
delight. “Johanna,” he said, “put dis silber mit der du-bit piece dat 
you got last Christmas. Py jimminy, dis war is big luck for some 
peebles.”’*7 

Gordon told a story of a Pennsylvanian who found his stall empty 
and would not be solaced with Confederate money. “I’ve been mar- 
ried, sir, t’ree times,” he said, “and I vood not geef dot mare for all 
dose voomans.”8 

A sincere admirer of women, Gordon was not impressed by the 
words, but because of the man’s acute anguish he had the mare returned. 

While Ewell’s corps tarried in Chambersburg, its assistant quarter- 
master, Captain Sandy Garber, learned how poignantly the memory of 
Jackson lingered with his old foot cavalry. Garber came into camp 
late and did not know the countersign. At the outpost he was halted 
by a diligent sentry. Groping about for something that might serve the 
purpose, he drew from his blouse an old pass which had been signed 
by Stonewall. The sentry lighted a match and read the pass carefully. 
His eyes lingered fondly over the signature. He handed it back, looked 
up at the stars and said sadly, “Captain, you can go to Heaven on that 
pass, but you can’t get by this post.’ 

Jackson was remembered also in unexpected quarters. Seeing an 
elderly woman on a porch, Major Stiles requested water for his horse. 
She gave permission and invited him to rest, and consented to mail a 
letter for him to a sister living in New Haven, Connecticut. She asked 
if he had ever seen Stonewall Jackson and when he answered yes, she 
said she expected to see Jackson soon. It startled Stiles, but she 
explained, “If any one ever left this earth who went straight to Heaven, 
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it was he.”®° Born in Virginia, she had been taken to Pennsylvania 
when a girl, but home was still across the river. 

When Correspondent Ross reached Chambersburg, McLaws’ divi- 
sion was marching through “in high spirits.” That day he heard the 
Rebel yell, a “very peculiar sound,” which could be heard a mile off. 
' “They learned it from the Indians I believe.”?! He noticed that most 
of the Confederate bands were composed of Germans, and explained 
that the Southerners are “extremely fond of music” but had never taken 
the trouble to learn to play, as this had always been done for them by 
slaves. 


3. Lee Touches the Map at Gettysburg 


While waiting near Hagerstown on June 26, Lee held another meeting 
with Old Trimble, who suggested that a brigade be sent to capture 
Baltimore and stir Maryland into action. The state had responded 
indifferently to Lee on his first invasion, but Trimble was hopeful 
Maryland could be shaken out of her lethargy by vigorous measures. 
Lee thought well of the plan and wrote to A. P. Hill, whose corps was 
then closest at hand, asking if he could spare a brigade for a descent on 
Baltimore. It would have been a bold move to sever Washington from 
the North, but the detachment of a brigade for operations that far from 
the main army would have been hazardous indeed, as Lee must have 
recognized. In any event, when Hill said it would weaken his corps too 
severely, Lee did not pursue the matter. 

That afternoon he called Trimble to his tent again,®? unfolded a map 
of Pennsylvania, and began to inquire about the topography of the 
country east of the South Mountain range, the continuation of the 
Blue Ridge north of the Potomac. He was interested in Adams County 
and the terrain around Gettysburg. 

“As a civil engineer,” he said to Trimble, “you may know more about 
it than any of us.” Trimble described the area and explained that 
every square mile contained good battle positions or ground for 
maneuvering. 

“Our army is in good spirits,” Lee continued, “not overfatigued, 
and can be concentrated at any one point in twenty-four hours or less. 
I have not yet heard that the enemy have crossed the Potomac and am 
waiting to hear from General Stuart. When they hear where we are, 
they will make forced marches to interpose their forces between us and 
Baltimore and Philadelphia. They will come up, probably through 
Frederick, broken down with hunger and hard marching, strung out 
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on a long line, and much demoralized when they come into Pennsyl- 
vania. I shall throw an overwhelming force on their advance, crush it, 
follow up the success, drive one corps back on another, and by suc- 
cessive repulses and surprises before they can concentrate create a panic 
and virtually destroy the army.” 

Trimble said he recalled and recorded the words “nearly verbatim.” 
They give the clearest view available of what was in Lee’s mind when 
the campaign began to take focus. Lee then asked Trimble’s opinion 
and Trimble said the plan should prove successful. 

“T never knew the men in finer spirits,” he added. 

“That is, I hear, the general impression,” Lee responded. As he 
brought the interview to a close, he put his hand to the map and touched 
Gettysburg. 

““Hereabout we shall probably meet the enemy and fight a great bat- 
tle, and if God gives us the victory, the war will be over and we shall 
achieve the recognition of our independence.” Then he instructed 
Trimble: “General Ewell’s forces are by this time in Harrisburg; if not, 
go and join him and help him take the place.” 

The astute Jacob Hoke busily conversed with the Confederates and 
kept a record of everything that happened in Chambersburg. While 
Washington groped to know whether the blow would fall against Har- 
risburg and Philadelphia, or whether Lee would turn back toward the 
capital and Baltimore, Hoke thought of a ready means of answering 
the question, to his own satisfaction at least. 

Chambersburg was at an important crossroads. As the Southern 
troops passed through, some of them turned—at the diamond, or public 
square—onto the road from Pittsburgh to Baltimore which ran toward 
Cashtown and Gettysburg; others continued straight ahead, toward 
Harrisburg, thus giving no clew to the real direction of the army. But 
Hoke decided that he would watch the direction Lee himself selected, 
and thus would know the Southern commander’s true aims. 

At length, there was a break in the long line of infantry and General 
A. P. Hill stopped in front of a grocery store. Townsmen crowded 
about and someone asked when Lee would come. 

“IT expect him at any minute,” Hill replied. He glanced down the 
main street and added, ““There he comes now.” 

The crowd stirred and all heads turned instantly. Riding along the 
shaded street beneath the arching trees, mounted on a tall, gray, slim- 
ankled horse and followed by a small staff, came the awesome figure 
of Southern victory. 
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Lee paused at the grocery store to converse privately with Hill. They 
talked briefly, then Lee remounted, took up the reins, and moved to 
the divergence of the highways. A tingle must have passed through 
Hoke as he witnessed this drama of his own deduction. 

The cavalryman’s pressure of the left rein fell gently across the 
horse’s neck. The ears of the spirited steed pointed upward, and Lee 
turned sharply to the right. It must be Baltimore and Washington 
and battle with the Army of the Potomac.*4 

The deduction was judged valid enough for Hoke and other Union 
sympathizers in Chambersburg to rush off a messenger to Governor 
Curtin in Harrisburg, who relayed it to Halleck in Washington. It was 
the first information reaching the War Department that Lee might be 
turning toward the South Mountain passes. 

Lee stopped on the Cashtown Pike on the eastern outskirts of Cham- 
bersburg and set up his headquarters at Shetter’s Woods, a place where 
Fourth of July picnics were held. Farmers who at first had fled now 
crowded into Chambersburg for a closer look at the Confederates. 
The town was packed with Northern civilians and Southern soldiers. 
The headquarters grove was soon as busy as any Pennsylvania public 
Square on Saturday morning. One of Lee’s early acts was to issue an 
order for flour to be distributed to the needy of the town.®® 

Lee was joined on June 27 by Longstreet, who set up his headquar- 
ters near by. Sorrel saw the many visitors who went to Lee’s head- 
quarters, usually with trumped-up complaints, and judged that they 
merely wanted to see the two celebrated soldiers.?¢ 

At Chambersburg Hood paid his respects to Lee, whom he found in 
“the same buoyant spirits which pervaded his magnificent army.” Lee 
greeted him and exclaimed, “Ah, General, the enemy is a long time 
finding us. If he does not succeed soon, we must go in search of him.” 
There was no hint of defensive tactics here. 

In Maryland and Pennsylvania Lee apparently made the mistake of 
eating an abundance of fresh fruit. The entire army indulged in the 
cherries. On his earlier invasion of Maryland a lad named Leighton 
Parks had met him and now Parks returned with a quantity of rasp- 
berries for the general. Fresh raw fruit undoubtedly was the cause of 
Lee’s partial indisposition on the second day of the battle of Gettysburg. 


4. The General Has a Well-Worn Coat 


Most of those who encountered Lee at this period commented on 
his handsome strength. Age had given serenity to what had always been 
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a reserved bearing. He was then in his fifty-seventh year. His hair, 
black at the outbreak of the war, was grizzled after little more than two 
years of conflict. In place of the black mustache he wore a full gray 
beard. The alertness of his posture and graveness of his countenance 
were softened by gentle brown eyes. “Sad eyes!” wrote Sorrel.38 “The 
saddest it seems to me of all men’s—beaming the highest intelligence 
and with unvarying kindliness. . . .” 

George Cary Eggleston felt that the war years altered Lee’s appear- 
ance so sharply that a picture of the middle-aged man of the spring of 
1861 would scarcely have been recognized as that of the general with 
furrowed face and whitened hair and beard. But the furrows added 
intensity to his commanding appearance. He was a large man with a 
big head and a countenance which told instantly of his high character 
and “perfect balance of faculties, mental, moral and physical.’”89 A 
Northerner who saw him commented on his large neck. “Yes” was 
the ready reply of a Confederate soldier. “It takes a damn big neck 
to hold his head.’’4° 

Although Eggleston spoke of Lee’s grace of movement, the quality 
that he found most emphasized was Lee’s “robustness,” a term appli- 
cable both physically and mentally. “If his shapely person suggested a 
remarkable capacity for endurance, his manner, his countenance and 
his voice quite as strongly hinted at [his] great soul.’ 

Sorrel was impressed with “the perfect poise of head and shoulders,” 
and said, “his white teeth and winning smile were irresistible.” True 
to the pattern of the southern planter, he liked the company of ladies 
and “had a good memory for pretty girls.”42 The sophisticated Mrs. 
Chesnut said she “blushed like a schoolgirl” when Lee smiled at her 
in recognition as they were leaving church.*% 

Lee possessed a trait of continuous activity suggesting strong extro- 
version. When not otherwise engaged he took rambles of inspection 
about post or camp. Eggleston saw him in South Carolina in the win- 
ter of 1861-1862 when he was on detached service strengthening the 
coastal defenses. He would wander unescorted through the stables and 
gun park almost every afternoon. As he wore no insignia of rank, he 
excited curiosity. “I say, sergeant,” exclaimed a teamster, “who is that 
darned old fool? He’s always pokin’ round my horses just as if he 
meant to steal one of ’em.’’*4 

Eggleston became an established author after the war and eventually 
a trenchant editorial writer of the rejuvenated New York World, where 
one of J oseph Pulitzer’s main requirements was terseness. During the 
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war he was attentive to Lee’s concise language. A competent judge, he 
found the words chosen happily. “A single sentence from his lips left 
nothing more to be said.” Many of Lee’s remarks were recorded by 
his auditors in the stilted rhetoric of the day and must lack the crispness 
of their original form, but they still suggest that he usually thought 
and spoke with compactness. 

Lieutenant Colonel Fremantle, introduced to Lee by Longstreet, 
judged him “the handsomest man of his age I ever saw.” Lee was 
“tall, broadshouldered, very well made, well set up, a thorough soldier 
in appearance.”*> During this campaign he wore a long gray jacket 
that showed age, and hence seemed in keeping with an army dressed 
largely in homespun. His hat on this campaign was a high black felt. 
His blue trousers were tucked into Wellington boots. These were high 
leather boots covering the knee in front but cut low behind. The only 
evidence of rank were the three stars on his collar. Despite his worn 
coat Fremantle found his appearance “smart and clean.” He never 
carried firearms but always had his binoculars handy, carried in a strap 
around his neck in battle. 

Other qualities which impressed this British observer were the cour- 
teous dignity of his manner and his complete freedom from small vices. 
“His bitterest enemies never accused him of any of the greater ones.” 
Fremantle also was impressed by the fact that Lee was a campaigner 
and camper in the fullest sense. The general had not slept in a 
house since assuming command of the Army of Northern Virginia more 
than a year before. 

At Chambersburg British correspondent Ross called at headquarters. 
After Lee’s council with Longstreet and A. P. Hill, Ross was presented 
to him, and Lee invited him to a modest dinner. “The general has little 
of the glorious pomp and circumstance of war about his person,” the 
writer said. At the headquarters were tents, baggage wagons, ambu- 
lances, and a private carriage, or ambulance, for the personal service 
of the commanding general. It had been captured from the Federal 
general John Pope, but Lee preferred his mount, Traveler, and never 
used it. 


). “Washington... There Was None Like Him” 


Perhaps none had a closer grasp of Lee’s character and habits than his 
military secretary, Colonel Long, who was by his side at Gettysburg. 
Lee, he said, was not only abstemious but was “pained” by intemperance 
in subordinates. “I cannot consent to place in the control of others one 
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who cannot control himself.”4¢ Lee, according to Long, never used 
tobacco in his life. On rare occasions he took a glass of wine but not 
whisky or brandy. 

Lee had a nice conception of the limits of the military authority. 
Benjamin Harvey Hill, who served as chairman of the Judiciary Com- 
mittee of the Confederate Senate, declared the commanding general 
had contempt for “military statesmen and political generals,” and never 
expressed his views to the Congress, the President or even friends, on 
public questions not strictly military. 

Hill once met him on a Richmond street.47 “General,” he said, “I 
wish you would give me your opinion as to the propriety of changing 
the seat of government, and going further South.” 

“That is a political question, Mr. Hill, and you politicians must 
determine it,” Lee replied. “I shall endeavor to take care of the army 
and you must make the laws and control the government.” 

“Ah, General,” Hill continued, “you will have to change that rule, 
and form and express political opinions; for, if we establish our inde- 
pendence, the people will make you Mr. Davis’ successor.” 

“Never, sir,” Lee asserted firmly. “That I will never permit. What- 
ever talents I may possess, and they are but limited, are military talents. 
My education and training are military. I think the military and civil 
talents are distinct, if not different, and full duty in either sphere is about 
as much as one man can qualify himself to perform. I shall not do the 
people the injustice to accept high civil office, with whose questions it 
has not been my business to become familiar.” 

Hill was insistent. “Well, General,” he countered; “history does 
not sustain your view. Caesar and Frederick of Prussia and Bonaparte 
were all great statesmen as well as great generals.” 

“And all great tyrants,” Lee replied quickly. “I speak of the proper 
rule in republics, where, I think, we should have neither military states- 
men nor political generals.” 

“But Washington was both, and yet not a tyrant.” 

At that General Lee’s face took on a beautiful smile and he spoke with 
finality: “Washington was an exception to all rule, and there was none 
like him.’’48 

Hood, who had a strong affection for his chief, found greatness in 
Lee’s willingness to perform humble tasks. Hood had served under 
Lee in the 2nd Cavalry in Texas. Upon reaching Richmond after the 
outbreak of war he naturally reported to his old superior. Lee had an 
office on the fourth floor of the Mechanics Institute. Gathered around 
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him was every cobbler in Richmond. Lee was showing them how to 
make cartridge boxes, haversacks, bayonets and scabbards, of which 
the Confederacy was destitute. “He was studiously employing his 
great mind to this apparently trivial but most important work.’ 

This care about details had to be sacrificed at times in the interest 
of allowing others to discharge their responsibilities but it was deep in 
Lee’s character. One of his near relatives emphasized the quality, 
describing it as a “beautiful neatness and love of order.”°® Mrs. Lee 
told how he returned from the Mexican war “with every article of 
clothing he had taken with him, and a bottle of brandy which he had 
taken in case of sickness, unopened.”*1 Some have questioned Lee’s 
scholarship, saying he was not a careful student of military history like 
Jackson, or even a habitual reader. But his attentiveness to details and 
mental orderliness implies capacity as a student, and such Lee showed 
not only at West Point, where he was second in his class, but also in 
the school of Benjamin Hallowell at Alexandria, Virginia, where he 
studied mathematics in the winter of 1824-1825. Hallowell said Lee 
was never behind in his studies and observed all the rules perfectly, 
but his specialty was finishing with a neatness and completeness every- 
thing he undertook. In making complicated diagrams for a course in 
conic sections, he used a slate for his drawings which obviously had 
no permanency. But according to the school principal he drew each 
one of them “with as much accuracy and finish, lettering and all, as if 
it were to be engraved and printed.’”®2 

Nevertheless, he shunned army paper work and simplified it as much 
as possible. “I never presented a paper . . . unless it was of decided 
importance,” said his chief of staff, Colonel Charles Marshall.®3 One 
of his rules was that petitioners for clemency should not be admitted. 
He asked to be spared the anguish of meeting relatives of condemned 
men whose cases had been decided by court-martial. He favored con- 
ciliation in personal grievances. When he received a written complaint 
from an officer, he usually passed it over to Marshall with the instruc- 
tions, “ ’Suage him, Colonel, *suage him.” 

A revealing incident is cited by Marshall. A caller having a com- 
plaint against the Confederate government gained access to the head- 
quarters tent and punished Lee with a long rant. When he finally 
departed Lee came out “flushed in anger” and delivered a severe rebuke. 
“Why did you permit that man to come to my tent and make me show 
my anger?”°? If necessary, he could be patient during the strain of 
unnecessary talk. Marshall said he had never heard Lee speak of 
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President Davis in any except terms of kindly respect, but he did com- 
ment once, after being closeted with Davis for several hours, that “he 
had lost a good deal of time in fruitless talk.’”°® 

The soldiers knew how compassionate he could be in a reprimand. 
After Chancellorsville he stopped in front of a Mississippi boy who 
had been wounded in the hand. The lad said, “By God, General, the 
Yankees have done me up, but we have given them hell.” 

“Well, you are a brave soldier but you must not swear,” Lee replied. 
Then he jumped from his horse, took out a white linen handkerchief, 
bandaged the wound, made a sling from another silk handkerchief, and 
sent the lad to the hospital to get a better dressing.°” 


CHAPTER 
FIVE 


A Missive Among the Roses 


J. “Extra Billy” Parades into York 


In response to Lee’s orders, Ewell began a wide movement toward Har- 
risburg, intending to employ Early and Rodes as his attacking force 
and use Johnson in reserve to maintain contact with the balance of the 
army. Rodes moved through Greencastle and Chambersburg to Car- 
lisle. Early marched by Waynesboro and halted on June 25 on the 
Chambersburg-Gettysburg pike at Greenwood. At daybreak June 26 
he moved toward Gettysburg. 

Early was accompanied by a battalion of cavalry under Colonel 
Elijah V. White, a scant complement for work of the magnitude cut 
out for him. As the eastern wing of Lee’s army, he was, in fact, serving 
the role of Stuart’s absent squadrons. Preceded by the meager cavalry 
detail, he took three of his brigades over the wet dirt roads through 
Hilltown to Mummasburg, while he detached Gordon’s brigade to 
march on the macadam through Cashtown to Gettysburg. 

En route he had the pleasure of burning the Caledonia Iron Works 
owned by the vociferous anti-Southern Congressman, Thaddeus Ste- 
vens. John Sweeney, the manager, argued that the only persons Early 
would hurt were poor people who would be thrown out of employment 
and said the industry was unprofitable. 

“That’s not the way Yankees do business,” Early answered sourly as 
he ordered up the torches.1 

On learning that Gettysburg was occupied by a Federal force of 
unknown strength, he directed Gordon to amuse it in front while he 
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endeavored to gain its rear. But before reaching Gettysburg he learned 
that White’s cavalry had already encountered the Federals, who proved 
to be the 26th Pennsylvania Militia, containing a company of Gettys- 
burg townsmen. They had formed an irresolute line on the heights 
west of Gettysburg but fled across the fields toward Mummasburg when 
the Southern troopers, followed by Gordon’s infantry, appeared. Hays 
sent two regiments to help White pursue them and 175 were captured 
and paroled. 

Early and Gordon entered Gettysburg in a downpour on the evening 
of June 26. The town was placid and unresisting and had little the 
Confederates might want. Early seized 2,000 rations found on some 
railroad cars, issued them to Gordon’s brigade, and then burned the 
cars.° He requisitioned clothing, provisions and $10,000 in currency. 
Mayor Kendlehart representing the town authorities answered that it 
was impossible to comply because the quantities requested were far 
beyond what Gettysburg possessed. 

Early had to move to York at daybreak the next morning and did 
not have time to investigate the town’s resources, which he judged to 
be limited. It seemed a trivial matter, but had he done so the conditions 
of the campaign probably would have been greatly altered. He sent 
back word to Hill’s men, who were soon on the road from Chambers- 
burg to Cashtown, that the town had been touched lightly and possessed 
a supply of shoes. 

White’s cavalry destroyed the railroad bridges toward Hanover Junc- 
tion while the infantry was again put on the road eastward. Gordon 
still moved on the macadam, the other brigades in the mud. Ahead was 
York, once the capital of the American continental government,’ but 
in 1863 only the trade center of one of the richest farming communi- 
ties of the Northern states. 

On the following morning, with the division near the town, it was 
Smith’s turn to head the column. 

Brigadier General William (“Extra Billy”) Smith, commanding the 
third brigade of Jubal Early’s division, was a Virginian who symbolically 
tied the secession era to the days of Monroe and Andrew Jackson. He 
had served as Governor of Virginia during the War with Mexico, and 
now, just prior to Lee’s march to Pennsylvania, he had been elected 
to the same office for the term beginning January 1, 1864. None in the 
South surpassed him as a politician of personal magnetism and instinc- 
tive leadership. His generalship, however, was proving deficient, and 
Early judged it advisable at times to keep his brigade in the close 
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proximity of that of Gordon so that the Georgian could exercise what 
amounted to a joint command. Smith had not had a happy introduction 
to the military, for at the beginning of his career he had read law in 
the Baltimore office of William Henry Winder, the Maryland attorney 
who commanded the American army at the battle of Bladensburg, 
where his ludicrous tactics exposed Washington to capture by the 
British invading army in the War of 1812. 

The name “Extra Billy,” by which Smith was known to both North 
and South, had been the inspiration of Senator Benjamin W. Leigh 
of Virginia. As a mail contractor in Jackson’s administration, Smith 
had once handled a daily postal service between Washington, D.C., and 
Milledgeville, Georgia, and had extended it to numerous spur routes, 
for which he received extra payments. When Postmaster General 
William T. Barry came under political attack for increasing payments 
to contractors, Smith’s “extras” were disclosed. Hence the sobriquet. 
He served a number of terms in the Federal Congress prior to the war. 

Major Robert Stiles, of the Confederate artillery, who was. riding 
with Extra Billy across southern Pennsylvania, had been reared from 
early boyhood in New York City, and had been graduated from Yale 
in 1859, but having been Georgia-born, he had elected to fight for the 
South. He had first seen Smith when he had sat in the House galleries 
to hear the prolonged speakership debate of 1859-1860, in which the 
Virginian had been active. Now he was about to witness the high point 
of the old politician’s career, his entry of York, Pennsylvania, amid 
antics that delighted both friend and enemy. 

York, in the path of the invasion, had built no defenses, although 
redoubts were being thrown up at Philadelphia and even New York was 
sending valuables to Poughkeepsie for storage. As Early’s division 
approached, the mayor came out to surrender,° followed by a deputa- 
tion of citizens with notice that the populace would not resist. Stiles, 
being certain that “there would be a breeze blowing at the head of the 
column,”® as he put it, rode up to where he could observe Extra Billy. 

Smith was instructing his son and aide, Fred, to hurry up the music. 
“Go back and look up those tooting fellows and tell them to come up 
here and march into town tooting “Yankee Doodle’ in their best style.’’* 

Quickly the band appeared, the June sun glinting off their polished 
brass, but the refrain they were playing was “Dixie.” As they reached 
the head of the column, however, they struck up the Northern song as 
a compliment to the good citizens of the old continental capital. Smith 
might have been leading any Virginia torchlight political procession. 
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His hat off, he rode into town bowing to crowds, first on one side then 
the other, saluting especially every pretty girl “with that manly, hearty 
smile which no man or woman ever doubted or resisted.”® Stiles noticed 
that the attitude of the York residents changed from astonishment to 
pleasure, until finally, when the head of the column reached the town 
square, they broke out into a hearty cheer for Extra Billy. Most of 
the citizens were on the street. Bells were ringing and the crowds were 
going to church. Now they congregated at the square. The pack 
became so dense that the gray column which the Northern army often 
had been unable to slow in battle, was surrounded and finally halted 
by the crowd of curious, milling, peacefully disposed citizens. Smith 
cleared enough room for his men to stack arms. He did not dismount, 
but from his saddle he launched into “a rattling, humorous speech,” 
which both the Pennsylvanians and his own brigade applauded.?® 

“My friends,” he said, “how do you like this way of coming back 
into the Union? I hope you like it; I have been in favor of it for a good 
while. .. . We are not burning your houses or butchering your children. 
On the contrary, we are behaving ourselves like Christian gentlemen, 
which we are.” 

He rambled on, explaining the reason for the invasion. “We needed 
a summer outing and thought we would take it in the North, instead 
of patronizing the Virginia springs, as we generally do. We regret to 
say our trunks haven’t gotten up yet; we were in such a hurry to see you 
that we could not wait for them.” Then he gave a brief picture of his 
brigade. “They are such a hospitable, wholehearted, fascinating lot 
of gentlemen. ...” He invited the Yorkers to remain. “You are quite 
welcome to stay here and make yourselves at home, so long as you 
behave yourselves pleasantly and agreeably as you are doing now.” 

The speech might have continued during the sermon hours but Stiles 
heard a commotion back in the crowd, then a stream of oaths emitted 
in the “piping, querulous treble” that belonged to the irascible com- 
mander of Ewell’s first division. Jubal Early, riding with Gordon’s 
brigade, had found the street obstructed by Extra Billy’s rally. Early 
had difficulty in elbowing his way through. 

Smith, amid his exhortations, was not aware of his superior’s ap- 
proach until Early caught his blouse, jerked him around rudely and 
half-screamed, “General Smith, what in the devil are you about, stop- 
ping the head of this column in this cursed town!” 

“Having a little fun, General,” Smith replied good-naturedly, “which 
is good for all of us.’”’1° 
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Stiles observed that “even Jube did not dare curse the old general 
in an offensive way.” Smith ordered his troops to fall in and he then 
marched to Laucks Mills, near the railroad two miles north of York. 
There he was joined by Hays’s brigade and the road was cleared for 
the passage of Gordon toward the Susquehanna River. 


2. Prompted by a Potential Catherine 


General Gordon had breakfasted with a Pennsylvanian whose peculiar 
dining room was built directly over a spring, so that half of the room 
was floored with smooth limestone while the other half was a bubbling 
fountain of clear, fresh water. After the dusty marches, the cool room 
plus a meal of hot biscuits and milk and cream fresh from the rippling 
water were novelties the Georgian remembered into late life. 

Gordon entered York while the bells were still pealing and the side- 
walks were filled with churchgoers. Amid the finery he felt apologetic 
about the slovenly appearance of his marching column, begrimed from 
the fine white dust of the macadamized pike. The grotesque nature of 
his column was accentuated by the barefoot men riding double on 
huge shaggy horses. 

Hoke’s brigade followed those of Smith and Gordon and entered 
York to the cadence of church bells. Colonel Hamilton C. Jones of 
the 57th North Carolina had been impressed with the calmness of the 


country through which they had marched and attributed it as much to 


the phlegmatic disposition of the population as to the restraint of the 
troops: “Barns were filled and the fields were dotted with cattle; the 
quartermaster provided for the army’s food “in an orderly way.” There 
was virtuaily no straggling. He found that in York the crowds gazed 
at the Confederate troops “with something like stupefaction. .. 17 They 
gave up thought of church, the ladies went home and the men hob- 
nobbed with the Confederates with little evidence of bitterness.” Civil- 
ians and officers “drank together and discussed the war.’’* The ardent 
Union men expressed their sentiments freely but Colonel Jones thought 
a majority “were bitterly hostile to Mr. Lincoln’s administration and 
condemned the war.”!* Hoke’s brigade was quartered in York in a 
large building erected as a hospital. 

Gordon halted his troops on the main street and rode forward, reas- 
suring a group of ladies by saying that “York could have the head 
of any soldier who destroyed private property or insulted a woman.”!® 

As he rode a girl about twelve years old rushed up to his horse and 
handed him a bunch of roses. He noticed a note in the center of the 
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bouquet and found it was written in a delicate, feminine hand. It gave 
the number and description of Federal forces at Wrightsville, the 
Susquehanna River town twenty miles ahead that was his immediate 
objective. 

“I carefully read and reread this strange note,” he said. “It bore no 
signature and contained no assurance of sympathy for the Southern 
cause, but it was so terse and explicit in its terms as to compel my 
confidence.”’!® 

Gordon marched rapidly through the hot June day to gain the Susque- 
hanna River bridge that was the key to Ewell’s plan for the capture 
of Harrisburg. Early planned to cross with his full division, capture 
Lancaster, sever the main railroad connecting Philadelphia with the 
west, then move up the Susquehanna and approach Harrisburg from 
the rear while Rodes, moving from Carlisle, would invest it in front. 
If Harrisburg fell, Early would mount his division on Pennsylvania 
horses and raid westward, destroying railroads and canals.17 

Wrightsville, a small town sleeping on the river opposite the larger 
community of Columbia, had not changed greatly since Revolutionary 
War days, when the Continental Congress had fied through it seeking 
a place to hold sessions during the British occupation of Philadelphia. 
But while Wrightsville slept, greatness had hovered over it, then passed 
it by. After the British burned Washington in 1814 sentiment devel- 
oped in Congress for a removal of the seat of government farther west.1® 
Wrightsville was mentioned and soon appeared to be highly favored. 
But opinion congealed to retain Washington as the capital city and 
Wrightsville was forgotten. Now the town on the Susquehanna was to 
have the simple distinction of marking the northeastern march of the 
Confederate army. 

The note the little girl had handed Gordon suggested that he halt 
when he arrived at the ridge overlooking Wrightsville and examine 
the position of the Federal troops. From the ridge Gordon looked out 
over the beautiful Pennsylvania country, green and golden with corn 
and wheat. Immediately below him, in full view, nestled the town on 
one of the most beautiful of American rivers. Beyond it was the low, 
wide bridge he was to capture. It was a mile and a quarter long, a 
wooden superstructure set on stone pillars. 

On its single span was a railroad, a roadway for vehicles and a tow- 
path for the canal which here crossed the Susquehanna. In front of it 
was the blue line of soldiers precisely as they had been described by 
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» the missive among the roses. Their front ran along a lower ridge 


between Gordon and the river, and to the right was the gorge, just as 
described, which permitted an approach around the left flank of the 


_ Federal defending force. 


Finding the note completely accurate, Gordon did not fear to follow 
its suggestion and move down the gorge toward the rear of the Federals, 


hoping to surround and capture them. The general was amazed at the 


military~perspicacity of his correspondent, whose handwriting was 
clearly that of a woman, and “whose evident genius for war . . . might 
have made her a captain equal to Catherine.”!® Who was she? Gordon 
never knew. 

Confronting Gordon were sensitive Pennsylvania militiamen who 
had no intention of being trapped. Already combustibles had been 
placed on the bridge preparatory to the flight of its guards. On the 
bursting of the third Confederate shell the militia retired hurriedly 
across the span, lighting the fire at the center as they passed.*° The 
flames had made good headway before Gordon and his men reached 
the structure. The general tried to push on but was beaten back by 
the flames. The soldiers fought the fire as best they could while Gordon 
called on Wrightsville citizens for buckets. Blandly the townspeople 
reported that none could be found. 

Flames ate at the wooden structure in both directions. At the south- 
ern bank a Wrightsville lumber yard caught fire and from it the flames 
soon leaped to the town. Now the buckets, pails, tubs and cans which 
Gordon had called for in vain suddenly appeared in abundance, and 
soldiers and citizens together labored to save the houses. A bucket 
brigade reached up from the river, and through the afternoon and 
night they worked until, late at night, the flames were extinguished. 

The fire was arrested just before it reached the home of a kindly 
lady, Mrs. L. L. Rewalt, who insisted on entertaining Gordon and his 
officers at breakfast. Gordon found her gracious and self-possessed 
and wondered about her sympathies. It developed that she was staunchly 
Unionist and had a husband serving in the Federal army. But the 
Confederate general and his officers felt great respect for her, willing 
as she was to recognize a kindly deed from an enemy.** 

While in York Early requisitioned 2,000 pairs of shoes, 1,000 hats, 
1,000 pairs of socks, three days’ rations and $100,000 in money. He 
received the hats and socks, about 1,200 pairs of shoes and 1,500 pairs 
of boots, but only $28,600. The mayor seemed unable to raise more 
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and Early felt he had made an honest effort. Early rode to Wrights- 
ville to inspect the ruined bridge—and his thwarted hopes—then ordered 
Gordon to return on the next day to York. 


3. Serenades and a New Banner 


Rodes reached Carlisle on June 27 and remained three days. The rest 
was luxurious but temptation was present. The town was loaded with 
United States government whisky. Private Joe Duncan, in his foraging, 
kicked a haystack and uncovered a full barrel.22 He took a pail of 
whisky back to the North Carolina boys. Plenty of ice was found in 
icehouses for those who wanted it. More whisky was discovered. “Mint 
juleps in tin cans were plentiful.” That night the gay party decided to 
serenade the officers. Accompanied by the bands of the 14th and 23rd 
North Carolina regiments, they visited the quarters, sang, and called 
for speeches.** The officers declined in good humor. 

In the plain words of Captain Vines E. Turner of the 23rd North 
Carolina, “Many of our jaded, weary boys” drank too much.2° Fora 
time open hostilities appeared likely with some members of a Georgia 
regiment, camped on the campus of Dickinson College, who were like- 
wise “drowning their weariness.” Brigadier General Alfred Iverson, 
the Georgian commanding a North Carolina brigade, had been stationed 
in Carlisle as a lieutenant and now met old friends. One of Ramseur’s 
men ascribed the Ic 3s of Gettysburg two days later to the liquor found 
in Carlisle and did not hesitate to name Iverson as showing the effects 
on the battlefield.?7 

At Carlisle the mail came up from Richmond and Brigadier Gen- 
eral Dod Ramseur got a backlog of letters. His practice when he re- 
ceived no letters was to make “spirit visits” to his fiancée, Miss Ellen 
Richmond of Milton, North Carolina, whom he addressed as “My 
Heart’s Precious Darling.” He wrote her ardent, graceful letters, and— 
unlike Pickett—was discreet about military matters. 

“Our advance has been wonderfully rapid and gloriously successful,” 
he had said from Greencastle. “Our troops are in the finest spirits and 
when we meet the enemy’s horde we will give a good account of 
ourselves.” 

He answered at once the letters reaching him at Carlisle: “Are you 
surprised to find that we are so far advanced into the Enemy’s terri- 
tory? We are; or rather we are surprised that we have met with so 
feeble resistance so far.” He mentioned that the Federal barracks had 
been well stocked. “This morning I breakfasted on salmon left in ice.” 
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Saying it would not be prudent to detail the army’s: plans, he com-. 
mented, “Let this suffice, they are bold and well conceived.”® 

The troops that were shooting off and receiving sparks from the. 
North Carolinians were Doles’s Georgia brigade which had forded the. 
Potomac at sunset on the first day of the crossing and bivouacked on, 
the edge of Williamsport. Here the men were given time to rest feet 
that were bruised and swollen by the rapid marching. On; June 19: 
they broke camp, halted again for two days beyond Hagerstown and: 
on June 22 entered Pennsylvania. They marched through, Chambers-. 
burg on June 24 with bands blaring “Dixie” and arms. at. the right 
shoulder shift, exchanging banter with civilians they, described as. 
“gloomy-faced.” “Here’s your played-out rebellion,”** some of them 
shouted to an assembled group. When finally bivouacked on,the Dick-. 
inson College campus in Carlisle, twenty miles from Harrisburg, they 
were “elated with the hope that we would have that city before the. 
setting of another sun.’’° 

At Carlisle the 32nd North Carolina regiment, was signally honored. 
The official flag of the Confederate States, red with its cross of blue, 
which was to become so familiar to the South, was first, unfurled by: 
this regiment. The design of the flag had been. adopted shortly before 
by the Confederate Congress*! and was the: last of the. several flags 
flown by the Southern armies. Richmond ladies immediately made a 
banner of the new design and sent it to General Lee for his approval 
and for presentation to the regiment he judged most worthy to carry it. 
Lee did not make that decision but in honor of the departed Jackson 
sent it to Ewell, commanding Jackson’s corps. Ewell passed it on to. 
“this favorite division commander,”’®? Robert, Rodes, who in turn sent 
it to the officer described as “his most favored brigadier,” General 
Junius Daniel. Daniel’s brigade had just come up from North Carolina 
and had not served under Rodes earlier. Its selection could be explained 
only as a compromise or on personal grounds. Neither Rodes nor. 
Daniel survived the war to explain. Daniel designated the 32nd North 
Carolina as entitled to the honor. 

On June 29 all of the Confederate troops in Carlisle, the major part. 
of Rodes’s division, were paraded on thespacious grounds of the United. 
States army barracks which later became the Carlisle Indian School. 
Ewell and many of his officers had been stationed here before the war. 
“Oh! it was a grand occasion,” said Private Henry A. London, of 
Company I of the favored regiment.. He found it in, “striking contrast. 
with the sad scenes witnessed by the same soldiers, two days thereafter, 
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on the blood-stained heights at Gettysburg.” The proud flag of the 
Confederacy, crimson as the blood shed so freely beneath it, was 
hoisted on the flagpole above the barracks, to meet the Northern breeze. 
“And thus it was,” recorded the historian of the 32nd, “that North 
Carolinians can boast that it was the flag of one of their regiments that 
defiantly waved on the eneniy’s soil at a point farther north than any 
other Confederate flag during the whole war.” Carlisle is farther north 
than Wrightsville. 

Ewell’s remaining division, that of Major General Edward Johnson, 
patrolled the left as the corps spread fanlike over this southern Penn- 
sylvania section. The division crossed the Potomac at Shepherdstown, 
Steuart’s brigade making the passage in midafternoon of June 18. 
Steuart rode with his aide and fellow Baltimorian, Lieutenant Ran- 
dolph H. McKim. As their horses’ feet touched Maryland sod, the 
fervid and emotional Steuart sprang from the saddle, dropped to his 
hands and knees and kissed the beloved soil of his own state. “We loved 
Maryland,” explained McKim, who followed Steuart’s action. “We 
felt that she was in bondage against her will, and we burned with desire 
to have a part in liberating her.” 

Steuart commanded one Maryland, two North Carolina and three 
Virginia regiments, along with a battery and glamorous Major Harry 
Gilmore’s cavalry detachment. The Marylanders received a tremen- 
dous ovation from the ladies as they passed through Hagerstown, to 
camp at midafternoon near the Pennsylvania line. On the next day they 
marched through Greencastle, Upton and Mercersburg, then Cove Gap 
and up over the Tuscarora Mountain to McConnellsburg. Ewell’s left 
wing was thus roughly one hundred miles from his right, on the Susque- 
hanna at Wrightsville. Johnson’s other brigades marched to Green- 
wood, a good concentration point for Rodes and Early. 

Johnson’s men responded with pleasant laughter to ladies who sat 
at the upstairs windows and waved Union flags. When the men received 
more scornful looks, they asked the names of the maidens and said 
they wanted to make vinegar by writing them on pieces of paper and 
putting them in bottles of water. A red-haired girl who became insult- 
ing was mildly called “Brick-top” and told to put on men’s clothing 
and join the army.** To a group who scoffed at the frayed garments 
of some of Johnson’s soldiers, a southern Irishman shouted, “Bejabbers, 
we always put on our dirty clothes when we go hog killing.” 

McKim rode with Gilmore, one of the several giants among Steuart’s 
officers, and as powerful with his profanity as with his muscles. The 
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devout McKim, who aspired to the ministry, was amused to hear Gil- 
more tell a Pennsylvania farmer, amid bursts of oaths, that the Con- 
federates were certain of victory because the army from Lee down was 
“composed of Christian gentlemen.” Apparently observing the ques- 
tioning glint in the sharp farmer’s eye, Gilmore explained that he was 
the exception.*® 

From McConnellsburg, which was soon occupied by Imboden’s 
cavalry coming up from Hancock, Steuart marched toward Harrisburg, 
by way of Green Village and Shippensburg, and camped at Big Spring. 
The rapid nature of his movement may be seen from the note in 
McKim’s diary, that he slept only twelve hours in five days. At Spring- 
field, near Big Spring, he bought seven copies of the New Testament 
for use among the troops. “The surprise of the storekeeper when an 
officer of the terrible Rebel army desired to purchase copies of the New 
Testament may be imagined,” he wrote that night.27 Through June 28 
Steuart’s men pressed toward Harrisburg, many of them marching 
barefoot. The shoes with which even the better-clad men had left the 
Rappahannock were beginning to give way and replacements had been 
scant. 

The loose, almost trusting nature of the Confederates can be under- 
stood from the ease with which an adventurous correspondent of the 
New York Herald walked through Lee’s army and casually interviewed 
privates and generals. Wanting to see the Confederates firsthand, he 
rode west from Gettysburg to find them. Soon he came to a tall, “well 
looking personage, very dignified and gentlemanly in manner” with a 
full beard and a major general’s uniform. It was Early en route to 
York. He wore “a capacious brown hat, looped up on the right side, 
resting easily on his head.” The journalist caught Early at a favorable 
moment, one of the rare times when the general was not doubled up 
with arthritis. 

The newsman told Early that he wanted a pass to go home to the 
Cumberland valley. The general answered in “a sharp and decisive 
manner but still without being tinged with anything like discourtesy.” 

“T have no time to attend to you just now,” Early said, “but if it is 
proper for you to go, there will be no obstructions offered to your 
departure.” 

The New Yorker mingled with the soldiers and noticed that private 
property was respected rigidly by both soldiers and officers. Those 
staying in the hotels paid with Confederate script. Behind Early’s lines 
he met three Irishmen from New Orleans with a canteen of whisky. 
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They had been in all of Stonewall Jackson’s campaigns, declared they 
had never been whipped, and said the Yankees couldn’t raise enough 
men to doit. 

“By my sowl,” one was quoted, “we'll fight till the last man ov us 
is kilt, and thin, be jabers, the women will take a hand in it. You may 
fight us for all eternity, and then we won’t be whipped afther all!” 

He found that Early’s men had no love for the general and the Irish 
stragglers said they knew several men who would shoot him “just as 
quick as they would a ‘damned Yankee.’” But they all appeared to 
be fond of Ewell. 

He drove past the smoldering ruins of the Stevens iron works and 
ran into A. P. Hill’s corps, which had advanced fifteen miles on that 
day and was bivouacked along the roadside from Greenwood to 
Fayetteville. Foragers were coming in loaded with chickens, butter, 
eggs, and all kinds of vegetables. “I passed through the entire corps 
of A. P. Hill without difficulty or having any questions asked me. I 
pushed boldly ahead, as if I had a perfect right to do so,” he said. Was 
Lee’s army naive? Or was it so self-confident as to be indifferent about 
espionage? 

Finally he came to Stouffertown, where he heard that Lee was 
camped in a near-by woods. When he asked where Lee might be found, 
one soldier pointed to “a tall, fine looking officer, sitting in front of a 
spacious tent, with one leg crossed over the other.” Lee’s head was 
depressed and his eyes were resting “evidently vacantly” on the ground. 
“He appeared to be in deep thought, and seemingly did not notice what 
was occurring around him.” Undoubtedly he was still pondering over 
what to do without Stuart. 

The correspondent came at last to the Texans in Longstreet’s corps. 
One was demonstrating his dexterity with a lasso by throwing it over 
the head of a mounted officer. As the Texans marched, a “Union dog” 
came out and barked at the column and the cowhand roped him neatly. 
Almost every regiment had either a fife and drum corps or a brass 
band and all were playing “Dixie,” the “Bonnie Blue Flag,” or “Massa’s 
in the Cold, Cold Ground.” The correspondent was able to get through 
and file his story, which must have given the North a clear impression 
of the carefree spirit of the Southern host.28 


CHAPTER 
SIX 


Hooker and Meade Pursue 


1. Hooker Would Trust the Yeomanry 


To “Old Joe Hooker,” butt of the chant the Confederates sang around 
the Chancellorsville wilderness, fell the task of replying to Lee’s ma- 
neuver, either by following him into the Shenandoah, moving hot on 
his flank and crowding and harassing him into engagements that would 
halt his progress, or devising better measures to thwart his invasion 
plans. : 

Hooker, as much of an enigma to the Army of the Potomac as to 
history, was unhurried about any sort of response. After he learned at 
the battle of Fleetwood that Lee was moving his infantry, he devoted 
three days to reflecting and writing letters. Although the Federal cavalry 
was alert and combative, he was informed by a friendly Negro, not 
by his scouts, that on June 12 Ewell had passed through Sperryville on 
the eastern slope of the Blue Ridge. 

That night Hooker decided to break up his Falmouth encampment on 
the familiar heights above the Rappahannock, which the Federal army 
had come to regard almost as home. Scarcely were his leading units on 
the march before he was rudely awakened by the disaster to Milroy 
at Winchester. 

Hooker’s correspondence with Lincoln after June 5, the day on which 
he reported that Lee was north of the Rappahannock, was anything 
but satisfactory and consisted largely of Lincoln’s denial of his recom- 
mendations. On that date Hooker suggested that in case Lee went 
north, he might go south. He would cross the Rappahannock and 
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attack Hill’s force left to defend the old lines. This provoked from 
Lincoln the homely warning not to be entangled with the river, “like 
an ox jumped half over the fence and liable to be torn by dogs front 
and rear, without a fair chance to gore one way or kick the other.” 

He wrote to Lincoln again on June 10 that if Lee’s infantry were mov- 
ing north, there could be nothing to interpose “any serious obstacle 
to my rapid advance on Richmond.” This plan became known as 
“swapping Queens,” Washington for Richmond. Lincoln replied four 
hours later that he would not go south of the Rappahannock if Lee 
were north of it. 

The President disclosed a heavy memory of McClellan’s operations 
when he patiently explained: 


If you had Richmond invested today, you would not be able to take it 
in twenty days; meanwhile your communications, and with them your 
army, would be ruined. I think Lee’s army, and not Richmond, is your 
sure objective point. If he comes toward the Upper Potomac, follow 
on his flank and on his inside track, shortening your lines while he 
lengthens his. Fight him, too, when opportunity offers. If he stays 
where he is, fret him and fret him.? 


Disgust over the management of the Army of the Potomac was 
being expressed sharply in a quarter sensitive for President Lincoln. 
The Chicago Tribune, which had been as responsible as any one factor 
for his elevation to the Presidency, denounced the miserably lax con- 
ditions at the front, and the article, timed just before the invasion, was 
republished in Richmond on June 12. “Higher and higher mounts the 
summer sun,” the Tribune began; “week succeeds week in the rapidly 
advancing season; time glides rapidly yet stealthily along, and still the 
great Army of the Potomac rests as quietly and with as much ease on 
the north bank of the Rappahannock as though it had no great mission 
to perform.” Great pains, the correspondent said, were being taken to 
fit up Hooker’s headquarters “and thus everything conspires to indicate 
another long reign of inactivity.” 

Continued lethargy for the army was suggested also by “the prodi- 
gality with which leaves of absence are bestowed” on both officers and 
men. Even the corps commanders were taking vacations. Stoneman 
was away for honors after his cavalry raid; Howard was “leaving his 
‘flying Dutchmen’ to look after themselves”; Sickles “goes off in a day 
or two to aid in a little political pipe laying in New York.” Others were 
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departing whose presence perhaps would be required if any army move- 
ment were meditated. 

The Tribune summed it up: “Under the leadership of ‘fighting Joe 
Hooker’ the glorious Army of the Potomac is becoming more slow in 
its movements, more unwieldy, less confident in itself, more of a foot- 
ball to the enemy, and less an honor to the country than any army we 
have yet raised.” 

On June 15, the day Hill broke camp around Fredericksburg and 
Ewell crossed the Potomac, the Southern army extended ninety-five air 
miles from the heights above the Rappahannock to the Maryland shore 
at Williamsport. Lincoln, observing its length and agitated by the 
catastrophe at Winchester, told Hooker, “the animal must be pretty slim 
somewhere in the middle,” and wondered if he could not cut it.* 

Lincoln did not altogether despair of Hooker despite the Chancellors- 
ville fiasco. Hooker, to avoid the unpleasantness of contact with those 
who distrusted him, had come to ignore Stanton and Halleck as much 
as possible and corresponded over their heads directly with Lincoln. 
Lincoln was obviously willing to have Hooker engage the army again, 
while Stanton and Halleck were emphatically opposed.® Sometimes 
Stanton’s fixed notions and schemes stood the Federal government in 
good stead. He felt strongly that Hooker should be ousted before he 
had further opportunity to abuse the army and perhaps wreck the 
Northern cause.® The plain fact was, to Stanton, that Hooker had been 
a bombastic failure. 

After Hooker had left the Rappahannock, the Richmond Examiner 
sent a correspondent to Stafford Heights to study the Federal army by 
what it had left behind.’ The heights above the Rappahannock were a 
desolation, stripped of trees and fuel, littered with “innumerable dead 
horses and men” and camp debris. Huge piles of manure extended in 
ridges half a mile long where the artillery and cavalry horses had been 
stabled and cattle penned. Barrels of flour, meats, bags of salt and 
coffee, boxes of lemons and oranges, and crates of cheese had been 
burst open and scattered over the countryside in the hasty withdrawal. 
Much of this food was in good condition, the cases being intact, while 
fancy articles and luxuries could be found among abandoned suttlers’ 
supplies. 

The Richmond scribe had a pleasant time scanning the reading 
material. He discovered in the officers’ quarters occasional copies of 
the Atlantic and Harper’s but found that “their literature for the most 
part is of the lowest and most depraved character.” More specifically, 
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“the works of licentious French authors, and the blood and thunder 
productions of Ned Buntline and Sylvanus Cobb, Jr., were strewed about 
as thick as autumnal leaves in Vallambrose.” This literature, he told 
Southern readers, showed “the most dissolute and abandoned” charac- 
teristics of the Army of the Potomac. He threw in the statement that 
“throughout the winter the camps swarmed with women from the 
North.” The encampments themselves stirred his admiration. They 
exhibited a “high degree of cleanliness, convenience, and in some 
instances even elegance.” 

Firm was the insistence in the North that Hooker should resign. 
It was not difficult for artful and able operators like Stanton and Hal- 
leck, who, distrusting each other in most things, could move in close 
harmony on matters of mutual interest, to bring that about. Halleck’s 
dislike of Hooker dated back to their California days; Stanton’s was 
based on discernment. The method of obtaining his resignation would 
have to be by fretting and fretting him, as Lincoln had recommended 
that Hooker fret Lee. Ap™ 

As the Federal army moved north, Hooker’s messages were filled 
with considerable nonsense. Writing on June 24 that Ewell “is over the 
river, and is now up the country, I suppose,” he hearkened back to the 
days of King Henry and said that “the yeomanry of that district should 
be able to check any extended advance of that column, and protect 
themselves from their aggression.”® The yeomanry was indeed aroused. 
Home guards were assembling throughout Pennsylvania, New Jersey 
and New York—callow youths and portly men to whom a day’s march- 
ing would be as devastating as a round of Southern bullets. 

Hooker’s task at the outset was relatively simple—to swing on the 
inside arc and keep his army interposed between Lee and Washington. 
Held beneath the restraining hand of Stanton and Lincoln’s injunction 
to guard the capital, he had little discretion and commanded his army 
merely in semblance. From Falmouth he had moved his headquarters 
to Dumfries, then Fairfax Court House, while the corps were pushing 
north by well-planned marches. Hancock’s Second Corps was the last 
to leave the old Falmouth lines, on June 15, the day Ewell’s first bri- 
gades crossed the Potomac. 

Upon withdrawing from Falmouth Hooker divided his army into 
two wings. The left wing, consisting of the First, Third, and Eleventh 
corps, he put under Major General John Reynolds, commander of the 
First Corps. Hooker retained personal command of the left wing, con- 
sisting of the Second, Fifth, Sixth, and Twelfth corps. 
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Brigadier General Gouverneur K. Warren made an investigation at 
Hooker’s request and on June 24 wrote a memorandum recommend- 
ing an immediate crossing of the Potomac in the neighborhood of 
Harpers Ferry. While Hooker was preparing to comply, he sent his 
chief of staff, Major General Daniel Butterfield, to Washington to. 
request that all the troops which could be spared from the Washington 
and Baltimore garrisons be sent to the main army. The request was, 
altogether reasonable in view of the certainty that the army must soon 
fight a major battle, but Halleck saw in it an opportunity for fretting 
tactics. 

When Butterfield called at the War Department, Halleck could give 
him no encouragement. Then he went to the White House. Lincoln 
was disturbed by the failure of his request and summoned Halleck, who 
came and reported that there were no troops in Washington that might 
be spared to reinforce Hooker. “You hear Halleck’s answer” was 
Lincoln’s summation of the matter. 

The Washington garrison was commanded by Major General Samuel 
P. Heintzelman, who had been the object of Hooker’s barbs and could 
not be expected to go out of his way to co-operate. He denied Hooker 
the use of 2,000 men at Poolesville, where he claimed they were needed. 
Butterfield went on to Baltimore, where he met the department com- 
mander, Major General Robert C. Schenck. The department embraced 
the Federal garrison of approximately 10,000 men at Harpers Ferry, to 
which Major General William H. French was assigned as commander 
on June 26. Schenck was more accommodating than the military 
authorities in the capital and sent Hooker the brigade of Brigadier 
General Harry H. Lockwood, composed of New York and Maryland 
troops. 

Harpers Ferry was indeed of little value, having been bypassed by 
Lee. It had proved no more than a trap for about 10,000 men under 
Colonel Dixon S. Miles when Lee invaded Maryland in 1862. Hooker 
meantime told General French to issue three days’ rations and stand 
ready to co-operate with the Army of the Potomac. He ordered Slocum 
with the Twelfth Corps to move to the mouth of the Monocacy River 
and be prepared to pick up French, enter the Cumberland Valley in 
Lee’s rear, and operate against the Southern army’s communications 
with Virginia. On Saturday June 27 he inquired of the War Department 
if there was any reason why Maryland Heights, which overlooked 
Harpers Ferry and was the key to that position, might not be aban-~ 
doned. Halleck replied promptly that the heights had always been 
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thought an important point, fortified at much expense, and he would 
not approve abandonment except as an absolute necessity. Clearly 
he would yield nothing. 

That brought another telegram from Hooker, who said he had found 
10,000 men at Harpers Ferry in condition to take the field but “of no 
earthly account” in a garrison. Somewhere else they might be of some 
service, but “now, they are but bait for the rebels, should they return.””® 

As the day wore on Halleck’s rebuff must have rankled. Finally, 
just after noon, before Hooker had received an answer, he dashed off 
another telegram pointing out that his original instructions required 
him to cover Harpers Ferry and Washington, but that he had in his 
front an enemy of more than his own numbers. That was a miscalcu- 
lation, but made in good faith no doubt; the size of Lee’s army was 
being exaggerated by civilians who were sending in reports. He told 
Halleck he could not comply with the conditions imposed on him with 
the means at his disposal and therefore requested to be relieved of 
the command. 

At eight o’clock that evening Halleck sent another telegram: since 
Hooker had been appointed by the President, the request that he be 
relieved would have to be referred to the executive for action. 


2. The War Department Messenger Startles Meade 


James A. Hardie, assistant adjutant general of the Federal army, left 
Washington by special train on the night of June 27 for army headquar- 
ters in Frederick. Butterfield rode with him, returning from his largely 
unsuccessful quest for reinforcements. They chatted pleasantly, but 
Hardie did not disclose that he carried orders relieving Butterfield’s 
chief from the command of the army.!° Sickles also was on the train, 
returning to the Third Corps after a jaunt to the capital. At the Fred- 
erick station Hardie took a carriage alone. It was two o’clock on the 
morning of Sunday June 28 when he reached the tent of General Meade, 
whom he awoke from a heavy sleep. Meade thought he was being put 
under arrest, and wondered about his misdeeds. 

Meade’s reaction to his promotion must have been one of inner 
exultation, yet he kept it carefully concealed and protested to Hardie, 
probably with sincerity, that the order was unfair to Reynolds. The 
two attitudes were not inconsistent, for Meade admired and respected 
his senior major general and had served under him long enough to 
appreciate his merits. Meade did not know then that he had been 
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recommended for the top by Reynolds himself, who had been sum- 
moned to the White House by the President after the battle of Chancel- 
lorsville, where they talked late into the night of June 2.17 Lincoln had 
felt him out about assuming the command if another change were neces- 
sary, and Reynolds had stipulated that he would accept only if allowed 
untrammeled authority to direct the army’s movements, i.e., if he were 
free of orders from Halleck. Reynolds had mentioned Meade at that 
conference and said he would support him to the best of his ability.’° 

McClellan, who was one of the few earlier army commanders compe- 
tent to reach solid judgments, rated Meade “an excellent officer; cool, 
brave and intelligent’’ and said he was “an honest man.”'* Lincoln’s 
determination to go along with Hooker during the early part of the 
Gettysburg campaign cannot be explained by any chagrin that he had 
already made so many unsatisfactory changes in the last year and hated 
to face another.1> But the resignation had altered the situation. For 
reasons never fully explained—though no doubt because he was not 
prepared to accept the condition imposed by Reynolds and supersede 
Halleck—Lincoln passed over Reynolds and selected Meade. 

Meade and Hardie went together to the headquarters tent, which 
they reached at dawn. Butterfield, who had by this time arrived, was 
with Hooker when Meade conveyed the news, and Hooker suavely 
prevented any embarrassment by his courtesy and expressions of grati- 
tude that Meade,1* whose division had been in his corps at Sharpsburg, 
had been the choice. 

Meade was deferential and polite in return, explained that the ap- 
pointment came as a surprise to him and added the peculiar remark—to 
cover his own conscience?—that it was against his personal inclinations 
though as a soldier he was subject to orders. The meeting lasted half 
an hour. The only moment of tension came at Meade’s indiscreet 
remark that the army, as located for him on the map by Hooker, was 
too widely scattered. Both Hooker and Butterfield immediately chal- 
lenged him and Meade desisted, but his point was well taken; the army 
had been advancing on an unusually wide front, as Stuart had learned 
when he attempted to ride around it. 

Hooker thought that since Lee had not taken pontoons with him into 
Pennsylvania, he could not be thinking seriously of crossing the Susque- 
hanna River and capturing Harrisburg, but was planning instead to 
move down the south bank of the Susquehanna and isolate Baltimore 
and Washington from the northern and western states. This deduction 
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did not take into consideration that the Susquehanna was wide and 
shallow near Harrisburg and that Lee always had with him his “Con- 
federate pontoons,” which meant wading. 

Hooker was in jauntier spirits at this closing scene than when, less 
than two months before, he and Meade had faced each other after the 
battle of Chancellorsville. Despondently Hooker had told Meade then, 
as Meade described the interview to his wife, that “he was ready to 
turn over to me the Army of the Potomac; that he had enough of it, 
and almost wished he had never been born.”!7 


3. “I Ventured to Tell the President . . . Stories” 


Meade is a rather pathetic figure in American history, his career being 
marked more by somber frustration than gaiety and triumph. In his 
tendency to self-pity, the cards usually seemed stacked against him. 
Six weeks before achieving the top command he was writing his wife 
that “a poor devil like myself, with little merit and no friends, has to 
stand aside and see others go ahead. . . .”18 Only three days before his 
elevation he told her again, in analyzing his prospects, that he had no 
chance because he was without friends while others had influential 
politicians working in their interests. Then came the customary self- 
depreciating note: “Besides, I have not the vanity to think my capacity 
SO pre-eminent... .” 

Analyzing a man on the basis of his private letters to his wife is like 
prying into the dressing room before the curtain is lifted. Meade’s 
published letters suggest, however, that he was a bit of a dissembler. 
He was trying to ingratiate himself into the good opinion of the White 
House and working anxiously for promotion, and at the same time 
proclaiming so insistently that he did not want the high command that 
that has become the common impression. Mr. and Mrs. Lincoln had 
attended the military reviews on the Rappahannock in early April prior 
to the opening of the spring campaign. On April 9 Meade recorded 
how he had been endeavoring to make himself “agreeable to Mrs. Lin- 
coln, who seems an amiable sort of personage. In view also of the 
vacant brigadier-ship in the regular army, I have ventured to tell the 
President one or two stories, and I think I have made decided progress 
in his affections. . . .””19 

Mrs. Lincoln sent him a bouquet. “My vanity insinuated,” he wrote, 
“that my fine appearance had taken Mrs. Lincoln’s eye and that my 
fortune was made.” But he soon learned from the orderly that all of the 
principal generals had been similarly remembered after the reviews.2° 
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The letters, like Pickett’s to his sweetheart, are filled with indiscreet 
disclosures of military matters. Jackson would have been delighted to 
intercept Meade’s letter of April 18, saying that the Federal army would 
lose nearly 25,000 men in the next twenty days, and that “I see no 
indication of their being replaced. Over eight thousand go out of my 
corps alone.”?! It would have suggested that the Southerners should 
wait before undertaking any contemplated movement, or else should 
be on the lookout for Federal activity before the enlistments expired. 
There was also a vein of cynicism in the correspondence, as, for exam- 
ple, on April 17 from Falmouth: “I see some of the papers are disposed 
to criticise and find fault with du Pont, but I have just read a vigorous 
defense of him in the New York Tribune, so he is all right. . . .”°? 

Meade’s caution and ultra-conservatism appear to have been a reac- 
tion from his father’s business enterprise, which involved taking long 
chances. The family was of Irish descent. Robert Meade, the general’s 
great-grandfather, immigrated to Philadelphia before 1732 and set 
himself up as a commission merchant in the Barbados trade. One of a 
small group of Catholics in the Quaker city, he was a leading factor 
in building the first Catholic chapel. His son, the general’s grandfather, 
was “Honest George” Meade, a devout Catholic and an organizer, just 
before the Revolutionary War, of the Friendly Sons of St. Patrick. 

The general’s father, Richard Worsham Meade, was a big earner and 
a big loser.?* He first entered his father’s countinghouse, visited Europe 
before he was seventeen, and journeyed as a supercargo to the West 
Indies, where by the time he was twenty-five he had acquired wealth. 
Eventually, after “Honest George” had gone bankrupt in 1801, Richard 
settled in Cadiz, Spain, where he lived for seventeen years. During 
the Peninsular War he helped provision Wellington’s army and sold 
merchandise and supplies to Spain in the uncertain Napoleonic days 
of shifting sovereigns. Bills accumulated. An assignee for a bankrupt 
British firm, he became the object of lawsuits by creditors, and al- 
though he appears to have been guilty of no moral turpitude, was 
arrested and held for two years in the Santa Catalina prison in Cadiz, 
being released finally through the intercession of the United States 
minister. During this imprisonment his son, George Gordon Meade, 
the eighth of ten children, was born, on the last day of 1815. 

The Meade family thereafter tried futilely to collect the money owed 
them by Spain. In 1817 the father sent the family back to Philadelphia 
while he remained in Madrid to prosecute his claim. When the United 
States purchased Florida in 1819 it assumed the debts owed by Spain 
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to American citizens. So the elder Meade returned to the United States 
and joined that group eternally present in Washington, of petitioners 
for redress or payment of moneys due or alleged to be due. After he 
died in 1828, his widow took permanent residence in the capital to work 
for the appropriation that would re-establish the family. But the 
Meades, rebuffed at the Spanish court, were to learn to put their trust 

“No more in republics than in princes. President Jackson at that time 
was making a cipher out of the national debt, and the Meade item went 
unrecognized... Where the earlier Meades had lived in affluence, George 
was reared frugally. Enough money was raked together to place him 
at the age of eight in a Washington school conducted by Salmon P. 
Chase. Meade’s reticence in maturity was shown by a letter to his wife 
in 1862. General McDowell had invited him to meet some cabinet 
members, including Secretary of the Treasury Chase. “I did not recall 
to Mr. Chase’s recollection that I was a ci-devant pupil of his, not know- 
ing how such reminiscences might be taken. . . .”24 West Point pro- 
vided an economical education; in manhood he was to confess, “I like 
fighting as little as any man.”2> President Jackson had appointed him 
to fill a vacancy from Pennsylvania. He was slender and frail and 
fourth from the youngest in a class of ninety-four, but at graduation he 
stood nineteenth among the fifty-six commissioned. 

At no point in these early years were there signs of warmth in Meade’s 
character; yet he was capable of the deepest affection, as was shown 
clearly after his marriage in 1840 to Margaretta Sergeant. Her father, 
John Sergeant, a leader of the Philadelphia bar, had been a representa- 
tive in Congress and candidate for Vice President on the Henry Clay 
National Republican ticket in 1832. 

Their companionship and devotion form a bright spot in Meade’s 
rather somber personality. During his absences he wrote her daily let- 
ters expressing his intimate impressions, his hopes and confidences, 
words that suggest a deep spiritual faith as well as a sense of personal 
frustration, and small pleasantries that show a side the army never 
perceived of the irascible, high-tempered general. Even during active 
campaigning, Meade found time to write frequently—if not daily—and 
without haste or brevity. His marriage brought him into contact with 
Henry A. Wise, congressman for many terms and Governor of Virginia 
before the war, who married another of Sergeant’s daughters. A close 
and lasting friendship sprang up between the brothers-in-law, which 
endured after Wise’s wife died and he married again and after the two 
became generals in opposing armies. 
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Meade owed his army career to Wise’s intercession. He had resigned 
a year after his graduation from West Point, to become a civil engineer 
and railroad builder, but found the going rough. Through the influence 
of his brother-in-law he was enabled to re-enter the service in 1842 as 
a second lieutenant of topographical engineers.”® After his return from 
the Mexican War, Wise helped him to gain a transfer to the Army 
Engineer Corps. He was assigned to the Great Lakes area with head- 
quarters in Detroit, where he was stationed, a captain, at the outbreak 
of the war. 

Meade was intensely Unionist, was unalterably opposed to slavery, 
and looked on the war as one of subjugation, a term he used in letters 
to his wife. He told her the task was to overpower the South completely; 
“to do this we must have immense armies to outnumber them every- 
where.”27 His irritability was well known to an army in which he had 
served successively as brigade, division, and corps commander. When 
he was aroused, according to Brigadier General Joseph W. Keifer, he 
“showed a fierce temper, yet was, in general, just.”** He let his respon- 
sibilities weigh heavily and always seemed careworn. The worry trait 
was emphasized by bagginess under his eyes and a tendency to frown. 
His nearsightedness may have contributed to his nervousness and impa- 
tience. But above all else he was solid and reliable and these were the 
qualities most needed after the erratic Hooker. 

Meade was confronted with difficult and shifty leadership in the War 
Department. Stanton, at heart a tyrant, was driving, ruthless, quarrel- 
some, but altogether patriotic; he was boisterous at his desk, contemp- 
tuous of opposition, unconcerned about niceties. He was amenable 
only to Lincoln, whose capacity he had eventually come to acknowledge. 
The conditions under which Lincoln and in turn Meade had to work 
were suggested by McClellan, who declared it “eminently characteris- 
tic” of Stanton to “say one thing to a man’s face and just the reverse 
behind his back.”’° 

How Stanton and Halleck pulled in harness is told, probably without 
much reportorial overstatement, by McClellan: 


Speaking of Halleck, a day or two before he arrived in Washington 
Stanton came to caution me against trusting Halleck, who was, he said, 
probably the greatest scoundrel and most barefaced villain in America; 
he said that he was totally destitute of prineiple, and that in the Alma- 
den Quicksilver case he had convicted Halleck of perjury in open 
court.2° When Halleck arrived he came to caution me against Stanton, 
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repeating almost precisely the same words that Stanton had 
employed. ... 

Of all the men whom I have encountered in high position Halleck 
was the most hopelessly stupid. It was more difficult to get an idea 
through his head than can be conceived by any one who never made 
the attempt. I do not think he ever had a correct military idea from 
beginning to end.*1 


4. The Riffraff Follows the Army 


Conditions behind the Federal army at the time Meade took command 
were nothing short of frightful. Whitelaw Reid, one of the best of the 
Northern correspondents, had come from Washington to Frederick. 
His dispatch of June 29, the day after Meade took command, said the 
town was pandemonium, full of stragglers, with the liquor shops doing 
a land-office business; “just under my window scores of drunken sol- 
diers are making the night hideous.’”82 Meade had ordered the army 
to move north at four o’clock that morning and after it was on the 
roads he established his headquarters at Taneytown. 

What Reid saw was the backwash. All over Frederick soldiers were 
trying to steal horses, sneak into unwatched private residences, or “are 
filling the air with the blasphemy of their drunken brawls.” The loose 
nature of Hooker’s generalship had invited rowdy elements to express 
themselves. 

Reid gives a picture of Meade’s headquarters near Taneytown, the 
Maryland hamlet named after Chief Justice Roger B. Taney, who lived 
near by. The town, like its distinguished resident, was “somewhat 
fallen into the sere and yellow leaf,”#3 blighted by the sudden descent 
of war. The vast trains of the Army of the Potomac blocked the streets; 
quartermasters were hurriedly searching for provisions, already grown 
scant; along the roads and across the rolling hills “far as the eye could 
reach, rose the glitter from the swaying points of bayonets.” This 
mighty armed host was composed of the Second and Third corps of 
the Federal army, veterans as sturdy as ever marched on the continent, 
and worthy of better army commanders than Pope, Burnside and 
Hooker. The Second was Couch’s old corps, from which Couch had 
resigned despairingly, having too weak a stomach for any more of 
Hooker. 

Here at Taneytown was the nerve center of the army that must 
determine whether the United States would be one nation or two. Here 
were the hard-fighting men, quite a different crowd from the drunks 
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and tramps Reid had passed on the road from Frederick. Half a mile 
east of Taneytown he reached a large camp which he compared to that 
of a battalion of cavalry. Couriers were coming and departing, engi- 
neers were scanning maps, baggage train was packed for moving at an 
instant’s notice, horses remained saddled. Reid turned into the field, 
found a plain little tent, walked in, and saw the serious, thin-faced 
general seated on a campstool, bending over a map, a pen in his hand— 
Meade, the new commander of the army, a man to “qmpress you as a 
thoughtful student more than a dashing soldier.”** 

He considered Meade neither ungainly nor graceful. Although he 
was two years short of fifty his beard was grizzled and his hair, slightly 
curly, receded on a retreating forehead and gave an impression of 
baldness. Reid had overheard Lincoln say after the battle of Chan- 
cellorsville, “I tell you, I think a great deal of that fine fellow Meade,”’*° 
and now the fine fellow was issuing orders in the headquarters tent. 

Perhaps Meade’s first caller after his elevation was Reynolds, who 
said the command had “fallen where it belongs.”°* Next came Howard, 
the Eleventh Corps commander, nineteen years Meade’s junior at 
West Point. He had traveled with Meade on the Great Lakes before 
the war and had served alongside him, but thought he looked different 
now. “He was excited,” Howard recorded. “His coat was off... . As I 
entered his tent, he extended his hand and said, “How are you, Howard?’ 
He demurred at my congratulation. He looked tall and spare, weary, 
and a little flushed. . . .”°7 

Meade took over the Harpers Ferry garrison, with authority to shift 
it as he saw fit, but he did not pursue the plan of moving it and the 
Twelfth Corps into the Cumberland Valley to sever Lee's communi- 
cations. Slocum brought up the Twelfth Corps to the main army while 
French was ordered to march the Harpers Ferry garrison to Frederick 
to protect the rear. These matters and a few promotions were Meade’s 
first business, together with a long conference with trusted John Rey- 
nolds, whom he confirmed in command of the left wing. He also retained 
Butterfield as his chief of staff, recognizing the disadvantages of a 
change when a battle was momentarily expected. Like most new com- 
manders, he wanted to hold a grand review. He quickly abandoned all 
thought of it when events showed that any day might bring a battle.** 


CHAPTER 
SEVEN 


Concentration 


1. A Grimy Spy Finds Longstreet 


Late on the night of June 28 at Longstreet’s headquarters Colonel Sor- 
rel was awakened by the provost guard, who had captured a suspicious 
character trying to make his way into camp. He was ragged and dirty— 
Sorrel’s word was “filthy”—and he appeared to be suffering from ex- 
posure.* But Sorrel recognized him readily behind the grime and mud; 
he was Harrison, a shadowy character who flitted into and out of the 
story of the Confederacy and was last heard of after the war living in 
want in Baltimore. And not in many places, if any, did he leave any 
record of a home or first name. 

Harrison had been sent by Secretary of War Seddon to Longstreet 
when he was besieging Suffolk; Sorrel had put him on the payroll at 
$150 a month, payable in United States currency. Sorrel watched him 
closely, aware that through the history of warfare, spies not uncom- 
monly give as much information as they receive and thrive on more than 
one payroll. Eventually he concluded that of Harrison’s leading pas- 
sions, his love of greenbacks was equaled only by his hatred of Yankees. 
He was a man of medium height, stooped and bearded although only 
thirty, with unobtrusive manner and soft hazel eyes, and possessed such 
an ability to get around unnoticed that Sorrel soon found he could cover 
Washington and even comb through Secretary Stanton’s office in the 
War Department.? Checking on him, Sorrel found that he did come 
from Mississippi and was fond of danger. The information he brought 
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proved accurate and no one could discover that he ever sold anything to 
the Federals. Thus a happy relationship was established between the 
spy—more gently termed a scout at Longstreet’s headquarters—and the 
First Corps commander. 

Before Longstreet left Culpeper for Pennsylvania he had summoned 
Harrison, loaded him with gold, and told him to go to the Federal camp 
and to Washington and bring back all the information he could garner. 
Asked where he could be found for a report, the general, always 
guarded, replied, “With the army. I shall be sure to be with it.” Any 
man with gumption, he added, ought to be able to locate the headquar- 
ters of the First Corps of the Army of Northern Virginia.* 

Harrison vanished, reappeared chatting in the Washington saloons, 
joined the Army of the Potomac as it entered Maryland, talked with 
the soldiers, traveled over the roads by night. When Longstreet learned 
later that Harrison drank and gambled, habits he judged incompatible 
with good intelligence work, he had Sorrel quit honoring his vouchers 
and turn him back to the War Department; but at the moment Harri- 
son’s methods were yielding beneficial results. When he appeared at 
Chambersburg he was loaded, not with liquor but with facts. He had 
procured a horse in Frederick and ridden the fifty miles through the 
rainy darkness. 

Sorrel got a summary of what Harrison had and took him at once to 
Longstreet, whom he awoke. When Longstreet heard the report, he was 
“immediately on fire.”* He had Major John W. Fairfax of his staff 
conduct the scout to General Lee. Lee questioned Harrison and lis- 
tened with “great composure and minuteness.”® 

Harrison’s first piece of news was that the entire Federal army was 
north of the Potomac, with headquarters at Frederick. To that moment 
Lee had not known of the crossing and judged it had not taken place 
because of his confidence in Stuart, who was expected to report any 
such move with all possible speed. Harrison stated also that Hooker 
had been relieved and Meade placed in command of the Federal army, 
which was all-important news to Lee, who respected Meade’s ability 
whereas he had had little esteem for Hooker. Two corps were at Fred- 
erick and a third was near by. 

Lee was disturbed and uncertain, but manifestly impressed. He had 
no corroborating intelligence from Stuart and did not know how much 
reliance he could place on Harrison. But he made quick decisions and 
almost at once he decided to accept the report and act on it. The word 
of a lone scout, about whom nobody knew a great deal, had to be relied 
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on in place of information that should have been forthcoming from a 
cavalry division that was missing when most needed.® 

Harrison brought another report which seemed vital. Federal troops, 
he said, were close to South Mountain. Colonel Marshall had been di- 
rected by Lee earlier that night to order Longstreet to move on the 
morning of the twenty-ninth to support Ewell in the attack on Harris- 
burg. Hill had been directed to cross the Susquehanna below Harris- 
burg, seize the railroad, and co-operate. Now Marshall was again 
summoned. With Lee sat a man in civilian dress who, Lee told him, was 
Longstreet’s scout, who had brought them the first information about 
the enemy’s movements north of the Potomac.? 

According to Marshall, Lee inferred from Harrison’s report that the 
main body of the Federals was turning west from Frederick to Middle- 
town, which lay in the valley between the Catoctin and South Moun- 
tain ranges. Lee thought the enemy’s purpose was to cross South 
Mountain and enter the Cumberland Valley, thus severing the commu- 
nications between the Confederate army and Virginia. After Harrison 
had been dismissed, Lee pointed out that while his communications 
were by no means complete, they nevertheless were all he required as 
long as the Federals did not occupy the Cumberland Valley. What he 
needed chiefly was a line to replenish his ammunition. If the Federals 
occupied the valley, munitions convoys would be out of the question. 
Therefore, Lee explained, he would move his army east of the South 
Mountain range and threaten Baltimore and Washington, which would 
hold the Federal army east of South Mountain so as to protect those 
cities.® 

Lee’s decision was made within an hour or so after he heard Harri- 
sons’ report. Marshall was asked to countermand the marching orders 
of Ewell and Hill and to tell Longstreet to follow Hill eastward across 
South Mountain. 

An element of irony here was that the Federal army was not moving 
toward the Cumberland Valley. Buford’s cavalry was en route to Mid- 
dletown that day and this apparently is what attracted the scout Harri- 
son and bothered Lee. The three corps that had been there, the First, 
the Third, and the Eleventh, moved from Middletown to Frederick on 
June 28.° But, as has been noted, Meade had abandoned Hooker’s 
plan of operating against Lee’s communications. Halleck, the fretful 
guardian of Washington, felt that the Federal army was too far west 
already. He wanted it kept in a direct line between Lee and the capital. 
In response to his suggestion, Meade was inclining the army to the east 
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to guard Baltimore and Washington, and not to the west to menace 
Lee’s life line with Virginia. 

Longstreet rose early and went directly to Lee’s headquarters. Gen- 
eral Lee already had issued his orders. The army would concentrate at 
Cashtown, where the Chambersburg-Baltimore turnpike debouched 
from South Mountain, or at Gettysburg, the first main road center east 
of the mountain. 

Because the army was scattered over five southern Pennsylvania 
counties, most of June 29 had to be devoted to dispatching messengers 
and receiving the responses of the corps commanders. Dr. J. S. D. 
Cullen, medical director of Longstreet’s corps, saw the excitement at 
headquarters “among couriers, quartermasters, commissaires, etc., all 
betokening some early movement.” That afternoon Lee talked with a 
group in front of headquarters, Dr. Cullen among them. “Tomorrow, 
gentlemen,” he said, “we will not move to Harrisburg as we expected, 
but will go over to Gettysburg and see what General Meade is after.”'° 


2. Wagons, Bacon, Oats and Trouble 


On the morning of June 28, when General Meade was beginning the 
first day of his new command, while the 32nd North Carolina Infantry 
was running up the official flag of the Confederacy in Carlisle and Extra 
Billy Smith was haranguing the York churchgoers, Jeb Stuart’s wet and 
bedraggled troopers lay along the canal towpath near the Great Falls 
of the Potomac, resting and sleeping while their horses grazed on the 
fresh Maryland pastures.1! The artillery horses were in the worst con- 
dition after their night’s work of drawing the guns through the river. 
Whatever the urgency, the horses must be fed and rested or the world- 
famous Confederate cavalry would be rendered impotent. 

When the animals had knocked the sharp edge from their hunger, 
Stuart ordered his men to start the search for the will-o-the-wisp right 
flank of Lee’s army. Shortly before noon they reached the village of 
Rockville, nine miles from the District of Columbia line, astride the 
main highway linking Washington and Meade’s army at Frederick. 
People were just leaving church. Girls attending a large female acad- 
emy gathered in front of the school to watch the celebrated Confederate 
horsemen, who had appeared in a great gray cloud out of nowhere, 
riding unchallenged almost on the outskirts of fort-rimmed Washington. 
They greeted the gray-clad soldiers with outbursts of applause, partly 
no doubt because of the novelty of the spectacle and partly through 
sympathy with the Southern cause. Lieutenant Colonel Blackford 
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judged it was a show of syrnpathy when the men stopped and the girls 
rushed up and cut souvenir buttons from their uniforms.?2 

Stuart was scarcely in the town when he saw a long creeping train of 
150 Federal wagons winding in on the main road from Washington. 
Here was a luscious prize for the grasping. Hampton and a detail 
charged into the head of the train, surprised the unsuspecting wagon- 
cers, and captured the guard and more than half the wagons. They 
were brand-new, were drawn by splendid mule teams, with fresh har- 
ness and gleaming trappings, and were loaded with provisions for 
Meade’s army. These included hams, bacon, sugar, bread and crackers, 
and a goodly quantity of whisky in bottles, along with the main load of 
feed for stock. 

While the head of the convoy was being attacked the teamsters in the 
rear turned around, lashed their mules, and sped back toward Wash- 
ington. Hampton’s men were quick to pursue. At a sharp turn a wagon 
overturned and something between twelve and twenty-four piled up 
behind it, an easy prey for the pursuers. On rushed the others, fol- 
lowed by Confederates, until Blackford of Stuart’s staff found himself 
on a hill looking down on the city of Washington. There he had recall 
sounded and turned back. This was too big a morsel to be gobbled by 
a single squadron.'* 

When the total was counted Stuart found that he had captured 125 
wagons, 900 mules and 400 men. Twenty-five wagons had escaped 
into Washington, where the teamsters spread the tidings of the Confed- 
erate Cavalry. Stuart toyed with the idea of a quick dash into Wash- 
ington—how the enemy would talk about the boldness of such a stroke! 
—but he was already straining his orders to the limit, and such a gamble 
was not to be considered, although the thought of it was judged worthy 
of a place in his report. 

As he rode out of Rockville the long train of wagons followed. 
Usually his failure to reach Ewell on time has been attributed to the 
necessity of adjusting his march to the pace of this creeping convoy. But 
the capture undoubtedly saved his command and was worth all the 
time expended. The main load was oats intended for Meade’s horses.14 
The worn mounts of the Confederate cavalry, and especially the artil- 
lery horses, seemed to take on new life from one feeding after days of 
nothing but hasty pasturage.!> For the time being Stuart’s worry about 
feed could be dismissed. 

Stuart’s close approach threw terror into Washington. It became 
“a city beseiged, as after Bull Run,” wrote Reid, the Cinncinnati Gazette 
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correspondent. “All night long, troops were marching; orderlies with 
clanking sabres clattering along the streets; trains of wagons grinding 
over the bouldering avenues. . . . The quartermaster’s department was 
like a bee-hive; everything was motion and hurry.”?® Stuart might have 
made a coup de main on the White House, but he could not have held 
the Federal capital more than half an hour. 

A clear view of the enlistment difficulties in the Northern army was 
provided by an incident reported by Reid in Washington on the very 
day Stuart threatened the city. The term of enlistment of a New Eng- 
land regiment of more than 900 men had just expired. They marched 
sprucely down the street with “brilliant uniforms and unstained arms; 
faultless appearing officers and gorgeous drum major; clanging band; 
banners waving and bayonets gleaming in the morning sunlight.” These 
men were marching home at a moment when a battle was about to de- 
cide the fate of the nation, although implored to stay two weeks, or even 
a week longer. “Would that Stuart could capture the train that bears 
them!” Reid wrote."” 

Baltimore likewise was thrown into a near panic. Alarm bells were 
rung, home guards assembled. 

Soon more apprehension was felt in Washington and the North. From 
Frederick, Meade, on his first day as commander, had sent in a list of 
promotions, and his recommendations had been approved by telegraph. 
Then the wire went dead and all communication between the army and 
the capital was severed. Rumors spread and Stanton feared Meade’s 
army had encountered disaster. Halleck telegraphed Couch in Harris- 
burg that he had no contact with the army; Secretary of State Seward 
notified New York that the government was in extreme peril. Stuart 
had merely cut the telegraph lines as well as the railroad, and demon- 
strated again that fear feeds on the unknown. 

Moving north to Cooksville, from which he drove a minor Federal 
force on the morning of the twenty-ninth, Stuart struck the Baltimore 
& Ohio Railroad at Hood’s Mill, about midway between Baltimore and 
Harpers Ferry. He demolished it even though he had to work slowly 
with ill-suited tools, burned the bridge at Sykesville, and disrupted the 
flow of supplies to Meade’s army; the trains which came up while the 
troopers hacked at the rails were able to stop at a safe distance and back 
away. 

Meanwhile, Stuart was running short on time and information. He 
combed the surrounding country for intelligence from friendly Mary- 
landers and read the newspapers eagerly. One account, “with great 
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particularity,” said that Early had reached Wrightsville; consequently, | 
he continued his northward movement and entered Westminster, on the 
Baltimore-Gettysburg pike, in the late afternoon. There the Confed- 
erates were startled by a sudden gallant charge of a Federal squadron 
which dashed impetuously against their vastly superior force. The at- 
tackers proved to be the 1st Delaware Cavalry, who were dispersed 
toward Baltimore, where they carried new alarms. 

Stuart’s captured wagon train now became an impediment, as his 
sleepless and haggard men rode gropingly'* forward. The oats that had 
saved the horses were exhausted. Fortunately they found at Westmin- 
ster ample forage for one feeding. 

At Westminster Stuart was twenty-four miles from Gettysburg, which 
he could readily have reached on the morning of June 30, perhaps to 
have formed a juncture with Johnston Pettigrew’s North Carolina bri- | 
gade, moving toward Gettysburg from the opposite direction.!® But as 
Blackford pointed out, he knew nothing on June 29—nor did anyone 
else at that time—of the concentration that would occur two days later 
at Gettysburg. If Stuart could but have obtained an inkling of Lee’s 
orders for concentration at Cashtown or Gettysburg, to which the other 
Confederate commands were responding at that very moment, his 
course would have been clear. As it was he guessed wrong and moved 
north to Hanover, instead of northwest to Gettysburg. 


3. A Five Mile Gap Rules a Nation’s Fate 


Jeb Stuart selected the route by Hanover, still moving north, in order 
to avoid the Federal cavalry commanded by Judson Kilpatrick, which 
he heard was in the vicinity of Littlestown, fourteen miles from West- 
minster. But Kilpatrick outguessed him and instead of waiting at Lit- 
tlestown, moved to Hanover, where Stuart ran head on into him. From 
the hills south of the town Stuart saw the blue column of horsemen and 
while he would have preferred not to fight, he had no alternative. 
Before noon on June 30 the 2nd North Carolina entered Hanover, 
charged the Federal troopers, and drove them beyond the town limits. 7° 
Kilpatrick, coming up with Farnsworth’s brigade, in turn struck the 
North Carolinians and hurled them back in confusion. Stuart and 
Blackford were approaching and witnessed the clash. They tried to 
rally the regiment but it had been scattered and had no formation. 
Stuart’s command had been strung out along the roadway, with 
Hampton two miles in the rear behind the wagon train. Fitzhugh Lee’s 
brigade came up first and launched itself against Kilpatrick’s rear at 
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the moment when Custér was coming to the aid of Farnsworth. There- 
after the battle was a desultory charge and countercharge, then long- 
range firing.21_ The opposing commanders appeared to have the same 
desire. Kilpatrick wanted to prevent Stuart from taking the Gettysburg 
road, and Stuart in turn wanted to move away from the Gettysburg road 
and take the York road north and east, continuing his search for Early. 
To protect his wagons Stuart could not unite his entire command for 
a mass attack, nor could Kilpatrick make headway against the guns that 
protected the Confederate position south of the town. After fighting for 
four hours, both let the engagement lull, and when darkness came, both 
drew off. Stuart made a detour around Hanover and rode through the 
night toward York with his 125 wagons and the 400 prisoners he had 
captured since paroling the 400 teamsters he had taken at Rockville. 

The engagement at Hanover, while minor, is of interest to those who 
believe that either destiny or chance control great events. While Stuart 
was trying to free himself and find the right flank of Lee’s army, Early’s 
division was passing across his front on the roads leading from York to 
Gettysburg and from York to Heidlersburg. Gordon’s brigade and 
White’s cavalry battalion were on the York-Gettysburg pike, which at 
Abbottstown is six miles north of Hanover and at the crossing of the 
Yellow Springs road five miles from New Oxford. As the Confederate 
infantry passed along the road they heard the firing five and six miles to 
the south, but did not suspect it was Stuart. Here Lee’s staff had been at 
fault. After having written Stuart orders—lacking in sharpness—telling 
him to get in touch with Ewell’s right, Colonel Marshall did not empha- 
size to Early the need of keeping a sharp lookout for the cavalry. In 
complete ignorance that he might be approaching, Early moved across 
Stuart’s front.?? 

Possibly the fate of the Confederacy rested on a gap of five or six 
miles. 

At York Stuart found that time had run out. Early had gone. The 
York residents who had fraternized with Extra Billy Smith were chary 
with their information about the direction Early had taken. Stuart was 
still gambling on the whereabouts of Lee’s army. He guessed Carlisle, 
and again guessed wrong. On the verge of exhaustion he moved north- 
west through the night, his mounts jaded and mules famished and some 
of his men asleep in their saddles. 

As he started toward Carlisle Stuart sent two staff officers, Major 
Andrew W. Venable and Captain Henry Lee, to look for army head- 
quarters somewhere to the west, the direction in which Early had van- 
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ished.?? When he approached Carlisle on the evening of July 1, he 
found it occupied not by Lee, but by Major General William F. 
(“Baldy”) Smith with Federal militia forces. He had ridden 125 miles 
since the previous morning and was not in good spirits. When his de- 
mand for surrender was rejected, he dropped some shells into the Car- 
lisle barracks and set them on fire. At last, after a long, difficult and 
almost futile ride—which had given the enemy only minor inconveni- 
ences and had severely impeded the movements of his own army—Stu- 
art learned, from one of Lee’s messengers instead of his own, the where- 
abouts of the Confederate army. In place of bringing intelligence, it was 
he who received it. 

Colonel Marshall later tried to have Stuart court-martialed; he even 
declared, at a small dinner party, that Stuart should have been shot. He 
did not recognize that the lack of positive statement in his own composi- 
tion of orders was perhaps more responsible for the absence of the 
cavalry than any other factor.*4 


4. The Wagons Roll Toward Gettysburg 


Through June 27 to the night of June 28, while Lee waited in Messer- 
smith’s woods, his distress over his missing cavalry became obvious to 
almost the entire army. “He repeatedly observed,” said Chief of Staff 
Marshall, “that the enemy’s army must still be in Virginia as he had 
heard nothing from Stuart.”*> The distraught general asked vir- 
tually all comers if they had heard anything of Stuart. Marshall and 
others had been struck by the unusual lethargy of the army, slowed near 
to paralysis by lack of information. It could easily have been in Gettys- 
burg on the morning of July 1, occupying the heights south of the town, 
had it known the locations of the Federal corps—the information Stuart 
was supposed to provide.?® 

Lee’s apprehension, extending almost to physical agony, impressed 
itself forcibly on Dr. J. L. Suesserott, one of Chambersburg’s leading 
physicians, although the doctor did not understand its cause. He went 
to Lee on Monday, June 29, to obtain an exemption of his neighbor’s 
blind mare from seizure. While Lee had the paper prepared, the doctor 
studied the features and movements of the noted commander. He said 
he had never seen so much emotion depicted on a human countenance 
as on Lee’s. “With his hands at times clutching his hair, and with con- 
tracted brow, he would walk with rapid strides for a few rods and then, 
as if he bethought himself of his actions, he would with a sudden jerk 
produce an entire change in his features and demeanor and cast an in- 
quiring gaze on me, only to be followed in a moment by the same con- 
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tortions of face and agitation of person.”?” Even if allowance is made 
for some exaggeration, it is clear that Lee was deeply disturbed or 
physically unwell. 

Major General Henry Heth, who saw him from time to time, said he 
discussed the absence of Stuart with every officer who visited him. “Can 
you tell me where General Stuart is?” he would say, or, “Where on 
earth is my cavalry?” or “Have you any news of the enemy’s move- 
ments? What is the enemy going to do?” And again: “If the enemy 
does not find us, we must try to find him, in the absence of the cavalry, 
as best we can.” 

Mrs. Ellen McClellan visited Lee mainly to get his autograph but 
ostensibly to request help for the town’s needy, which Lee supplied. 
She was impressed with his sadness. He told her war was a cruel thing: 
all he desired was that “they” would let him go home and eat his bread 
in peace. Mrs. McClellan particularly noticed that Lee had the head- 
quarters horses carefully picketed so that they could not injure the 
trees in the grove where he camped.”® 

On one of his last days in Messersmith’s woods, a caller was heard 
to congratulate him on having a mediocre opponent in the new Federal 
commander. Lee corrected him quickly; Meade, he said, was a soldier 
of ability and intelligence, conscientious and painstaking. He would 
make no mistake in front of the Confederate army, as some of his 
predecessors had done, and if Lee made a mistake, Meade would be 
certain to take advantage of it.*? 

Quite as much as the cavalry, Lee missed Stuart himself, on whom 
he had come to rely for inspiration almost as much as for information. 
As Sorrel pointed out, the cavalry which Stuart had left with Lee 
amounted to nothing. “It was the great body of that splendid horse 
under the leader Stuart that Lee wanted. He was the eyes and ears and 
strong right arm of the commander. .. .” 

Stuart’s delay possibly cost Lee also the Wrightsville bridge, which 
the cavalry might have taken and held until Early could bring up his 
infantry. That would have allowed Early to operate on the north side 
of the Susquehanna against Lancaster and Harrisburg. The odds were 
great that both would have fallen. 

Lee’s concentration toward Cashtown and Gettysburg was in full 
progress on June 30. Longstreet arrived in the early morning; after a 
brief discussion Lee broke up his headquarters in Messersmith’s woods 
and the two rode together to Greenwood, a hamlet in the South Moun- 
tain pass between Chambersburg and Cashtown. 

The concentration had begun in the early morning hours. Sometime 
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after midnight in Chambersburg, Jacob Hoke, who had been sending all 
important information to Governor Curtin, awakened his wife with 
news of activity in the Confederate army. The roll of a drum was heard 
from Pickett’s camp. Lights shown for miles along South Mountain 
and up the valley toward Shippensburg. The Hokes peered through 
half-closed shutters at the long line of heavily loaded wagons groaning 
on their axles as they passed through Chambersburg. Some were being 
driven at a trot. They were coming from the direction of Carlisle, turn- 
ing at the diamond and heading toward Gettysburg.?° Next morning 
Hoke dispatched a messenger to Governor Curtin, telling of Lee’s con- 
centration. Apparently the intelligence got through to Washington by 
telegraph and on to Meade’s headquarters in Taneytown that night.*4 
Confirmatory information that Lee was falling back from the Susque- 
hanna was sent by Brigadier General Hermann Haupt from Harrisburg 
at 11:30 p.m., June 30. York and Carlisle had been evacuated and 
Lee’s aim, Haupt suggested, apparently was to move suddenly against 
Meade. His concentration was expected near Chambersburg instead of 
at Gettysburg. 


5. Meade’s Object Is to Fight 


Meade’s plan, as he drove northward, was to find the enemy and fight 
him: “My object being, at all hazards, to compel the enemy to loose 
his hold on the Susquehanna, and meet me in battle at some point.” 
He was not thinking then in terms of a defensive action, of holding Lee, 
but of expelling him. 

When it became clear on June 30 that the Southern army was con- 
centrating, Meade began to study the terrain. He directed Reynolds to 
proceed to Gettysburg and examine the ground there. He told the 
accomplished engineer, Brigadier General Andrew A. Humphreys, 
commanding a division of Sickles’ corps, to determine the nature of 
the positions around Emmitsburg. He ordered his engineers to ex- 
amine the topography in his immediate section of northern Maryland 
and draw up a defensive line along which the army could concentrate 
if Lee crossed South Mountain. 

They laid out a line along Pipe Creek, reaching from Manchester, on 
the right, to Middleburg on the left. The right was on high ground and 
the left near the confluence of Pipe Creek with the Monocacy River. 
This line would be of particular value in guarding the approaches to 
both Baltimore and Washington. It was a strong line, with the meander- 
ing stream immediately in its front. The two eminences in its rear, 
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Paris Ridge and Dug Hill Ridge, would be suitable for the location of | 
reserves and for a secondary defense in case of trouble. It had a good 
base at Westminster, a road center to which Meade ordered the army 
trains retired. 

Late on June 30 Meade issued his Pipe Creek Circular, assigning to 
the corps commanders their positions in the Pipe Creek line. The or- 
ders were tentative. The line would be adopted if developments did 
not dictate his fighting elsewhere. Employment of this line would in- 
volve a withdrawal, to which some of the Federal generals took excep- 
tion, but its preparation was a wise precaution even though the chance 
encounter of the armies elsewhere meant that it was never used. 

Meade’s instructions to Reynolds at noon on June 30 gave a clear, 
concise picture of his situation: “We are as concentrated as my present 
information of the position of the enemy justifies. I have pushed out 
the cavalry in all directions to feel for them, and as soon as I have made 
up any positive opinion of their position I will move again. In the mean- 
time, if they advance against me I must concentrate at that point where 
they show the strongest force.’ 

Those instructions, rather than the Pipe Creek Circular, guided 
Reynolds as he went to Gettysburg. 

On the night of June 30 Lee’s infantry was well up, extending from 
Heidlersburg to Chambersburg, a distance of about twenty-eight miles. 
The Federal army was extended about the same distance but had 
greater depth. Hancock at Uniontown was twenty miles south of Get- 
tysburg and Sedgwick at Manchester was thirty-five miles southeast. 
In a concentration at Gettysburg Lee would have the advantage of 
bringing his army together near its center, while Meade would have to 
close on the corps farthest to his left. Meade’s concentration conse- 
quently would require more time. 

Of Lee’s army, Ewell’s corps had been most dispersed. After Lee had 
told Trimble to join Ewell and help capture Harrisburg, Trimble began 
to apply pressure. He reached Ewell in Carlisle on Sunday, June 28, 
told him the city could be captured easily, emphasized that Lee ex- 
pected it, and volunteered to take it with one brigade. Ewell fell in with 
the idea. They arranged their plans on the twenty-ninth and Trimble 
made ready to march on Harrisburg before daybreak on the thirtieth. 

Jenkins had taken his cavalry brigade into Mechanicsburg, eight 
miles from Harrisburg, on the night of the twenty-eighth and had 
bivouacked his men two miles nearer the city. His patrols reached al- 
most within sight of the Pennsylvania capital. It is likely Trimble could 
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have carried the town, defended only by militia, although he might 
have required more than a brigade. But on the night of June 29 Ewell 
received Lee’s concentration orders, notifying him to march to Cash- 
town or Gettysburg “according to circumstances.” 

Lee’s attitude, leisurely for several days, now called for celerity. 
Ewell at once dispatched Captain Elliott Johnston with a copy of the 
orders for Early at York, together with oral instructions for Early to 
return speedily to the foot of South Mountain. At daylight on June 30 
Early’s troops were moving toward Heidlersburg and Gettysburg. Ewell 
left Carlisle with Rodes and Trimble on the same morning and stopped 
at Heidlersburg. Johnson kept his division in the vicinity of Fayetteville 
guarding the corps trains that had passed during the night of the twenty- 
ninth through Chambersburg. 

After dark on June 30 Early, on whom Ewell had come to rely so 
heavily as to be almost dominated by him, joined the corps commander 
at Heidlersburg, his division having been left in bivouac three miles 
east. The four generals—Ewell, Trimble, Early and Rodes—met in con- 
ference and studied Lee’s dispatch.?* Ewell was a general devoted to 
the letter of his orders. He had received some false information that 
the Eleventh Federal Corps was in Gettysburg and was baffled about 
how to comply with Lee’s wishes. The dispatch from Lee was read and 
reread and commented on repeatedly. Early in particular let fly a stream 
of oaths about an order written with such ambiguity as to name both 
Cashtown and Gettysburg, seven miles apart, as concentration points. 
Which one, the generals debated, did Lee prefer? Ewell asked Trim- 
ble’s opinion. He had been with Lee more recently than the others and 
had seen Lee touch the map at Gettysburg. He said he could interpret 
the order in only one way, which was that they should advance on 
Gettysburg and notify Lee at once of their movement.** But talk con- 
tinued and nothing was determined that night. 

Next morning Ewell decided on what was, in effect, a straddle. They 
would march toward Middletown, Pennsylvania, the town being about 
what its name implied—a midway place from which either Cashtown or 
Gettysburg might be reached conveniently. As they began their march 
a messenger was sent to Lee for more positive orders. Ewell reached 
Middletown at ten o’clock on the morning of July 1. Fifteen minutes 
later a message came from A. P. Hill requesting Ewell to come to 
Gettysburg with all possible speed. 
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CHAPTER 
EIGHT 


Pettigrew’s Encounter 


I. A Rifleman, a Nephew and a Scholar 


Heth, commanding Hill’s advance division, was at Cashtown on the 
night of June 29, Pettigrew’s brigade holding the forward position. As 
a precaution Pettigrew sent Company B of the 52nd North Carolina 
Infantry, under Lieutenant W. E. Kyle, to Millerstown, a village five 
miles to the south and a short distance north of Fairfield, which was on 
the main road from Hagerstown to Gettysburg.1 

Buford’s Federal cavalry division, which had been at Middletown, 
Maryland, had crossed South Mountain into the Cumberland Valley 
early on the morning of June 29, moved up the western side of the 
range from Boonsboro, Maryland, to Waynesboro, Pennsylvania, and 
again crossed the mountain, moving to the east side by way of Mon- 
terey Pass. 

As Buford left the mountains one of his brigades, under Colonel 
William Gamble, passed near Fairfield and saw the bivouac fires of 
Lieutenant Kyle’s outpost on Newpilman’s farm north of the town. 
Later in the evening Gamble drew nearer to drive off the Confederates 
if possible, and some shots were exchanged—a skirmish, both Gamble 
and Kyle termed it.2 Gamble did not want to bring down additional 
Confederates by heavy artillery firing. Buford seemed confused about 
this force, saying it was two Mississippi regiments which he could have 
destroyed had he been given timely information and a guide. He de- 
clared the inhabitants knew of his arrival and the enemy’s whereabouts 
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but appeared to be afraid to tell, saying, “the rebels will destroy our 
houses if we tell anything.”* 

Buford withdrew southward to Emmitsburg on the morning of the 
thirtieth and reported the incident to his chief, Pleasanton, who passed 
on to Reynolds news of Gamble’s brush with Southern infantry, the 
first encountered in the Gettysburg area. Kyle continued his outpost at 
Millerstown until that night, then rejoined Pettigrew on Marsh Creek, 
three and a half miles west of Gettysburg. 

Heth’s division, which was becoming the spearhead as Lee ap- 
proached Gettysburg, had been the last organized of the Army of 
Northern Virginia, having been brought together from scattered bri- 
gades and regiments to fill out the new corps created for A. P. Hill. 

Henry Heth, usually called Harry, had fallen instinctively into a 
military career, being the grandson of an officer in Washington’s army 
and son of an officer in the War of 1812. He was cousin of George 
Pickett and had been at West Point at the same time, though he had 
been appointed from Virginia a year later than Pickett, appointed from 
Illinois. Like Pickett, he had remained in the regular army until Vir- 
ginia, their native state, seceded. 

Heth had the distinction of being the foremost authority on the rifle 
in the old army, a recognition he had won by much study, practice and 
writing as a lieutenant and captain after the Mexican War. When the 
9th and 10th Regular Army infantry regiments were organized in 1855, 
they were designated rifle regiments and given special drill and equip- 
ment. For field music they had bugles in place of the customary fife and 
drum corps. They wore distinctive uniforms with green facings. They 
held regular rifle practice under the direction of Captain Heth. Heth’s 
book, A System of Target Practice, was the official range guide used 
in the service. 

At the age of thirty-seven, when he was given a division in the Con- 
federate army, he was looked on as a capable officer despite his failure 
to halt the enemy in West Virginia, a theater that had proved unfortu- 
nate for Confederates and propitious for Federals in earlier stages of 
the war. He was an intelligent conversationalist whose company Lee 
enjoyed, yet he lacked Hood’s verve or Early’s brusqueness and does 
not stand out among the sharp, vital personalities of this spirited army. 
Some of his associates came to regard him as impetuous in decisions 
and rash in combat, but there was no tendency as yet to distrust him. 

Heth’s division included two brigades that had served in A. P. Hill’s 
old division, the Virginians now under Colonel John M. Brockenbrough 
and the Alabama and Tennessee regiments of Brigadier General James 
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J. Archer. The others were Pettigrew’s North Carolinians and a brigade 
thrown together from the Richmond defenses, consisting of Mississippi 
and North Carolina troops, commanded by Brigadier General Joseph R. 
Davis, nephew of the Confederate President. 

The President’s nephew had been commissioned in the autumn of 
1862, a bit of nepotism that provoked grumblings in the Confederate 
War Department. Favorites were advanced, ran the complaint, while 
“men of mind, men who wrought up the Southern people . . . are hurled 
into the background.”* The promotion was also noted as an event that 
helped bring on the resignation of George Wythe Randolph, grandson 
of Thomas Jefferson, as the Confederate Secretary of War, possibly 
having “operated on him as an emetic.”® Davis was a pleasant and un- 
pretending man; he would have been more discreet, considering his 
lack of military experience and his kinship to the President, to take 
a lower grade. 

Of the four brigade commanders in the new division the most arrest- 
ing was Pettigrew. In the brief term of life that remained for him be- 
fore a Federal bullet found his vitals, he was to bring on the battle and 
end the campaign, and command nearly half the troops in the most 
spectacular assault of that epochal combat. 

Brigadier General James Johnston Pettigrew—he dropped the James 
for most purposes—was regarded in North Carolina as versatile almost 
to the point of genius. A superior officer judged him capable of assum- 
ing the responsibilities even of Lee himself,® should events make it 
necessary, although he had never attended a class in professional mili- 
tary tactics. His early education by private tutors at the spacious fam- 
ily estate of Bonvara, in coastal Tyrrell County, North Carolina, was 
aimed at a professional, not a military career. But his comprehension 
was keen and his capacity for acquiring new information apparently 
inexhaustible. The peaceful homestead where he spent his early years 
overlooked the blue waters of Lake Scuppernong, and the plantation 
extended along the Scuppernong River, from which the luscious South- 
ern grapes, with their rare bouquet, take their name. 

Pettigrew was a slender, handsome man of quick gestures and prompt 
decisions, with shining black hair and mustache and a dark complexion 
denoting the strong Latin strain of his French ancestry. His black eyes 
were sharp and penetrating. Now a soldier at the age of thirty-five, he 
had already achieved recognition as author, diplomat, lawyer, linguist, 
and legislator. 

His marks were the highest that had ever been made at the Univer- 
sity of North Carolina,’ which had graduated many eminent scholars 
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and men distinguished in national and state affairs. A graceful, athletic 
youth, he had led his class at Chapel Hill in fencing, boxing and the 
singlestick, as well as in mathematics, the classical languages, and all 
the other liberal arts courses. 

Pettigrew had received distinction from the start. When he delivered 
the valedictory address at the graduation exercises in 1847, the silver- 
haired President of the United States, James Knox Polk, had by chance 
returned to visit his alma mater, where he, too, had won high scholastic 
honors. Polk was accompanied by a fellow alumnus, Secretary of the 
Navy John Young Mason, and by Captain Matthew F. Maury, the dis- 
tinguished naval hydrographer and meteorologist, who was then en- 
gaged in establishing the National Observatory and Hydrographic Of- 
fice, and was launching into his career of oceanography and the prepa- 
ration of his great work, The Physical Geography of the Sea. Before the 
commencement events, these three looked in on the final examinations 
in mathematics and astronomy, and were so impressed with young 
Pettigrew’s proficiency that they invited him to return with them and 
become an instructor in the Naval Observatory. There he also worked 
as a teacher in the Nautical Almanac Office. 

The ardor of his devotion to the cause of the Southern people was a 
revolt, no doubt, from association with his cantankerous uncle, James 
Louis Petigru, dean of the Charleston, South Carolina, bar. When 
Johnston Pettigrew decided to take up law, he studied for a time in 
Baltimore and then entered his uncle’s office, where the shingle was 
confusing because the contentious senior preferred the shorter version 
of the family’s Huguenot surname. 

Petigru the elder had been combating public opinion in South Caro- 
lina ever since the nullification days of John C. Calhoun, standing al- 
ways for the Federal Union. By 1863, when he was seventy-one years 
old, he was looked on as the only man in the state who had not seceded. 
This distinction he prankishly sought to emphasize in church each Sun- 
day morning by rising from his knees when the rector in his prayer 
reached the regular request for divine assistance for the President of 
the Confederate States. Petigru appeared to delight in the consterna- 
tion his intransigence provoked. The eminent old man left behind the 
monumental work of the codification of South Carolina laws, for which 
he is still respected. But long after he is forgotten his trenchant irony 
will be remembered in a wartime witticism often repeated in periods of 
inflation that “you take your money to the market in your market bas- 
ket and bring home your groceries in your pocketbook.”® 
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After obtaining his license to practice in South Carolina young Petti- 
grew departed to study civil law in Germany. He traveled extensively, 
became proficient in French, German, Italian and Spanish, with a read- 
ing knowledge of Hebrew and Arabic, and spent seven years abroad 
writing and in diplomatic service. 

Pettigrew sensed the approach of hostilities between the states. Late 
in 1859, as a lawyer in Charleston, he entered a rifle company and soon 
became its colonel. His command of a North Carolina brigade resulted 
from the fortuitous circumstance that he was recognized on the Raleigh 
railroad station platform as he traveled to Richmond with South Caro- 
lina troops. Delay in mustering his Charleston regiment into the Con- 
federate service caused it to disband, so that the men might enlist with 
other units. The impatient Pettigrew enlisted as a private in Hampton’s 
Legion, which was heading for the front. Word passed among his North 
Carolina friends that he had been seen going to battle without even a 
corporal’s stripes. Almost in a twinkling he was elected colonel of the 
22nd North Carolina Regiment, then stationed at Camp Ellis near 
Raleigh. 

An officer who tented near him for several months described him: 
“He was quick in his movements and quick in his perception and in his 
decision. . . . His habit was to pace restlessly up and down in front of 
his tent with a cigar in his mouth which he never lighted. . .. As gentle 
and modest as a woman, there was [about him] an undoubted capacity 
to command, which obtained for Pettigrew instant obedience.” He 
was “courteous, kindly and chivalric,” and “unfailingly a gentlemen.”?° 

When he was offered a brigadier generalship he declined it. But both 
President Davis and General Joseph E. Johnston had noticed Pettigrew 
and the offer was renewed with more emphasis in the spring of 1862. 
Pettigrew commanded a brigade in the early part of the campaign at 
Yorktown. He was left for dead on the Fair Oaks battlefield and his 
loss was mourned in Richmond and Raleigh. But he recovered con- 
sciousness in a Federal prison camp and was exchanged, to find that 
his brigade had been assigned to his fellow Carolinian, Brigadier Gen- 
eral Dorsey Pender. A new brigade was formed for Pettigrew, which 
he led on the North Carolina coast and at Gettysburg. 


2. Pettigrew’s Quest for Shoes 


In Cashtown on the night of June 29 Heth recalled Jubal Early’s report 
of a quantity of boots and shoes in Gettysburg. The need for shoes in 
both armies was already refuting the oracular Napoleon’s dictum that 
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“an army marches on its stomach”; Heth directed Pettigrew to take his 
brigade and probe Early’s statement. 

Pettigrew mustered his brigade for pay at Cashtown in the early 
morning of June 30, then marched down the Gettysburg road, the 11th 
North Carolina Regiment in front, preceded by skirmishers. 

The 11th was one of the most highly regarded regiments in the serv- 
ice. At the time it was incorporated, the inspector general stated to 
General Lee that “the Eleventh Regiment of North Carolina troops is 
the best drilled, the best equipped and the best armed regiment in the 
Army of Northern Virginia.”!2 It contained the survivors of the old 
Ist North Carolina Volunteers, called the “Bethel Regiment,” that at 
Bethel had fought the first engagement of the war and suffered the first 
loss of life in battle in the cause of Southern freedom. Its colonel, Col- 
lett Leventhorpe, was looked on as “probably the best finished and 
equipped field officer in the Confederate service.” 

About two miles from Gettysburg the advance party arrested a well- 
mounted civilian who said he was a physician making a visit to a patient. 
Though not suspecting that any enemy was near, Colonel Leventhorpe 
questioned the doctor closely. To his surprise the man said there were 
between four and five thousand Federal troops in the vicinity and a 
much larger Federal force a few miles distant.14 

Whether the doctor knew or was trying to frighten the Confederate 
regiment is not clear, but his statement caused Leventhorpe to halt 
until he could consult Pettigrew, farther back in the column. The doc- 
tor’s account—whether he spoke from knowledge or guile—and Leven- 
thorpe’s halt probably served to prevent a clash between elements of 
the two armies in Gettysburg until the day following. 

Another of Pettigrew’s regiments had a delaying encounter. The 
47th North Carolina was marching eagerly from Cashtown, supposedly 
on an expedition for shoes—many of the soldiers were barefoot—when 
a civilian on a farm horse rode leisurely out of a near-by woods and 
asked where he could find the commanding officer. Some of the men 
thought he was a spy, but he was sent to the head of the column. AlI- 
most at once the regiment was halted and the men were directed to 
take cover. A minute later several shots were fired at long range from 
woods on both sides of the road. The farmer had come not to spy, but 
_to warn. The regiment was quite certain it escaped an ambuscade." 
He was probably the member of the Knights of the Golden Circle 
whom Pettigrew’s assistant adjutant general, Captain Louis G. Young, 
“said rode out to tell the general that Federal cavalry was close at 
hand. 
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While Petttigrew was marching toward Gettysburg, Harrison, Long- 
street’s spy, rode past into the town. Before the troops approached the 
outskirts, Harrison rode back and confirmed for Pettigrew the informa- 
tion he already had from two other sources that elements of the Army 
of the Potomac were not far distant.1° These warnings made the gen- 
eral still more circumspect. An officer reported he heard a drum roll on 
the other side of the town. Pettigrew had been told that he would 
likely encounter home guards but orders to him were “pre-emptory,” 
that if he found any portion of the Army of the Potomac, he was not 
to attack it.’ 

Pettigrew rode abreast Leventhorpe at the head of the column and 
halted the brigade near the Willoughby Run crossing a mile outside the 
town. He went forward with an advance party to the ridge crossed by 
the Cashtown pike northwest of Gettysburg, from which he could view 
the surrounding country. Gettysburg with its ten roads, a town of 
about three thousand people, lay drousing in a peaceful valley, with 
golden wheat fields stretching north and south and the glory of early 
summer spread about; beyond the town broken, wooded hills were 
capped by a jutting promontory at the southern end. Southern eyes 
swept the country cursorily, their interest fastened on the village, about 
which hurried numerous civilians gathering at the public square. It 
was near noon. The appearance of Southern infantry again had caused 
the town to seethe with excitement. 

Observing that Gettysburg was unoccupied by Federal troops, Petti- 
grew sent skirmishers ahead and was preparing to move the entire 
brigade forward when his attention was arrested by a movement far 
to the south. There on the road from Emmitsburg was a long dark 
column. Through his glasses he was able to identify it as Northern 
cavalry. 

Buford’s two brigades had come through Emmitsburg after encoun- 
tering Pettigrew’s picket near Fairfield on the preceding evening. Dash- 
ing ahead of Buford’s division was a detachment of Company C, 3rd 
Indiana Cavalry, commanded by Captain Henry B. Sparks. They en- 
tered Gettysburg at a gallop and picked up three or four Confederate 
prisoners.'S These may have been some of Pettigrew’s skirmishers, but 
in view of the Indianian’s account that they “seemed to be straggling 
through the streets and mingling with the citizens,” more likely they 
remained from Early’s passage four days before. 

Gamble, commanding the first of Buford’s brigades, took credit for 
driving Pettigrew out of Gettysburg, but there was no exchange of fire 
and Pettigrew retired slowly, reluctant to abandon the needed shoes. 
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Pettigrew’s orders were not sufficiently flexible to allow him to hazard 
his brigade in a chance encounter with a large force that might have 
infantry support. He halted three and a half miles out on the Cashtown 
road, just west of the stone bridge over Marsh Creek, where the brigade 
bivouacked in a beautiful grove south of the roadway. 

Guard duty falling on the 26th North Carolina, Lieutenant Colonel 
John R. Lane established a picket line that included a segment of 
the roadway. Later two distressed women conducted by a sentry told 
him they had been cut off from their houses, which were close at hand. 
Lane premptly reassured them that the regiment did not make war on 
women, ordered the picket line re-established so that it would embrace 
their houses, and let them pass.?° 

Pettigrew rode into Cashtown in the late afternoon and was telling 
Heth of his encounter when A. P. Hill came up and received the report 
in person. 

“The only force at Gettysburg is cavalry, probably a detachment of 
observation,” said Hill. “I am just from General Lee and the informa- 
tion he has from his scouts corroborates what I have received from 
mine—that is, the enemy are still at Middleburg, and have not yet struck 
their tents.” 

“If there is no objection, General,” interjected Heth, “I will take my 
division tomorrow and go to Gettysburg and get those shoes.” 

“None in the world,” Hill replied. 

Both Hill and Heth discredited Pettigrew’s information. He had 
served under neither and they appeared more impressed with his civilian 
background than his extraordinary capacity. As he moved away from 
Gettysburg Pettigrew had left two mounted staff officers, Captain 
Young and Lieutenant Walter H. Robertson, to watch Buford. They 
found the assignment easy because the rolling country offered ridges 
behind which they could hide.?2 

The Federal troopers came out of Gettysburg and moved northwest 
on the Cashtown road. Whenever their advance party came within 
three or four hundred yards, the two Confederates showed themselves 
atop a ridge and the Federals halted. This process was repeated several 
times, each side being more intent on observation than on molesting 
the other. 

As Pettigrew talked with Hill and Heth he saw that neither believed 
that units of the main Federal army were anywhere near Gettysburg. 
Pettigrew was insistent that where cavalry was clearing the way, in- 
fantry would not be far behind. Hill and Heth apparently became a 
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bit impatient. In the words of Captain Young, they “expressed their 
doubts so positively’? that Pettigrew called Young over and asked him 
to tell the corps commander exactly what he had seen while reconnoiter- 
ing the force that had followed them out of Gettysburg. Since Young 
had served under Hill during the Seven Days’ Battles around Rich- 
mond, Pettigrew thought his words might have weight where those of 
a brigadier general did not. 

Hill asked Young to describe the character of the troops he had 
seen and Young said their movements were unquestionably those of 
trained soldiers, not home guards. But it was difficult to dislodge fixed 
notions. Hill had prejudged the case and would not correct his con- 
clusions. He still did not think any portion of the Army of the Poto- 
mac was in their front. Then, in “emphatic words,” he asserted that 
he indeed hoped it was true, as that was exactly the place where he 
wanted the Army of the Potomac to be.?* It was clear from his atti- 
tude, however, that he did not accept the intelligence at full value even 
after talking with Young. 

“This spirit of unbelief had taken such hold,” Young wrote, “that I 
doubt if any of the commanders of brigades, except General Pettigrew, 
believed that we were marching to battle, a weakness on their part 
which rendered them unprepared for what was about to happen.” 

Pettigrew then sought General Archer, whose brigade by the normal 
_ process of rotation would head the march on the next day. Pettigrew 
described in minute detail the topography between Cashtown and 
Gettysburg. He called attention to a road leading in at right angles 
from the south which the enemy might employ to disrupt his line of 
march. He cautioned about the right flank. He reviewed also the con- 
figuration of the ground around Gettysburg and mentioned in particular 
a ridge west of the town which would be suitable for defensive purposes, 
and where, he emphasized, Archer “would probably find the enemy.” 

Captain Young commented: “Archer listened, but believed not 
[and] marched on unprepared.’ 

Buford’s long column of blue-clad hussars quieted and inspired the 
Gettysburg citizenry. As the column passed out the Cashtown road 
Buford galloped ahead to the crest of the western hill to witness the re- 
tirement of the brigade of hostile infantry. He sent the information to 
Reynolds at once. Back from Reynolds to Meade, then on to Halleck 
and Stanton in Washington, went the word that large infantry detach- 
ments of Lee’s army were emerging east of the South Mountain passes. 
This gave the most positive notice yet received that Lee was abandon- 
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ing his efforts against Harrisburg and Philadelphia and was concen- 
trating toward Baltimore and Washington to shake off the Federal army 
that had followed him across the Potomac. 

Buford established pickets west and north of the town. He deduced 
that the Confederates would return in greater strength in the morning, 
and wholly on his own responsibility he determined to hold the ground 
until Reynolds could bring up infantry assistance. He spent the evening 
inspecting the terrain and outlining his plan to his two brigade com- 
manders, Gamble and Colonel Thomas C. Devin. He gently rebuked 
Devin when that confident officer assured him he could look after every~ 
thing in his front for the next twenty-four hours. 

Buford selected for his main line the ridge on which stood the Mc- 
Pherson house and farm buildings a scant mile northwest of the Gettys- 
burg town square, overlooking the long sweep of the road toward Cash- 
town. 

Preparations were being made as well in the Confederate camp. 
On the night of June 30 Hill sent couriers informing Lee of Pettigrew’s 
encounter with Buford and advising Ewell that he intended to advance 
the next morning. At five o’clock on the morning of July 1 Heth took 
up his line of march, accompanied by Pegram’s battalion of artillery, 
and Hill ordered Pender to fall in behind with his division and McIn- 
tosh’s battalion of artillery. The quest for shoes and Federal soldiers 
would be undertaken in force. At Marsh Creek Heth picked up Petti- 
grew and in the hot mist of the July morning approached Gettysburg, 
concealed behind its hills. 
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CHAPTER 
NINE 


McPherson’s Heights 


I. Reynolds Decides on a Battlefield 


As Heth moved toward Gettysburg with Archer’s veteran Alabama bri- 
gade in the lead, first place in the march went to the 13th Alabama 
regiment commanded by Colonel Birkett Davenport Fry. 

Fry, a subtle old soldier whom General Braxton Bragg called “a man 
with a gunpowder reputation,’’? had been a top lieutenant of the Ten- 
nessee adventurer William Walker in the conquest of Nicaragua. He 
had fought at Rivas, commanded a brigade at Granada, quieted the 
Metagalpa Indians, and no doubt ultimately would have been noosed 
with his chief had he not been sent on a recruiting expedition to San 
Francisco. He obtained the men but not return transportation, and 
Walker’s cause meantime spiraled downward. 

A Virginian by birth, a wanderer by instinct, he studied at Wash- 
ington College, Pennsylvania, at Virginia Military Institute, and at West 
Point, though he did not graduate; gained distinction under Joseph E. 
Johnston in the Mexican War; became a Sacramento, California, law- 
yer, then a Tallassee, Alabama, cotton ginner, and when the war broke, 
leader of an Alabama infantry regiment. 

And thus the Confederate army set out for Gettysburg with a tough- 
ened Central American filibusterer heading the front rank, while in the 
procession of command behind him were Brigadier General Archer, 
who might be counted on to swagger in without much caution, impulsive 
Harry Heth, and quick-tempered A. P. Hill. It should have been ob- 
vious that the forward elements of Lee’s army would find on that humid 
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Wednesday morning some more entertaining employment than seek- 
ing shoes. 

Half a mile beyond the village of Seven Stars and about three and 
a half miles from Gettysburg the regiment entered the woods and 
swamplands of Marsh Creek, where Fry halted to reconnoiter. A light, 
misty rain began to fall, a threatening carry-over from the intermittent 
mountain showers of June 30.? Fry rode to the rear of the regiment 
and told the color-bearer to uncase the colors. That, done in the drizzle, 
was notice to the men that they were about to meet the enemy and 
would fight. 

The Federals soon showed themselves, a dismounted cavalry patrol 
in a field to the right. They dashed off, three to the rear and a fourth 
to the bridge where the Cashtown road crossed Marsh Creek. Fry or- 
dered his men to load at will. Archer then came up and directed them 
to file to the right through an old apple orchard. He had Fry throw 
out three companies of the 13th and all of the 5th Alabama battalion 
as skirmishers; when the balance of the brigade was up, he moved it 
through the orchard on the south side of the turnpike, formed it in 
battle line, and resumed the advance.? 

Davis’ brigade, the second in Heth’s column, took a corresponding 
position on the north side of the pike. The brigades of Pettigrew and 
Brockenbrough followed in support. As Archer’s skirmish line ap- 
proached the Marsh Creek bridge a shot rang out, the first of the battle. 
It was fired by one of the four men who had been in Gamble’s forward 
picket. The other three rushed off to tell Buford that the Confederate 
infantry was in sight. The first shot of the battle is credited to both 
Corporal Alpheus Hodges, Company F, 9th New York Cavalry, and 
Lieutenant Marcellus E. Jones of Du Page County, Illinois, 8th Illinois 
Cavalry. Probably the distinction belongs to Jones, who seized the 
carbine of Sergeant Leir S. Shafer and fired.* 

Moving abreast, Archer and Davis easily drove in the Federal skir- 
mishers until they approached Willoughby Run a mile west of Gettys- 
burg. 

Heth’s troops had been delighted to see Major William J. Pegram, 
who had been ill since Chancellorsville, suddenly appear to take com- 
mand of his artillery battalion. He immediately moved it from the re- 
serve, with Pender, to the front with Heth. A gunner wrote to his 
father: “Now what was the astonishment that morning when the skir- 
mishing began, to see our ‘fighting Major’ galloping up to our camp 
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crying out, ‘harness and hitch,” which being quickly done, off he took 
us ... in advance of the whole army.”® 

Others also were pleased to welcome Pegram. Lee had seen him 
farther back and told Hill, “I have good news for you. Major Pegram 
is up.’’® The artilleryman, one of the best in the service, was still fever- 
ish when he reported but after hearing of the invasion he would not be 
left behind. Of his battalion, Captain Mayre’s Fredericksburg battery 
moved first and opened the battle, followed by the Purcell and Cren- 
shaw batteries. 

The dominating feature of the terrain toward Gettysburg was a 
double ridge merging together to the north into a larger, timbered 
elevation called Oak Hill. Between the two ridges at the place where 
the Cashtown road crosses is a gentle dip of 400 yards, with a little ripple 
of a ridge about the center. These can best be identified as McPher- 
son’s Ridge to the west; the Ripple; and Seminary Ridge to the east. 
The first was named after the farmhouse and barn of Edward McPher- 
son south of the pike. McPherson, a former editor of the Pittsburgh 
Daily Times, was a lame-duck Congressman from the Gettysburg dis- 
trict. The district had gone Democratic in November 1862, showing 
the existence of a strong peace party. He had much later prominence, 
including that of presiding over the Republican National Convention 
at which Robert G. Ingersoll delivered his famous “Plumed Knight” 
oration, but none so noteworthy as having the battle of Gettysburg 
begin on his farm, though he was not present to witness it. The Ripple 
has never been so named, but the designation is appropriate. 

An apple orchard stood west and north of the McPherson house 
while to the south was a wood lot of about five acres. Elsewhere the 
hill was cleared and cultivated. The eastern ridge, which is little more 
than the eastern face of the small plateau, was known as Seminary 
Ridge because a Lutheran seminary was situated on it in a grove of 
great trees 100 yards south of the Cashtown road. The road as it crosses 
Seminary Ridge is 1,400 yards from the Gettysburg town square. 

Unlike McPherson’s, Seminary Ridge was little cultivated, but was 
crowned with timber north toward Oak Hill and south to where it pe- 
tered off toward the Emmitsburg road. 

Soon after dawn Buford learned from his pickets of the stirring 
among Confederates beyond Marsh Creek and hurried word to Gen- 
eral Reynolds, commanding the left wing of Meade’s army, that South- 
ern infantry was moving toward Gettysburg. Reynolds had bivouacked 
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on Marsh Creek, downstream from Pettigrew’s camp, at a point four 
and a half miles south of Gettysburg on the Emmitsburg pike. Buford 
was confident he could rely on Reynolds for speedy relief and told his 
troopers to hold. He had John Calef’s six guns of the regular artillery 
to assist. The early morning hours wore on without either vigorous 
pressure from the Confederates in front or the arrival of Northern re- 
inforcements. While waiting for Pender’s division, Heth was engaged 
mainly in what he termed a feeling process, which satisfied him that he 
faced nothing but dismounted cavalry. Shortly after eight o’clock the 
Confederate general decided to brush the cavalrymen off McPherson’s 
Heights and move into the town. One of his shells hit Trooper John E. 
Weaver of the 3rd Indiana Cavalry, the first man killed in the battle.” 

Heth seems to have retained an aberration that he began the battle 
on some sort of time schedule. Thirty years later, when he was going 
over the field in a carriage with Chief Justice Walter Clark of North 
Carolina, pointing out the position of Confederate troops, he drew a 
large silver watch from his pocket and said, “By that watch the battle 
of Gettysburg opened.” Clark recorded his statement without explana- 
tion.* Heth must have been thinking of the moment when he ordered 
Archer and Davis forward. 

At 8:30 A.M. Buford was feeling the new pressure. He made a final 
survey of his situation, recognizing that he could not sustain a contest 
long. The sun was burning through the clouds and a hot mist was ris- 
ing over the countryside, promising a sultry day. Buford retired to the 
seminary, a three-story brick building crowned with a cupola, and 
mounted the high ladder to the top.®° Through the lifting haze, he 
viewed the long stretch of the pike toward Cashtown, now filled in the 
distance with the gray of Pender’s advancing division. 

Buford glanced south toward Emmitsburg. His pulse tingled and his 
heart jumped, for there on the roadway was a long, dark column. 
Faintly discernible at the front, alongside the Stars and Stripes, was 
the First Corps emblem. Reynolds had kept his word. The infantry 
was coming. 

Elated, Buford rushed down the ladder to carry the news to his hard- 
pressed cavalry. A familiar voice sounded beside him, asking calmly, 
“What is the matter, John?” 

Turning, he looked into the composed face of General Reynolds. 
“Hell’s to pay,” he answered quickly. 

G. B. Garrison, one of Buford’s scouts, who had a feeling for his- 
tory’s details, jotted down the time in his notebook—Reynolds reached 
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the field at twenty-five minutes before nine.1° The general’s aide-de- 
camp, Captain Stephen M. Weld, Jr., noted, in his diary, the events 
that followed in rapid succession. 

Reynolds had seen the approach of Confederate soldiers. He de- 
cided instantly that Gettysburg was the place for a major battle. 

To Weld he said: “Ride at once with your utmost speed to General 
Meade. Tell him the enemy are advancing in strong force, and that I 
fear they will get to the heights beyond the town before I can. I will 
fight them inch by inch, and if driven into the town, I will barricade 
the streets and hold them as long as possible.” 

Then Reynolds galloped back to the Emmitsburg road to show the 
approaching column the shortest route to its combat position. Meade 
had told him he meant to strike at the point where the enemy showed 
the greatest strength. On the mucky morning of July 1 Reynolds had 
found it. He sat on the west side of the Emmitsburg pike inspecting the 
head of the corps as it passed. “We had a fair view of his features,” 
wrote Captain Robert K. Beecham. “The general looked careworn, 
and we thought, very sad. .. . It was the last time we ever saw him.’’!? 


2. A Quaker with an Iron Brigade 


The 1st Division of the First Corps of the Army of the Potomac reached 
McPherson’s Heights quickly, led across the fields by Reynolds and its 
commander, Brigadier General James S. Wadsworth, breaking down 
fences, throwing aside haversacks and blankets, stripping for action. 

Wadsworth, the squire of Geneseo, New York, wealthy planter and 
upstate philanthropist and politician, was as ardently devoted to the 
cause of the Federal union as any man in Meade’s army. To it he 
gave much of his fortune and eventually his life. His uncle, William 
Wadsworth, had commanded the New York militia in the unfortunate 
affair at Queenston Heights in the War of 1812. The general had de- 
clined to leave the army to campaign when nominated by the Republi- 
cans as candidate for governor of New York in 1862. He had been 
defeated by Horatio Seymour, apparently much to his satisfaction, 
because he enjoyed the excitement of service with the troops. At fifty- 
six he was one of the oldest of Meade’s generals. 

Cutler’s brigade of Wadsworth’s division was in the lead, carrying at 
its head the blue banner of the Empire State. Reynolds directed the 
brigade to the ground north of the Cashtown pike, the 76th New York 
on the right, the 56th Pennsylvania in the center and the 147th New 
York on the left. This last regiment commanded the unfinished railroad 
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grading that ran parallel to and 150 yards north of the Cashtown road 
and had sharp cuttings through Seminary and McPherson’s ridges and 
the Ripple. The right of way had been prepared but the ties and iron 
tracks had not been laid. 

Colonel John W. Hofmann had just brought the 56th Pennsylvania 
into line when the Southern infantry showed in his front. A crash re- 
sounded over the field as the 56th let loose a volley, the first Northern 
infantry fire of the battle. ‘Two members of the color guard of the 55th 
North Carolina dropped. The Confederates replied; their first fire un- 
horsed General Cutler and two of his staff. The exchange continued 
for fifteen minutes, while the balance of the Federal division was com- 
ing up. 

Reynolds, returning from his quest of Wadsworth, rode with Cap- 
tain James A. Hall of the 2nd Maine Battery, which was composed of 
six three-inch guns and men from Knox, Lincoln, Cumberland, and 
other rugged seacoast counties, augmented by infantrymen detailed 
from the 16th Maine Regiment. Reynolds showed Hall where to put 
his pieces to sweep the Cashtown road, replacing Calef’s horse artillery. 
He pointed to the locations from which about twenty Confederate can- 
non were shelling the ground over which Wadsworth’s soldiers were 
deploying and told Hall, “Pay your attention to those guns and draw 
their fire from our infantry while it is forming.” 

Wadsworth’s other brigade, celebrated in Northern song and story, 
came up, the men wearing their familiar black sombreros,'* rolled 
and looped up on the right side and adorned with a plume and the light- 
blue infantry ribbon which gave Archer’s Alabamians the certain 
knowledge that they were no longer fighting merely cavalry. This was 
the 1st Brigade, 1st Division, of the First Army Corps—the “Iron Bri- 
gade.” Heth’s men had suspected that infantry was near when they 
had heard a band playing the strains of “The Girl I Left Behind Me.” 

Tradition and romance already clustered about the Iron Brigade’s 
achievements. The tenacity and hardihood of these men from the 
Northwest had won them their celebrated name—bestowed on them by 
McClellan. Solomon Meredith, a giant North Carolina Quaker, six feet 
six, who had moved to Cambridge City, Indiana, and with his three sons 
cast lots with the Union, led the brigade into action. His love for the 
Federal cause deepened as succeeding sons fell from Southern bullets. 
Of peaceful faith, he commanded one of the most audacious of combat 
units.1° 

Meredith, reared in poverty, had known the hardships of being a 
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poor white laborer in the South. He was uneducated and without a 
trade. He worked at day jobs and at the age of thirty went North and 
got work cutting cord wood at six dollars a month. Out of this he 
reared his family, saved, paid for schooling, and developed into a man 
of commanding presence and great personal force. He was elected 
sheriff and appointed United States Marshal for Indiana by President 
Tyler. His natural leadership caused the men to elect him colonel of 
the 19th Indiana, which regiment became the darling of the tough- 
fibered Indiana governor, Oliver P. Morton. Meredith had but one 
military defect: his great body made him an easy target. When he went 
down it was in a hot corner where his men were going with him. 

Reynolds directed the Iron Brigade into line en échelon, the 2nd 
Wisconsin in front on the right, nearest the Cashtown road, followed 
by the 7th Wisconsin, 19th Indiana, and 24th Michigan, while the 
closing regiment, the 6th Wisconsin, had been halted and held in reserve 
on Seminary Ridge. Mindful that west of Gettysburg his right flank 
was exposed to an enemy approaching from the north, he sent orders 
to Major General Abner Doubleday, commanding the First Corps di- 
vision next in line: “I will hold on to this road [Cashtown] and you 
hold on to the other [Mummasburg].” This would bring Doubleday’s 
division into line north of the Cashtown pike and on Wadsworth’s right. 

The 6th Wisconsin, last in line of the Iron Brigade regiments, was 
commanded by Lieutenant Colonel Rufus R. Dawes. It had a lusty- 
lunged sergeant, John Ticknor, whose voice could usually be heard on 
the march above the scuff of leather and rattle of canteens and scab- 
bards. Ticknor already had been a part of one of the great American 
episodes. In late 1861, returning from McClellan’s review at Bailey’s 
Cross Roads, the regiment had been accompanied back to Arlington 
by Julia Ward Howe. She heard Sergeant Ticknor’s clear tenor lead 
the regiment in “We’ll Hang Jeff Davis to a Sour Apple Tree,” set to 
the tune of “John Brown’s Body,” which in turn was that of the old 
spiritual, “Say Brothers, Will You Meet Us, on Canaan’s Happy Shore.” 
The regiment’s bayonets glistened in “burnished rows of steel” and 
about it spread “the watchfires of a hundred circling camps.” All this 
had inspired Mrs. Howe that night to write the “Battle Hymn of the 
Republic,” the treasured song of the Northern armies.1¢ 

But as the 6th Wisconsin came up the Emmitsburg road Colonel 
Dawes told Drum Major R. N. Smith to play, not this hymn, but the 
equally stirring notes of “The Campbells Are Coming.” The regimental 
band struck up the old Scottish battle song just as the firing opened in 
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front of Cutler’s brigade. General Meredith’s aide, Lieutenant Gilbert 
M. Woodward, came dashing up with orders, more stirring than the 
music: “Colonel, form your line and prepare for action.” The men 
loaded their muskets as they advanced on the run but they were dis- 
appointed to learn that for the moment they would have to wait in 
reserve. 


3. Meade Loses His “Noblest and Bravest” 


At mid-morning, before McPherson’s Heights, two Confederate bri- 
gades, Archer’s and Davis’, faced the two Federal brigades of Meredith 
and Cutler. The alignment was far from exact. On the Confederate 
left, Davis overlapped Cutler, while on the Confederate right, Archer 
was overlapped by Meredith. The result was that in the opening phase 
of the battle, the right regiments of Archer, the Confederate, and Cut- 
ler, the Federal, were pressed back. 

As the other Iron Brigade regiments followed the 2nd Wisconsin into 
McPherson’s Woods, the 19th Indiana and 24th Michigan at the left 
of the Federal line worked down the incline on the edge of the timber 
and felt for Archer’s flank at the very moment when he was embarrassed 
by having half his command on the west and half on the east bank of 
Willoughby Run. Near the summit of McPherson’s Ridge, Reynolds 
was directing the two regiments in the enveloping movement. He was 
mounted on his black horse and wore the major general’s shoulder 
straps. Carelessly exposing himself and obviously an officer of high 
rank, he at once drew the fire of Archer’s skirmishers, who had crossed 
Willoughby Run and worked their way up the wooded hillside. 

Reynolds, expecting support, had turned in the saddle to look toward 
the crest of the ridge behind him. It was 10:15 a.m. He was struck in 
the back of the neck by a Minié ball fired by a marksman from a tree 
on the bank of the stream. The ball passed through his head and came 
out the other side at the eye. 

The Minié ball, used freely in the War between the States, had been 
invented by Captain C. E. Minié of Vincennes, France, during the 
Crimean War. It was a long, hollow bullet into which an iron cup 
was inserted in its base. Upon firing, this cup pushed the bullet into 
the rifling of the barrel. 

Reynolds fell forward without speaking a word. His frightened 
horse was dashing toward the open fields when his aides caught it. The 
body dropped lifeless from the saddle. They wrapped him in an army 
blanket, and a detail from the 76th New York carried him to the semi- 
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nary and on to the little stone house of George George on the Emmits- 
burg road. While the fateful battle he had elected to begin still roared 
west of Gettysburg, his body was put in an ambulance for Baltimore 
and Lancaster, Pennsylvania. The Confederates learned of his death 
quickly but thought it resulted from one of Pegram’s shells.17 

Reynolds was perhaps the most universally admired among the 
generals of the Army of the Potomac. Meade called him the “noblest” 
and “bravest,”!8 and even his opponent Heth, when informed of his 
death, said the country “well might mourn, and in doing so honor her- 
self.”’® Reynolds was a handsome man, six feet tall, narrow-waisted, 
with black hair and a deep tan gained from years of exposure. He was 
rated almost by concensus the army’s best horseman. He was forty-two 
years old when he fell. 

Had Archer entrusted the command of the front line to the wily 
filibusterer Fry, or had he heeded the warning given him on the pre- 
vious evening by Pettigrew, all might have gone well for his brigade. 
Pettigrew had studied the approaches to Gettysburg carefully and had 
cautioned Archer to guard against his right flank being turned. Petti- 
grew described McPherson’s Ridge and suggested that this would prob- 
ably be the line the Northern army would defend. 

Here it was that Meredith, undeterred by the death of Reynolds, 


pressed the action against Archer. While the 2nd and 7th Wisconsin 


engaged him in front, the 19th Indiana and 24th Michigan appeared 
almost at right angles to his disconcerted line caught halfway across 
the stream. The 19th Indiana was able to work undetected around the 
shoulder of the heavily wooded bluff above the creek and confront 
Archer unexpectedly. This regiment had been on picket duty the night 
before and the men’s guns were already loaded, which gave them a time 
advantage over the Confederates, cramped up along the two banks. 

The color-bearer of the 19th, whose name was Cunningham, was 
about to uncase the colors for the charge when a staff officer rode up 
and shouted, “Do not unfurl that flag.”2° Near by was Cunningham’s 
companion, A. J. Buckles. Cunningham, seeing the battle line moving, 
defied the adjutant and said to Buckles, “Abe, pull the shuck.” Off 
came the casing, and the Stars and Stripes flew in the breeze. It brought 
a shower of bullets and Flag-Bearer Cunningham fell. Buckles dropped 
his gun, caught up the flag, and kept it so far in advance of the line that 
Lieutenant Colonel W. W. Dudley rebuked him for his daring. Before 
the first day’s battle ended eight color-bearers of the 19th Indiana had 
been shot down. 
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Dudley, a well-known Indiana political figure—who came to be called 
“Blocks of Four” Dudley because of his custom of bringing in his 
henchmen on election day in more than single units—led the firing line. 
A Confederate ball that day took off his foot. 

The quick fire of the Hoosiers sprayed the Confederates who had 
gained the east bank. On the west bank Colonel Fry with the right 
regiment fought a gallant battle. The old filibusterer was not to be 
trapped. Lieutenant Colonel G. H. Stevens of the 2nd Wisconsin was 
killed. A few minutes later the regiment’s colonel, Lucius Fairchild, 
had his arm shot off. Major John Mansfield took command. 

But the impetuous Alabamians found themselves hopelessly out- 
flanked. They faced not the right, but almost the center of the Federal 
line.24_ The situation was what Pettigrew had feared. Archer had been 
heedless. Here, where Pettigrew said he would find the Federal army, 
he had allowed himself to be surprised and outmaneuvered because, as 
predicted, they were there. “All we could do,” wrote Private E. T. 
Boland, of Brewton, Alabama, “was to wind them around ourselves.” 
The fight was sharp but short. Archer, in the front line, had dismounted 
to lead his brigade. He and two companies of the 13th Alabama, re- 
cruited in Greenville and Camden, tried to put up a resistance in a 
clump of willows on the west bank of Willoughby Run.?? But the Wis- 
consin men came crashing in on them while the Hoosier regiment held 
them in front. Fry was able to extricate most of them, but Archer and 
seventy-five others were taken prisoner. 

The capture of Archer sent a stir of elation through the Iron Brigade. 
The details were related with relish. Private Patrick Maloney, an Irish- 
man of Company G, rushed after Archer as he was trying to escape, 
caught him and marched him to Captain Charles C. Dow, who greeted 
him courteously. Archer offered to surrender his sword. 

“Keep your sword, General, and go to the rear,” said Dow. “One 
sword is all I need on this line.”?3 

Archer crossed Willoughby Run and walked toward the Federal rear. 
He had covered about forty yards when he met Lieutenant D. B. Dailey 
of Meredith’s staff, who demanded his sword. Archer explained that he 
had retained it by the indulgence of Captain Dow, but the lieutenant, 
who had taken no part in the capture, insisted on the trophy. Another 
Iron Brigade captain, Robert K. Beecham, observed that “‘it is not al- 
ways that the man on the outmost line receives the reward which is his 
due.”** The incident must have nettled Archer and with the humiliation 
of his capture, left him in ill humor. When General Doubleday, an 
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Heth’s attack on Wadsworth. July I, 1863, 10:00 to 11:30 AM. 


acquaintance in the old army, rode up with the greeting, “General 
Archer, I am glad to meet you,” Archer refused his hand. 

“T am not glad to meet you, sir,” he replied coldly.?5 

The story of the capture came to have embellishments. Pat Maloney 
—who was killed later in the day and could have had no part in the 
elaborations—was said to have seized the general by the throat, and 
commanded: “Roight about face, Gineral. March.” At the seminary, 
Maloney saluted and said, “Gineral Wadsworth, I make you acquainted 
with Gineral Archer.”** But in truth Archer never got beyond the 
lieutenant and that officer was the one who retained Archer’s sword. 
No other general officer of the Army of Northern Virginia had been 
captured since Lee took command. Fry now took over the brigade. 


4. Davis Is Tricked by a Railroad Cut 


The misfortunes which befell Davis were more severe even than those 
encountered by Archer. Triumph was suddenly turned into disaster. 

The 11th Mississippi was on detached service and only three of 
Davis’ regiments were present, the 2nd and 42nd Mississippi, and the 
| 55th North Carolina. The last was distinctly a young man’s regiment, 
: not a member of it having attained the age of thirty. 
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“Old Graybeard” Cutler’s brigade was divided and part of it was 
isolated as it went into action.?’ Three of the regiments—the 56th 
Pennsylvania and the 76th and 147th New York—were north of the 
railroad cut. Two others, the 84th New York (14th Brooklyn) and 
95th New York, connected with the Iron Brigade south of the railroad 
right of way and the Cashtown road. The 7th Indiana was behind 
the lines, bringing up the division trains. Hall’s guns occupied the 
position between the road and the right of way. Thus a distance of a 
hundred yards separated Cutler’s three right regiments from the bal- 
ance of the Federal infantry. 

Davis advanced against Cutler with the 55th North Carolina on the 
Confederate left, the 42nd Mississippi in the center and the 2nd 
Mississippi nearest the Cashtown road and the railroad cut. As the 
North Carolinians reached Cutler’s flank, they wheeled to the right 
with a rush. Colonel John Kerr Connally seized the battle flag, jumped 
to the front and aligned the regiment on the colors. The gesture was 
foolhardy. Instantly he drew Federal fire and fell with his leg wounded 
and his arm so shattered that it had to be amputated. Major A. H. 
Belo ran to inquire if he were badly hurt. “Yes,” said Connally, “but 
pay no attention to me. Take the colors and keep ahead of the Mis- 
sissippians.”’?8 

Captain J. V. Pierce of the 147th New York heard the cry that ran 
down the Federal lines, “They are flanking us on the right.”?9 He 
described the movement: the Confederate regiment was “pressing far 
to our right and rear and came over to the south side of the rail fence, 
their colors dropped to the front. An officer in front of the center 
corrected the alignment as if passing in review. It was the finest exhi- 
bition of discipline and drill I ever saw before or since on a battlefield.” 

The flank attack broke Cutler’s regiments, which retired at a run 
across the fields 400 yards to the northern extension of Seminary 
Ridge. Here they paused briefly, then continued their retrograde move- 
ment to the outskirts of Gettysburg. Hall meantime found his battery 
exposed and its infantry supports vanished. He had opened on the 
enemy at 10:45 and had been firing for twenty-five minutes when 
Davis’ men showed within sixty yards of his right gun. Hall fired with 
canister, which broke their advance, but when the infantry fied he 
had to withdraw the battery hastily by sections, and abandon one gun. 

In response to Doubleday’s messengers, Lieutenant Colonel Dawes, 
guided by a staff captain, brought the 6th Wisconsin forward at the 
double quick. He saw the flight of Cutler’s men “in disorder” and the 
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withdrawal of Hall’s battery. A group of officers passed in front of 
the regiment carrying something in a blanket, but no one knew it was 
the body of General Reynolds. They plunged ahead to the fence 
along the Cashtown road, where they faced north. Their volley struck 
the flank of the Confederates who were in a headlong pursuit north 
of the railroad right of way. The gray line swayed and buckled. Cut- 
ler’s two regiments south of the road, the 14th Brooklyn and 95th 
New York, now faced north on the left of the 6th Wisconsin, and fired 
obliquely almost into the rear of the Mississippians. 

Then the two Mississippi regiments, surprised by the enfilade attack, 
made a fatal mistake. Partly because Davis had allowed them to get 
out of hand, and partly because of their instinctive search for cover 
under flank fire, they crowded into the railroad cut. The 2nd Missis- 
sippi on the right and a part of the 42nd Mississippi in the center 
quickly gained the security of the steep bank at the cut in the Ripple, 
midway between the two ridges. It was too deep to serve as an en- 
trenchment. In it the men lost command of the approaches and to all 
effective purposes, they were out of action. Davis ordered their further 
retirement and directed the 55th North Carolina to cover it. 

But it was too late. Dawes, seeing the Confederates huddled in 
the cut, rushed to Major Edward Pye, commanding the 95th New 
York, and said, “We must charge.” “Charge it is,” replied the major, 
and together they gave the command, “Forward, charge!’’?° 

Across the field from the road to the cut streamed the two regiments, 
followed by the 14th Brooklyn under Colonel E. B. Fowler. The Con- 
federate fire proved much more destructive than Dawes could have 
anticipated, coming chiefly from the North Carolinians on the other 
side of the cut. Of the 420 Wisconsin soldiers who left the roadside 
fence, only 240 reached the railroad right of way, but there they were 
complete masters of the Mississippians gathered helplessly beneath 
them. 

In this internecine conflict there were chivalric episodes of courtesy 
and indulgence not so often encountered in later-day wars, where the 
propaganda machines take over to coarsen the conflict and make all 
allies virtuous and all enemies brutes. Here the first instinct of the 
Wisconsin soldiers was not to kill, but to save the lives of the men 
at their mercy. Lieutenant Colonel Dawes, advancing on foot, heard 
his men shouting, “Throw down your muskets! Down with your 
muskets!” Forcing his way through the line he reached the edge of 
the cut and, as he described it, “found myself face to face with hun- 
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dreds of rebels.” In later years, when he thought of this moment, he 
was always thankful for his presence of mind. “Surrender or I fire,” 
he shouted. An officer in gray uniform silently handed over his sword. 
He was Major John A. Blair, commanding the 2nd Mississippi. At 
his word about 250 men threw down their guns. 

Said Dawes, in reflecting on the restraint of his soldiers: “The cool- 
ness, self-possession, and discipline which held back our men from 
pouring in a general volley saved a hundred lives of the enemy, and 
as my mind goes back to the fearful excitement of the moment, I 
marvel at it.”’4 

Dawes took Blair’s sword and those of six other officers and turned 
them over to Adjutant E. P. Brooks; to Major John F. Hauser he 
assigned the task of taking the prisoners—7 officers and 225 enlisted 
men, mainly of the 2nd Mississippi—to the provost guard. Other 
prisoners were captured by the two New York regiments, which 
brought Davis’ loss to about half his force. The balance of the brigade 
withdrew to the west side of Willoughby Run. The Federals re-estab- 
lished their old line facing west along McPherson’s Ridge, and Cutler 
again advanced his regiments. 

Meredith in a companion realignment brought the victorious Iron 
Brigade back to the east side of the run, on the line it had occupied 
before Reynolds sent it against Archer. The 19th Indiana changed 
places with the 24th Michigan and took the left of the line, while the 
7th Wisconsin held the right. Buford meantime had been ordered to 
the far left as a flank guard. The five companies of the 3rd Indiana 
Cavalry declined to hear the order and remained to fight with the 
Iron Brigade.*? 

Heth, too, reorganized his division by moving Archer’s remnants 
to the right and bringing Pettigrew forward to the center. He pulled 
Davis out of the line to allow him to collect his stragglers, judging 
him almost useless for the rest of the day. He sent Brockenbrough 
to Pettigrew’s left. It was 11:30. Two Confederate brigades had 
been deplorably led and badly worsted. Instead of taking advan- 
tage of his numerical superiority over Wadsworth—a Confederate 
division had greater strength than a Federal—Heth had attacked tim- 
idly with half his force and had seen it defeated and scattered without 
making an effort to support it. That he had expected to encounter 
nothing but cavalry was not a sufficient explanation. Pathetically 
droll was his report that “the enemy had now been felt, and found 
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to be in heavy force. . . .” To that some hundreds of dead Confeder- 
ates might have liked to testify. 

On the Federal side, the two remaining First Corps divisions were 
coming into line. While Doubleday was commanding the corps, his 
own division was led by Brigadier General Thomas A. Rowley, a 
West Point graduate from Pennsylvania, who had two small brigades, 
one his own, mainly Pennsylvanians, now commanded by Colonel 
Chapman Biddle, and the other consisting of three Pennsylvania 
mountain regiments commanded by Colonel Roy Stone. 

The other First Corps division was that of Brigadier General John 
C. Robinson, a bushy-whiskered West Point graduate from New 
York, with two brigades, commanded by West Point graduates, Briga- 
dier Generals Gabriel R. Paul and Henry Baxter. At Reynolds’ 
order they had marched behind Wadsworth. On separate roads they 
arrived almost simultaneously on the battlefield. 

Doubleday used Rowley’s men to strengthen the line held by the 
Iron Brigade. He put the two brigades on the two extremes of Mc- 
Pherson’s Woods, Biddle on the left and Stone on the right. Stone’s 
right rested on the Cashtown road. Robinson’s division was held in 
reserve at the Seminary. 


5. A Shot Is Fired from the Rear 


At the outbreak of the war a young West Point graduate, Lieuten- 
ant Colonel Thomas Leiper Kane, began to drill a rifle regiment from 
the Pennsylvania mountain country. Their distinctive garb was a cap 
adorned with the tail of a buck deer. The regiment had the successive 
official names of the Ist Rifles, the 13th Reserves and the 42nd 
Pennsylvania Infantry, but to the Federal army it was known as the 
“Bucktails,.’’34 

Kane, ahead of his time, realized that the rifle had ended the close- 
order infantry attack and had drilled his men in infiltration tactics, 
instructing them to scatter under heavy fire, to make full use of what- 
ever cover the ground offered, to press continually forward where 
the ground gave an advantage, and to fire only when they had a target 
in their sights. He placed emphasis on the individual soldier’s respon- 
sibility. He conducted regular target practice among men already 
skilled as squirrel and deer hunters, and specialized in long-range 
firing, from 200 to 1,000 yards. 

Such was the success of the Bucktails as sharpshooters and skirmish- 
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ers in the early fighting that the War Department wanted more of 
them. In July 1862 it detached Major Roy Stone from the 1st Rifles, 
sent him into the Pennsylvania mountains, and told him to bring out 
an entire new brigade of riflemen with bucktail caps. The 149th and 
150th Regiments were the result. They were assembled from fourteen 
counties, from Potter, McKean, and Tioga bordering on New York, 
through Lycoming, Mifflin, Clarion, Clearfield, and Huntingdon, and 
from Crawford on the Ohio line to a scattering from Philadelphia at 
the east. Sergeant William R. Ramsey gave their qualifications: 
“_.. well formed, of hardy habits, skilled in the use of the rifle... .” 
To these two Bucktail regiments was joined the 143rd Pennsylvania 
Infantry, recruited in the Wyoming Valley. 

The original Bucktails were incensed. They claimed the Secretary 
of War had authorized them to wear the bucktail as a distinctive 
badge to which green recruits were not entitled. They summed up 
their attitude: “There was but one Bucktail regiment, viz., the First 
Rifles, Pennsylvania Reserves.” Public opinion rallied to the side of 
the 1st Rifles. Stone’s men were scorned and dubbed contemptuously 
the “Bogus Bucktails.” 

But now the Bogus Bucktails were to have an opportunity such as 
had never come to those mountaineers who had pre-empted the buck- 
tail name. Doubleday came out to meet them on the field east of the 
seminary, accompanied by Rowley and their staffs. The artillery bom- 
bardment had opened in more deadly earnest across Willoughby Run, 
and, scarcely heard above the exploding shells, Doubleday addressed 
the three regiments, emphasizing the importance of victory. As 
Pennsylvanians, he reminded them, they were defending their own 
soil. Major Thomas Chamberlain of the 150th noted that it was 11:30 
when the regiment, aggregating 397 officers and men, took position 
on the north end of the woods that concealed the Iron Brigade. To 
the right of the 150th, extending past the McPherson farm buildings 
to the Cashtown pike, were the 149th and 143rd. 

When Stone’s men reached this position, littered with the debris 
of the battle between Cutler and Davis and manifestly the center of 
the Federal line, the Bogus Bucktails let out a shout, “We have come 
to stay, boys!’** They could not then know how prophetic was 
their cry. 

Colonel Langhorne Wister of the 150th now sent out his Company 
B as skirmishers, telling them to work ahead until they felt the enemy. 
They moved down the western slope of McPherson’s Ridge to Wil- 
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loughby Run, where they encountered Heth’s skirmishers on the op- 
posite bank. The rivulet along which the fighting had begun was still 
the dividing line between the armies. 

The action lulled. From the ridge Stone’s men could look across 
and see Pender’s division in Heth’s rear. “The enemy seemed to be 
formed in continuous double lines of battle,” said Major Chamber- 
lain; “as a spectacle it was striking.”®> Although Heth’s bombardment 
continued, the Confederates made no effort to renew the infantry 
battle. 

At noon a fleshy little man, old and peculiar, dragging an antiquated 
Enfield rifle and wearing a blue swallow-tailed coat with burnished 
brass buttons—of a style not commonly seen for forty years—a buff 
vest, and a high silk hat, appeared on the left of the 150th and asked, 
“Can I fight with your regiment?” He was referred to Colonel Wister, 
who was coming up. The peculiar intruder was a resident of Gettys- 
burg, John Burns, more than seventy years old. 

“Well, old man, what do you want?” the colonel asked bluntly. 

“IT want a chance to fight with your regiment.” 

“Can you shoot?” 

“Oh, yes,” said the old man, a smile stealing over his face. “If you 
knew you had before you a soldier of the War of 1812, who had 
fought at Lundy’s Lane, you would not ask such a question.” 

The colonel inquired about his ammunition and Burns slapped his 
pockets. “Certainly you can fight with us,” Wister said. “I wish 
there were many more like you.’’°* But he told him to go into the 
woods and fight with the Iron Brigade, where he would have better 
shelter. 

The old man obeyed reluctantly. In the woods he encountered the 
7th Wisconsin, where Colonel Callis discouraged him: “Old man, 
you had better go to the rear or you'll get hurt.” 

Just then a shell burst near by. “Tut! tut! tut! I've heard that 
sort of thing before,” said Burns.*? 

When Callis again ordered him to the rear, he took out an old- 
fashioned powder horn and a cartridge box of bullets, and said if he 
could not fight with the regiment, he would have to fight alone. “There 
are three hundred cowards back in that town,” he said, “who ought 
to come out of their cellars and fight. I will show you that there is 
one man in Gettysburg who is not afraid.” 

Someone handed him a better gun, captured from Archer. His 
condemnation of his home town was scarcely appropriate. Company 
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K of the 1st Pennsylvania Reserves, 5th Corps, part of McCandless’ 
brigade, was composed of veteran soldiers from Gettysburg. A com- 
pany of students from Pennsylvania College and the Theological 
Seminary had skirmished with Early’s division and then marched off 
to Harrisburg under the command of a theological student, Captain 
F. Klinefelter. Some in Gettysburg were in hiding, to be sure. But 
the Burns “bushwhacker” warfare, celebrated in poetry by Bret Harte 
and monumented on the Gettysburg battlefield, was of the exact type 
the Federal General John Pope had threatened to suppress in Vir- 
ginia with retaliatory shootings. 

Lee had not been oppressive in Pennsylvania. He made no war on 
civilians and there was no just occasion for them to rise in a partisan 
outbreak. Lee, in fact, had spared civilians, even when they fired on 
his men at Chambersburg. He had merely confiscated their guns. 

Fighting with the 7th Wisconsin, Burns dropped a Confederate 
officer from a white horse.?& When the Federal line later was dis- 
lodged, he crawled away from his gun and buried his ammunition. 
When he was found wounded, he denied to the Confederates that he 
had been a combatant and said he was hit while seeking help for his 
invalid wife. The truth and heroics had gone out of him. A pitying 
Southern officer had his four wounds dressed by a Confederate sur- 
geon. Then several Confederates loaded him carefully into a wagon, 
to be taken home for acclaim and renown as “the hero of Gettysburg,” 
a title neither discerning nor deserved. 

John Burns had scarcely departed when a shot was heard from the 
rear and a shell burst behind the Bogus Bucktails. Colonel Edmund 
L. Dana of the 143rd thought it was from a Federal battery. When 
a second shell followed he sent word to Colonel Charles S. Wain- 
wright, commanding the First Corps artillery, demanding that the 
reckless firing be stopped.*? 

Another shell, and the truth broke on Stone’s men. Rodes’s divi- 
sion, heading Ewell’s corps, had pushed down from the north and 
seized Oak Hill, the eminence on the flank of the Federal line. The 
entire First Corps, facing west and suddenly menaced from the north, 
was in a most critical situation. 

Fortunately Robinson’s division was still in reserve at the seminary. 
Doubleday hurriedly formed a new line north of the railroad, pro- 
longing that of the balance of the corps. Stone’s brigade was shifted 
to secure protection where possible from the enfilade artillery fire. 
Stone kept the 150th Pennsylvania facing west and changed front 
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with the 143rd and 149th regiments. The 143rd faced north along 
the edge of the Cashtown road, forming a salient where it joined with 
the 150th. 

Anticipating an assault on the salient, Stone advanced his other 
regiment, the 149th, to the line of the railroad right of way that had 
proved a trap for the Mississippians. The reziment was in position 
when Daniel’s brigade of Rodes’s division—the 32nd North Carolina 
flying the new Confederate banner—approached across the northern 
field. 

But Doubleday was fortunate. Along with the arrival of Ewell’s 
1st division under Rodes, Howard’s Eleventh Corps of the Federal 
army was sighted by the seminary lookout, marching up the Emmits- 
burg road at top speed for Gettysburg.*° 


CHAPTER 
TEN 


Oak Hill 


1. Schurz Is Greeted with a Salvo 


Major General Oliver O. Howard, young, nervous, and a question 
mark in the army since Chancellorsville, reached Gettysburg about 
mid-morning, riding ahead of his men and escorted by two companies 
of the 1st Indiana Cavalry. Reynolds had sent him an urgent message 
to bring on the Eleventh Corps, which had camped near Emmitsburg 
and was already on the road when the courier met it. 

Howard had been under marching orders for the morning of July 1 
and had anticipated the need for speed. Dividing his corps, he had 
put Brigadier General Francis C. Barlow on the direct road from 
Emmitsburg to Gettysburg and had shifted his other two divisions, 
those of Major General Carl Schurz and Brigadier General Adolph 
von Steinwehr, to the Taneytown Road. Due to obstructions on the 
main road caused by the passage of the First Corps artillery and 
wagons, he expected the two detachments to reach Gettysburg at about 
the same time. 

Howard’s arrival was timed by witnesses all the way from 9:45 to 
11:30 a.m. and he was uncertain about his own watch, but the hour 
was probably about ten-thirty. He witnessed the retreat of Cutler’s 
regiments under pressure from Davis in the opening phase of the 
battle. That was the cause of his doleful and premature report to 
Meade that the First Corps had fled on its initial contact with the 
enemy. The oral message was the first of his criticisms of the First 
Corps which disturbed Meade and caused him to send Major Gen- 
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eral John Newton, commander of a division of the Sixth Corps, to 
supersede Doubleday, who had been guilty of nothing more than lead- 
ing one of the best day’s fighting in the whole history of the Army of 
the Potomac. Newton did not arrive until after the conclusion of the 
first day. 

Howard was in the cupola of Pennsylvania College? at 11:30 a.m. 
surveying the country when he received intelligence that Reynolds, 
for whom his couriers had been searching, but whom he had not 
sought himself, was lying dead at the seminary; thus, by virtue of his 
seniority Howard commanded all the left-wing forces present on the 
battlefield. 

Howard had not seen Buford or Doubleday and knew nothing of 
the conditions of the conflict. But he learned quickly from Devin’s 
cavalrymen that fresh Confederate columns were expected at any 
instant along the roads leading into Gettysburg from Carlisle and 
Harrisburg. His view of the action west of the town, which had 
lapsed into exchanges between the artillery and skirmishers of the 
two armies, reassured him that there was no emergency in that quarter. 
Gray-coated prisoners, those captured from Archer and Davis, were 
being herded into the town and it appeared that Doubleday had turned 
an initial defeat into a Federal victory. Howard was forced to post- 
pone a visit to the seminary to inspect the lines west of the town, but 
he left Doubleday in charge there, while he returned—“slowly” he 
said—to the Emmitsburg road. At the foot of Cemetery Hill he met 
Schurz, who likewise had ridden ahead of his men. Howard turned 
over to Schurz the command of the Eleventh Corps and gave him 
directions about posting his own division, now under Brigadier Gen- 
eral Alexander Schimmelfennig, and that of Barlow, north of Gettys- 
burg. 

Howard directed his remaining division, Steinwehr’s, to remain in 
reserve on Cemetery Hill south of the town. One of the minor but 
prolonged controversies after the battle concerned whether Howard 
did this of his own inspiration or in compliance with orders received 
from Reynolds. The selection of the position was presumed by most 
of Washington officialdom, grown accustomed to defeat, to be the 
main reason for Northern victory. Cemetery Ridge provided a strong 
rallying point with many tactical advantages, and consequently the 
selection of the ground, more than the army or its commander, was 
held to be the essential thing, and the most important of all the deci- 
sions at Gettysburg. But the ridge was so conspicuous that none 
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could miss it, and whether Buford, Reynolds, Howard, or—more 
certainly in the final decision—Hancock selected it, the army was 
fairly sure to gravitate to it when a rallying point was needed. A 
general was not called for—any private could have picked it out readily 
and made his way there without orders. 

Howard received the thanks of Congress for selecting the position. 
Congress is not infallible in such matters, nor was the Congress in 
question particularly studiously inclined, and certainly all the evidence 
was not in. At this later day it seems clear that Reynolds fought a 
delaying action west of Gettysburg for no other purpose than to secure 
Cemetery Ridge as a concentration point for the other Federal col- 
umns coming up. Both direct and circumstantial evidence support 
this view. Reynolds had told Meade his purpose was to save this 
high ground: such was the implication of his statement that he feared 
the enemy “will get to the heights beyond the town before I can.” He 
had said he would fight “inch by inch” through the streets. This could 
mean only that, in his mind, he was falling back all the while to Cem- 
etery Ridge. 

More direct testimony was supplied by Doubleday, who said that 
one of Howard’s aides arrived soon after Reynolds descended from 
the seminary cupola after an inspection with Buford. The aide re- 
quested instructions regarding the Eleventh Corps, and Reynolds “di- 
rected that General Howard bring his corps forward at once and 
form them on Cemetery Hill as a reserve.’ 

Lieutenant Joseph G. Rosengarten of Reynolds’ staff said this order 
was given in his presence. Howard held Rosengarten in error. 

Even more persuasive is a consideration of the dangerous nature 
of Reynolds’ position on McPherson’s Ridge. It was exposed to flank 
attack by the enterprising enemy known to be approaching. Reynolds’ 
keen military perception would have rejected it for anything more than 
a holding engagement which he would try to sustain until other Fed- 
eral corps came up to his relief. 

The Eleventh Corps had an unenviable reputation in both armies. 
It was preponderantly German, made up mainly of immigrants who 
had fled their mother country during the uprisings of 1848, and who 
were drawn to the Federal cause by their leaders, notably Blenker, 
Schurz, and Franz Sigel. Being chiefly artisans, most of them had 
settled in the North. Their ardor for the cause could not be expected 
to equal that of soldiers possessing an American heritage. Their in- 
ability to speak English caused Confederates to believe they were 
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mercenaries like the Hessians of the Revolutionary War. Antiforeign 
sentiment was still rampant at the outbreak of the war because the 
heavy immigration had depressed wages in the 1850s and crowded 
the slum areas of the Northern cities. The antipathy had its expression 
in a wave of nativism and, politically, in the Know-Nothing Party, 
which had made substantial headway for a time in the decade before 
the war. 

Oliver Howard was thirty-two years old, a native of Leeds, Maine, 
and a graduate of Bowdoin and West Point. He took command of a 
Maine regiment when war broke out and led a brigade at First Manas- 
sas, but at the battle of Fair Oaks he lost his right arm. The question 
might have been raised with him as with Ewell, whether one maimed 
in battle retained the same zest for combat. Howard was a man of 
deeply religious sentiments who prayed in his tent each night. He 
won respect, but, because of a testiness, little affection. This was 
his last battle with the Army of the Potomac. Later he served con- 
genially in Sherman’s “scorched earth” campaigns in Georgia and the 
Carolinas. 

The positions Howard designated for Schimmelfennig and Barlow 
were north of Gettysburg, in open, cultivated country, running at a 
right angle with Doubleday’s line west of the town. Howard, since he 
commanded troops that had shown uncertain qualities at Chancellors- 
ville, might have reflected on the disadvantage of fighting a battle in 
the clearings. The information he already possessed, forecasting the 
approach of heavy Confederate columns from the north, might have 
suggested that he station his corps at the outset on Cemetery and 
Culp’s hills, to which Doubleday could then have retired in orderly 
fashion, although losses in any withdrawal would have been inevitable. 

But time was short and decisions had to be made in haste. Doubt- 
less Howard considered a withdrawal of the entire army to Cemetery 
Hill premature. Slocum had reached Two Taverns, only five miles 
distant, with the Twelfth Corps, and might reasonably be counted 
on for support. Sickles was eleven miles away with the Third Corps 
at Emmitsburg, and Howard now sent urgent messages for assistance 
to both Sickles and Slocum. 

Sickles received Howard’s summons at two o’clock in the afternoon; 
though he was under orders to maintain his position at Emmitsburg 
and watch the South Mountain pass, the fighting spirit was strong in 
his heart. Whatever the orders, a part of the army was in danger. 
He required only a moment for reflection. Leaving two of his brigades 
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to watch the pass, he put the balance of his corps on the road for 
rapid marching to Gettysburg. 

Slocum, believing that an army could respond to but one com- 
mander, declined to budge without direct orders from Meade, main- 
taining that the commanding general’s Pipe Creek Circular—which 
Sickles considered no obstacle to succoring a force under attack— 
fixed a battle position farther back. It would be unwise, he thought, 
to bring on a general engagement elsewhere without Meade’s positive 
instructions. Howard repeated his entreaties to Slocum and finally 
sent his aide and brother, Major Charles Howard, to request Slocum 
to come to the field in person, even with no troops. The Twelfth 
Corps commander declined “to go to the front or take any responsi- 
bility.”* 

Slocum’s attitude amazed his soldiers, who had been forewarned 
of the proximity of the enemy when skirmishers were thrown out well 
to the front and flanks, though they were marching through an open 
country where visibility was good in all directions. Puzzled that the 
pace was not increased with an enemy near, they filed leisurely into 
a field at Two Taverns and went into bivouac, still perplexed, because 
the firing ahead indicated the battle had grown more intense. Three 
couriers dashed up to Slocum in rapid succession, their horses lath- 
ered and jaded. The men looked on curiously; a knot of officers and 
orderlies would form around the commanding general with each ar- 
rival, then would break up and scatter. Through the grapevine the 
private soldiers finally heard that Slocum was being summoned by 
Howard but since he was acting under Meade’s orders, he would not 
join the fighting yet. Late in the day the corps resumed its march 
toward Gettysburg. 

Schimmelfennig’s troops, with their blaring German bands, marched 
into Gettysburg at twelve-thirty. Schimmelfennig was a Prussian of- 
ficer who had served in the Schleswig-Holstein revolution of 1848- 
1850, and with the Prussian force that invaded Baden to quell 
insurgents in 1849. He became colonel of the 74th Pennsylvania 
Infantry, a Germant regiment recruited largely in Pittsburgh, which 
he was reputed to have made into “a model regiment in drill and 
discipline.”® 
_ After halts and conferences, Schurz directed Schimmelfennig to 
march out the Mummasburg road and occupy Oak Hill, on the right 
of Doubleday. The division commander threw out skirmishers and 
began his advance, but even as he left the town he was arrested by 
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a salvo from Rodes’s batteries proclaiming that the Confederates were 
ahead of him and had occupied the hill. 

Instead of falling back to a new position where he might fight 
in conjunction with Doubleday, Howard chose to defend the line in 
the fields which Schimmelfennig had reached when he came under 
fire. Its left ran partly along a small stream that had its source at the 
base of Oak Hill and flowed eastward into Rock Creek, crossing the 
Carlisle road less than half a mile north of Gettysburg. Howard and 
Schurz placed Barlow on the right of Schimmelfennig, his right resting 
on a wooded hump on the bank of Rock Creek, which came to be 
known as Barlow’s Knoll. 

Rock Creek gave some protection on the right and the open fields 
gave security against surprise attack from any direction, but the posi- 
tion was untenable because the Heidlersburg road, along which Devin 
had reported the enemy’s approach, led directly to Barlow’s right 
rear and allowed the position to be easily turned.” 

On the opposite flank, Schimmelfennig had halted before he made 
a juncture with Doubleday’s line. A fatal gap of a quarter of a mile 
remained between the two corps. After the line was formed Howard 
came out from Gettysburg and approved it, then rode to Doubleday’s 
position and gave orders that if retreat became necessary, the First 
Corps commander should retire to Cemetery Hill. 

At this moment Doles’s brigade of Rodes’s division moved along 
the eastern slope of Oak Hill and advanced toward the gap that 
separated Howard from Doubleday. But Doles’s mission for the 
moment was only to hold the Eleventh Federal Corps in check until 
Rodes could strike Doubleday’s right with his other brigades, mainly 
those of O’Neal and Iverson. 


2. The Slaughter of the Carolinians 


Iverson’s brigade, which at the June 30 muster numbered 114 officers 
and 1,356 enlisted men, a total of 1,470 present for duty, had headed 
the march of Rodes’s division and Ewell’s corps on the morning of 
July 1, and was the first to turn south at Hill’s summons. 

As they approached Gettysburg from the northeast, along the 
Heidlersburg road, they heard heavy firing. Two miles from the town 
Rodes marched them by the right flank under cover of the woods to- 
ward the Mummasburg road, which runs southeast into Gettysburg. 
When they reached Oak Hill, the importance of which Rodes intui- 
tively recognized, he had Lieutenant Colonel Thomas H. Carter, com- 
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manding the division’s artillery, put sixteen guns in position on the 
promontory and open on the flank of Doubleday to the south. It was 
1:30 P.M. 

As the first shells exploded amid the gnarled cherry trees of the 
McPherson farm, Rodes could see the quick movements among the 
startled Federals and the deployment of fresh troops coming from 
Gettysburg. These were the first of Robinson’s two brigades hurrying 
into line, Baxter in front, to be followed shortly by Paul. The new 
line was recessed from Stone’s salient, a broken extension of the 
line of Wadsworth and Rowley. Baxter was on the right but Paul sent 
two regiments in rear of the extreme right of Doubleday’s line, and 
bent them around to reach toward Howard. Paul placed the rest of 
his brigade in line, prolonging Baxter’s left, reaching toward Cutler on 
Seminary Ridge north of the railroad. Rodes could see also units 
of the Eleventh Federal Corps marching rapidly out of Gettysburg. 

Rodes formed his division for attack, Iverson on the right, O’Neal 
in the center, and Doles on the left, while Daniel and Ramseur were 
held in support. Daniel was to assist Iverson and if not needed was 
to attack on his right. 

Iverson is entitled to attention because he was perhaps the most 
conspicuous Confederate failure at Gettysburg. His father, Alfred 
Iverson, Sr., former United States Representative and Senator from 
Georgia, whom Robert Toombs had defeated for the Confederate 
Senate, was one of the earliest and most fiery advocates of secession. 
He was scholarly, a Princeton graduate, an orator of great power, 
and a close friend of President Davis, with whom he had served 
in the United States Senate. 

Iverson, Jr., was reared in Columbus, Georgia; he was seventeen 
and a student at the military institute at Tuskegee, Alabama, when 
war began with Mexico. The father raised and equipped a regiment 
which the son entered as a soldier. In 1855, when Jefferson Davis 
was Secretary of War and Iverson, Sr., was a Senator, he was ap- 
pointed by Davis a first lieutenant in the 1st United States Cavalry. 
The regular army commission of that grade was a distinction for a 
young man fresh from civilian life. He served during the Kansas 
statehood troubles and when the Southern states seceded he resigned 
to obtain a commission from his old patron, Davis. Stationed with 
the 20th North Carolina Regiment, he was elected camp commander 
and in consequence colonel. 
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Rodes’s confused attack from Oak Hill. July 1, 1863, 1:30 to 3:00 P.M. 


From the commanding position on Oak Hill, Rodes watched Rob- 
inson’s men aligning themselves in his front and misunderstood their 
movements, which were merely to secure the best defensive position 
available. He judged they were preparing an assault and sought to 
anticipate them. “Boys,” he said to the 12th North Carolina, one of 
Iverson’s regiments, “they are advancing upon us. Go ahead and meet 
them.”® “ 

Rodes’s division was formed in an obtuse angle, with Doles and 
O’Neal facing south, Iverson facing southeast, and Daniel and Ram- 
seur facing south in the rear. Iverson was attacking a Federal front 
that ran directly north and south, and therefore was approaching on 
an oblique line that put the brunt of the action on his left regiments, 
which were being supported by O’Neal. Iverson’s line, from left to 
right, was made up of the Sth, 20th, 23rd, and 12th North Carolina 
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regiments. The 12th, on the far right, had its flank in the air, except 
for the support it might expect from the advance of Daniel, who was 
much to the rear. 

The line which Iverson was preparing to assail ran through the 
Forney farm, immediately south of Oak Hill. The farmhouse stood 
south of the Mummasburg road and the fields extended along the road 
for about a mile, the cultivated land being a quarter of a mile deep. 
It was bounded on the east by a stone fence which marked the Federal 
line, extending south about 550 yards from the road to a clump of 
timber north of the unfinished railroad. 

The Federal defending line, from its right to left, or from the 
Mummasburg road to the stand of timber, consisted of the 90th Penn- 
sylvania—with its right resting on the road—12th Massachusetts, 88th 
Pennsylvania, 83rd New York, 11th Pennsylvania, and 97th New 
York. They comprised Brigadier General Harry Baxter’s brigade, 
excepting the 11th Pennsylvania, which was detached from Paul’s 
brigade. 

Even before Iverson could move out, O’Neal’s brigade on his left 
had attacked prematurely and had been beaten back, leaving his 
left flank, which—owing to his oblique position—was the one heading 
his assault, grievously exposed. Baxter had seen O’Neal’s advance and 
had quickly moved the 90th Pennsylvania and 12th Massachusetts 
to the right, changed their front to face northwest, stopped the Con- 
federates with a destructive fire, and sent them reeling to the rear. 
The two Northern regiments then returned to their original position 
in time to meet Iverson. 

Second Lieutenant Walter A. Montgomery of the 12th North Caro- 
lina, on Iverson’s far right, could look down the line as the brigade 
went into action. It was two o’clock. The Federal position was half 
a mile ahead and the ground in front of it was barren of any protective 
features. Montgomery could not see a single bush or tree. But Iverson 
ordered his men forward with the words “Give them hell,” and 
seemed to take little further interest in the matter. He did not follow 
the advance or undertake to correct the brigade’s faulty alignment. 
Nor had he or Rodes effectively reconnoitered what was in his front. 
The men were ignorant of the nature of the defensive line or the size 
of the force crouching behind the wall. Not a Federal flag showed 
above the parapet of rocks. Not a blue-capped soldier raised his 
head. Iverson, in a disastrous lapse from established practice, had 
neglected to send skirmishes ahead of his battle line. 


OAK HILL 131 


“Unarmed, unled as a brigade, we went to our doom,” said Captain 
Vines E. Turner of the 23rd North Carolina in the center of the line. 
“Deep and long must the desolate homes and orphan children of 
North Carolina rue the rashness of that hour.”!° One of Ramseur’s 
soldiers, more blunt, charged that Iverson had been drinking and was 

“off hiding somewhere.”’!4 

The North Carolina regiments were close to the wall when the 
Federal line rose up and poured in a deadly fire at point-blank range. 
The 5th, on the left flank, suffered the greatest shock, but the blast 
caught also the 20th, the 23rd, and the two left companies of the 
12th. Even the Federals were appalled. “We delivered such a deadly 
volley at very short range, that death’s mission was with unerring cer- 
tainty,”’* said Lieutenant Colonel A. J. Sellars of Baxter’s right regi- 
ment. This, the 90th Pennsylvania, aided by the 12th Massachusetts, 
was able to get in a destructive enfilade fire. Two regiments of Paul’s 
brigade, on Baxter’s left—the 16th Maine and 94th New York—also 
put in a raking fire. 

All that Iverson’s men could do was to run or hit the ground in 
the open, and the regiments were not of running material. The men 
found a shallow dip in the field about 80 yards in front of the stone 
wall. There, little protected from the Federals behind the wall and 
openly exposed to the flank fire, they tried to form a firing line. Lieu- 
tenant Colonel William S$. Davis, commanding the 12th, saw a small 
bottom in a wheat field and moved his regiment into it, giving them 
the only worth-while protection along the front. He looked to the 
right and left and could see huge gaps in the Confederate line in both 
directions. Daniel’s brigade was still far removed to his right rear. 

“I was left alone without any orders,” he said, “with no com- 
munication with the right or left, and with only 175 men confronting 
several thousand.”* Owing to the exposure of this flank, Cutler’s 
brigade near the railroad grading changed front and put an enfilade 
fire into Iverson’s right, as had Paul. 

The 20th North Carolina in the left center was pinned down and 
helpless. “I believe every man who stood up was either killed or 
wounded,”?!* said Lieutenant Oliver Williams, who was himself hit. 
This regiment had participated in a touching event, well remembered 
by both armies. At Fredericksburg in late 1862, after the Sharpsburg 
campaign, it had held a dress parade at which the band played 
“Dixie.” Across the Rappahannock a Northern band heard and 
played back the song as a bit of camaraderie. The band of the 20th 
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North Carolina responded by playing “Yankee Doodle.” Then both 
bands, as if by prearrangement, joined in “Home, Sweet Home.” The 
chorus ran along the lines and both armies sang and wept. 

Now, many of the men, trapped in the most critical moment of the 
regiment’s history, again were thinking of their North Carolina homes. 
The survivors never forgot the hour. They would inscribe in the 
regiment’s records: “Initiated at Seven Pines, sacrificed at Gettysburg, 
and surrendered at Appomattox.”é 

Every commissioned officer of the 23rd North Carolina except one 
was either killed or wounded. “Unable to advance, unwilling to re- 
treat, the brigade lay down in this hollow . . . and fought the best 
it could,” Captain Turner said. 

While the brigade was pinned down, alert General Baxter pushed 
out the 88th Pennsylvania and the 83rd and 97th New York to a point 
80 yards due west of the stone fence and captured about 300 prisoners, 
including 200 of the 20th North Carolina, and the regiment’s flag. 
The flag and some of the men were recaptured later in the day by 
Captain A. H. Galloway of the 45th North Carolina, of Daniel’s 
brigade. Using their bayonets and gun butts as clubs, the Federals 
drove in forty-nine additional prisoners from the 23rd North Carolina 
and captured that regiment’s flag. 

Iverson apparently received only garbled accounts of what was hap- 
pening, for he notified Rodes that one of his regiments had put up a 
white flag and gone over to the enemy.!? The preposterous charge he 
later found to be untrue, although he adhered to an assertion that he 
had seen white handkerchiefs raised. Even this explanation, which is 
sometimes accepted, is doubtful. The North Carolina regiments did 
not record it. 

Iverson said he found later that 500 of his men were lying dead 
and wounded in “a line as straight as a dress parade” and he exoner- 
ated the brigade “with one or two disgraceful individual exceptions.” 
But because of his false report, word spread over the army that a 
North Carolina regiment had surrendered en masse. It reached the 
6th North Carolina of Early’s division, where such irresolute men 
were cited as a warning by Lieutenant Colonel Samuel McDowell 
Tate.° No regiments served more gallantly than those so miserably 
led by Iverson. Rodes agreed that they “fought and died like heroes”; 
and he, too, reported that the dead and wounded lay on the field in a 
distinctly marked line of battle.?° 

After the battle rolled on elsewhere, Rodes, riding behind his line, 
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thought he saw a regiment lying down to escape the fire of the 
Northern muskets. As he drew closer, he perceived they were all 
corpses. 

Current regimental reports of the casualties were lost. Later returns 
showed 512 killed and wounded and 308 missing. Perhaps a more 
accurate estimate of the dead and wounded was made by Captain 
Turner, who placed the figure at 750. This would about check with 
the estimate of Lieutenant Montgomery of the 12th Regiment, who 
said between 350 and 400 were on hand when the brigade reassem- 
bled, out of 1,470 officers and men engaged. 

Captain Turner reported that one of the privates of the 23rd was 
found dead, still clenching his musket, with five bullets through his 
head. That told the story of the leaden hail under which the men had 
lain. Lieutenant George B. Bullock of the 23rd said it was the only 
battle from Williamsburg to Appomattox where the blood actually 
ran in a rivulet, and it did just that at the bottom of the depression.*1 
The brigade, and apparently with it the spirit of much of Rodes’s 
division, was virtually destroyed. Daniel Harvey Hill, who had com- 
manded the division in days of its greater glory, had never allowed a 
brigade to be sacrificed so needlessly. 

Iverson was in such a distressful and played-out condition that 
Captain D. P. Halsey, his assistant adjutant general, had to reorganize 
the shattered regiments.?? Iverson a little later was relieved from 
service in the Army of Northern Virginia. The steps are not quite 
clear. The North Carolinians refused to serve under him any longer. 
They attributed their catastrophe to the lack of a commander on the 
field. President Davis, some claimed, shielded Iverson from a court- 
martial. He was returned to Georgia, where later in the war he com- 
manded a cavalry detachment. 

The memory of Iverson’s defeat lingered long in North Carolina, 
as Captain Turner had predicted. It was, perhaps, the North State’s 
darkest hour. That night Lee’s pioneers dug some shallow pits at 
the bottom of the depression behind Iverson’s line in which the dead 
were buried in a few common graves. These came to be known over 
the Pennsylvania countryside as “Iverson’s Pits.”” The unhappy spirits 
of the slaughtered North Carolina soldiers were reputed to abide in 
this section of the battlefield. Lieutenant Montgomery returned in 
1898, thirty-five years after the battle, and learned from John S. 
Forney that a superstitious terror had long hung over the area. Farm 
laborers would not work there after night began to settle.?° 
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Montgomery walked over the fields with Forney, who still owned 
and lived on the farm, as he had at the time of the battle.24 They 
went to the pits, where the grass each year had shown a deeper verdure 
in springtime, and crops were luxuriant on years when the land was 
tended. Using the staffs they carried as pointers, they easily traced 
the edges of the pits by the more exuberant vegetation.2> Though the 
bones had been disinterred during the general removal of the Confed- 
erate dead from Gettysburg to Richmond, the soil had been enriched 
with human flesh and blood. 

Captain Turner of the 23rd Regiment visited the field that same 
year and dug into the empty pits. He found them “a veritable mine 
of war relics”—bullets, grapeshot, and shrapnel fragments released as 
the bodies of the soldiers had decayed.?6 

Montgomery noticed that Jessup Sheads had built a house on the 
site which the 97th New York, on Baxter’s left, had occupied while 
it faced the 12th North Carolina. He said Sheads furnished wine to 
visitors to that part of the battlefield, and the arbors were on ground 
where the 12th North Carolina had left its dead.27 


What remained of Iverson’s brigade after the Federal descent on 
its left flank and the capture of the prisoners was saved by the arrival 
of Ramseur. Rodes had not thought to caution Ramseur against the 
same fate that befell Iverson’s men. Ramseur was moving straight 
toward the stone wall when two lieutenants ran back and warned 
him,** suggesting that he trail off to the left and strike the right flank 
of the Federals. 

That was the precise maneuver the brilliant young brigadier general 
made. Robinson saw the menace to his right and tried to change 
front to meet it, but Ramseur was quick and caught Baxter’s men 
while they were thus engaged and before they could bring their guns 
into play. He held his fire until he could enfilade the entire line behind 
the stone wall, then delivered it with devastating effect. 

Stephen Dodson Ramseur, Lee’s youngest brigadier general—called 
the Chevalier Bayard of the war by the Richmond press?°—was a 
handsome, black-eyed, highly intelligent graduate in the last class 
out of West Point before the states seceded. He was slim, erect, 
martial in his bearing, but boyish with his high, rounded brow, thick 
dark hair and an open, friendly manner that endeared him to his 
men. None sat with more grace or managed his horse with greater 
skill. His love was for the artillery and he always seemed a little 
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reluctant that he was pushed ahead so rapidly in infantry commands. 

A Lincolnton, North Carolina, youth, he had attended Davidson 
College when Daniel Harvey Hill was professor of mathematics there, 
and had applied for a cadetship at West Point with Hill’s encourage- 
ment. Ramseur was twenty-five years old when given a brigade and 
had just passed his twenty-sixth birthday when Lee headed north, 
using him to head the invasion. He had led the charge at Malvern Hill 
and the advance for Jackson at Chancellorsville, being wounded in 
both attacks. 

On one matter the army appeared to be agreed: that there was no 
more courageous brigade commander in the service. A memorial 
sketch apparently written by his old professor and commander, Harvey 
Hill, emphasized this quality, and stated that he “revelled in the fierce 
joys of strife,” and that “his whole being seemed to kindle and glow 
amid the excitements of danger.’’*° 

Ramseur swept down the stone wall of the Forney farm from left 
to right, dislodged Robinson’s division, one of the most stubborn 
commands of the Federal army, and pushed the two brigades back 
step by step slowly toward the seminary. Iverson and Ramseur had 
identical assignments; the one threw his brigade away, the other tri- 
umphed skillfully. In this action General Paul, commanding Robin- 
son’s First Brigade, was shot and permanently blinded in both eyes. 


3. The Stand of the Bogus Bucktails 


To the right, Daniel’s brigade came into action after Iverson had been 
all but destroyed. Moving from the western slope of Oak Hill, Daniel 
had to travel a longer distance and, being the right brigade of Rodes’s 
division, he had to make a contact with Pender’s division of A. P. 
Hill’s corps. The brigade had 2,100 men in five regiments and one 
separate battalion, all from North Carolina. While Iverson was con- 
fronting Baxter, Daniel skirted across the front of Cutler’s brigade, 
passed through the hollow to Iverson’s right, and moved toward the 
railroad cut and the Cashtown road, where he at once came under 
the fire of Stone’s Bogus Bucktails, rated among the best marksmen 
of the Northern army.*? 

Stone’s men had been under a constant pounding from Rodes’s 
guns on Oak Hill and from Heth’s batteries on Herr Ridge beyond Wil- 
loughby Run, and while the position was highly uncomfortable, Major 
Chamberlin considered the casualties not heavy because of the defec- 
tive nature of the Southern ammunition. But the ammunition was good 
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enough to force withdrawal of the Federal guns from the edge of the 
woods in Stone’s rear. 

Without knowing of the existence of the railroad cut, Daniel ap- 
proached it and encountered a withering fire from the 149th Pennsyl- 
vania on the opposite side, which drove him back. Lieutenant Colonel 
Walton Dwight ordered the 149th to follow him across the cut. 
Dwight’s men with great difficulty descended the embankment and 
clambered up the north side, where sliding shale slowed them. 

But Dwight was the kind of man for whom the Pennsylvania moun- 
taineers would go up the sheer sides of a precipice if he gave the word. 
He, too, had a combination of the varieties of courage. When Secre- 
tary Stanton closed the army to all visitors and issued a ban on passes, 
Dwight put in an application for a pass for an old man to visit his 
dying son. Stanton arbitrarily denied it and must have been stunned 
when Dwight stormed in with a blistering reproach. He told the 
domineering Secretary of War exactly what was on his mind: “My 
name is Dwight, Walton Dwight, Lieutenant Colonel of the One 
Hundred and Forty-ninth Regiment of Pennsylvania Volunteers. You 
can dismiss me from the service as soon as you like, but I am going 
to tell you what I think of you.”®? 

Then he lit into Stanton with such vigor that the rebuked Secretary 
gave Dwight the pass and rescinded the entire order. 

Dwight was now out in the open, with a resolute enemy in his front 
and the railroad cut in his rear. His men and Daniel’s blazed away 
at each other. Doubleday watched the movement and thought it bold. 
Dwight fired two volleys, then charged with bayonets and pressed 
Daniel back farther, but the Carolinians returned and soon had the 
149th scurrying to the other side. Daniel brought up a gun and sta- 
tioned two of his companies to enfilade the railroad cut. Stone’s men 
were held thereafter to the southern side. Stone, the gallant com- 
mander of the Bogus Bucktails, had come up to take charge of the 
movement and was heedless of his personal safety. While trying to 
extricate the regiment, he was hit by two bullets and carried out of 
the action. He was succeeded by Colonel Langhorne Wister of the 
150th Pennsylvania. 

Daniel’s men now returned to the close-quarter fighting. With the 
149th Regiment hard pressed, Wister called on his own regiment, fac- 
ing west, to change front and face north along the roadway, a difficult 
maneuver which was nevertheless readily executed just in time for the 
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150th to pour a fire on Daniel at close range. The advancing Con- 
federates were again driven into the woods. Fresh from the Carolina 
coast, the brigade was one of the best in the Southern army. Of it a 
regimental colonel said that “it never refused to advance when ordered 
and was never known to retire without command.” 

Colonel Thomas S. Kenan, of the 43rd North Carolina, noted that 
Daniel handled the brigade “with consummate skill.” Now that he 
perceived Stone’s markmanship, he broke up his close formations and 
sent in clouds of skirmishers close to the cut, where a destructive fire 
was exchanged with the 149th Pennsylvania, which Wister advanced. 
In this fighting Colonel Wister was shot through the face, and the 
Bogus Bucktails lost their second commander. Colonel Edmund L. 
Dana of the 143rd Pennsylvania took command. In the same fighting 
Lieutenant Colonel Dwight, of the 149th, and Major Chamberlin and 
Lieutenant Colonel H. S. Huiedekoper of the 150th were wounded. 

Neither the Carolinians nor the Pennsylvanians had been able to 
gain an advantage after some of the hardest close-range fighting on 
the field, and the action now settled into a continuous exchange of 
rifle fire destructive to both commands. It was 2:30 p.m. The Bogus 
Bucktails had held their salient, but they had not yet felt the full im- 
pact of the forces being arrayed against them. Daniel’s left meantime 
had engaged part of Paul and Cutler, indecisively, at longer range. 

Rodes had attacked by his brigades in succession rather than in 
concert and by mid-afternoon three of them had met either with 
check or disaster. His battle had not opened any more auspiciously 
than Heth’s. The brilliancy he had shown under Jackson at Chan- 
cellorsville had been lacking during the unusual opportunity for 
distinction that had been presented to his division by its timely arrival 
on Doubleday’s flank at Gettysburg. Ewell, who was with him, had 
not helped. He was already disclosing that he was not aggressively 
commanding, but was merely accompanying his soldiers. 

But new factors had entered the battle northwest of Gettysburg. 
Heth, who had not yet engaged the brigades of Pettigrew and Brock- 
enbrough, had been restive under the restraint imposed on him by 
orders from Lee not to bring on a general battle. General Lee was 
now in the rear, in the neighborhood of Marsh Creek, and Heth rode 
back to him. 

“Rodes is heavily engaged,” he told the commanding general. “Had 
I not better attack?” 
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“No,” he quoted Lee as replying. “I am not prepared to bring on 
a general engagement today. Longstreet is not up.”®> 

Heth returned to his division, where he detected that the Federals 
were moving troops from his front to support those attacking Rodes. 
They were apparently Stone’s men, on the bald crest of McPherson’s | 
Ridge, where they could be seen easily, changing front to fight Daniel. | 
He reported this intelligence to General Lee, this time probably by 
courier, as he made no reference to a second trip to the rear. On 
the second request he received permission to resume his attack.3¢ | 


CHAPTER 
ELEVEN 


The Battle of the Two Colonels 


1. Zeb Vance Inspires a Regiment 


Heth’s assault was now about to precipitate one of the most gripping 
incidents of the Confederate War—the meeting of the 26th North 
Carolina Regiment of Pettigrew’s brigade, commanded by the “boy 
colonel” Harry King Burgwyn, and the 24th Michigan of Meredith’s 
Iron Brigade, led by an expatriate Virginian, Colonel Henry A. 
Morrow. 

The episode manifested again that wars are most stubbornly con- 
tested between peoples of the same race and cultural heritage. His- 
torically foreign wars have been made by governments, often as an 
expression of baffling statecraft. They have been a game which, in 
the words of Cowper, “were their subjects wise, Kings would not 
play at.” Civil wars, on the other hand, are popular uprisings where 
each side sees the compelling necessity of its own stand. Distrusts 
between governments set off foreign wars; revolutions arise out of 
solemn popular convictions. Whipped-up hatreds attend foreign wars; 
civil strife is marked not so much by aversion as by a sense of right- 
eousness felt deeply enough to tear a nation asunder. 

So it was in the War between the States, where each side found a 
spiritual justification, transcending all emotion, in a belief that it 
fought in the sacred name of Freedom. Only this could explain the 
intensity, the firm resolution and the heedless personal sacrifice that 
distinguished this internecine struggle above all other American wars. 

The 26th North Carolina Infantry, a name synonymous with blood, 
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death, and glory, had been Governor Zebulon Vance’s regiment, re- 
cruited largely in the Piedmont counties, although two companies of 
hillmen were among them. Vance was a mountaineer, a native of 
Buncombe County, who had begun his career as a hotel clerk at Hot 
Springs. His great natural force, with which his regiment came to be 
imbued, was rated among the mountain dwellers as powerful as that 
of his own French Broad River, which wrested and twisted its way 
through the lofty barrier of the Great Smoky Mountains. 

War had taken Vance from Congress to the command of a com- 
pany, Buncombe County’s hard-hitting Rough and Ready Guards, 
which, in Ramseur’s brigade, had been first across the Potomac of 
Lee’s army. A fall from an apple tree in early boyhood had broken 
Vance’s left hip and left him with a shortened leg and ambling gait. 
This was more than compensated for by his intense ardor, superb 
command of language, ready wit, and extraordinary capacity for mak- 
ing solid friendships. Soldier, Governor, United States Senator, Vance 
enjoyed as have few other men in the country’s history the abiding 
affection of the people of his own state. A little later in the war he 
would make an inspirational speaking tour of the different commands 
of the Army of Northern Virginia. Jeb Stuart, who accompanied him, 
declared that, measured by results, “Vance is the greatest orator that 
ever lived,” and General Lee was quoted as saying his visit to the 
army was “worth 50,000 recruits.’’! 

Such was the inspiring man who had met the impressionable youths 
of the 26th Regiment. After electing Vance colonel the regiment had 
gone on to choose Burgwyn, the camp instructor, its lieutenant colonel. 
Almost immediately a good many judged that here the regiment had 
made an appalling mistake. The young man was all intensity. The 
regiment was literally snatched out of bed and shaken to attention. 
“At first sight,” said Corporal John R. Lane, who would soon rise 
to become lieutenant colonel, “I both admired and feared him.’2 
Burgwyn, the son of a wealthy Northampton County planter, had 
been educated by tutors and prepared for West Point, but had been 
diverted to the University of North Carolina, where, like Pettigrew, he 
had led his class, though he was graduated at the early age of eighteen. 
His father, hearing the rumblings of the oncoming war, had influenced 
him to continue his studies at Virginia Military Institute, where he 
caught the attention of the austere T. J. Jackson, professor of artillery 
and natural philosophy. Jackson gave him the top recommendation 
one might expect from such a stern recluse, saying he would “make 
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an ornament not only to the artillery, but any branch of the military 
service.”* 

Vance inspired the regiment with his own tough, unyielding spirit, 
but he left the drill and military formalities to Burgwyn. The lieu- 
tenant colonel, twenty years old, conducted it with all the zeal of a 
V.M.I. cadet who had gratified “Old Jack.” However cherished may 
have been the rugged independence of these Carolinians who had 
never recognized the frailest filaments of repression or restraint, war 
was something real to the diligent lieutenant colonel who meant to 
have a regiment that would obey him in battle. Something had been 
imparted to him from the intense light that burned in T. J. Jackson’s 
pale-blue eyes. 

Some of the men, looking on the war as a short-term lark that 
nobody needed to get excited about, grumbled at the martinet officer 
and swore that he would get the proper kind of attention when they 
fought their first battle. But they found in their first action that 
Burgwyn was the very prop they needed. He was in front when they 
advanced and in their rear when they retreated. 

They perceived what it meant to have a coolheaded lieutenant col- 
onel who knew how to conduct an engagement. Thoroughly disliked 
before the battle, Burgywn came out of it “the regiment’s pride and 
joy.’* The 26th went on to Virginia and took terrible punishment 
in the assault on Malvern Hill. 

The test for Burgwyn came when Vance was elected Governor of 
North Carolina. He left the regiment in August 1862. The lieutenant 
colonel was still not twenty-one. The 26th was under Brigadier Gen- 
eral Matt W. Ransom, who declared that he “wanted no boy colonel in 
his brigade.”® The regiment decided to show its dander. The men 
made it known that they would have no other colonel than young 
Burgwyn, and petitioned to be taken out of Ransom’s brigade. Hard- 
fighting D. H. Hill interceded; by all means Burgwyn should be pro- 
moted. Vance employed his influence. He knew the 26th needed 
Burgwyn. On his departure he had delivered a stirring speech: “It is 
fight to the end. All you can expect is War! War!! War!!!® 

So youthful Harry King Burgwyn was appointed colonel of the 26th 
by the Confederate War Department, field officers no longer being 
elected, and the regiment was assigned a little later to Pettigrew. John 
R. Lane, captain, but lately corporal, was appointed lieutenant colo- 
nel. The regiment knew what he would do for the soldiers. When they 
had charged up Malvern Hill he had carried inside his blouse the 
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company’s pay, wrapped in a newspaper. In the blood and excitement 
of the assault the package disappeared, and such were the demands of 
the wounded that night that he did not discover the loss until the next 
morning. Lee’s army had been repulsed. Lane, unaware that McClel- 
lan also had retired during the night, set out alone to search the 
ground that had been saturated with Southern blood. Diligently he 
looked, and finally, half covered by dead and wounded, he found the 
packet of money, still wrapped and tied.? He hurried back and the 
company rejoiced with him. 

One of the soldiers observed that Pettigrew and Burgwyn were 
“made for each other,” being alike in their intensity, courage, zest for 
battle, martial bearing, and skillful horsemanship. Lieutenant Colonel 
Lane developed into a good drillmaster and the 26th came to vie with 
the 11th as “the best drilled regiment in the Confederate service.” 


2. The Factories Answer with Men 


The 24th Michigan, which Burgwyn’s regiment faced, had been born 
out of a Detroit riot. When Lincoln issued a call for 300,000 volun- 
teers in the critical summer of 1862, the sentiments of Detroit, like 
those of other northern cities, were mixed, and the great mass meeting 
called together by the city authorities broke up in pandemonium. The 
Knights of the Golden Circle, augmented by refugee Confederates 
from the Canadian side of the Detroit River, had mobbed the meeting, 
drowned out the orations with catcalls, and finally wrecked the plat- 
form and driven off the speakers. 

Ruffianism controlled the town. Sheriff Mark Flanigan and his 
deputies restored order to the shocked community. The good citizens 
determined to redeem their standing and display good faith to the 
nation by recruiting not only the six regiments called for under Presi- 
dent Lincoln’s proclamation, but also a seventh, a bonus regiment, 
which would prove to the world the city’s loyalty to the cause. 

The city judge, Henry A. Morrow, raised and led the regiment. 
Morrow had come to Detroit when a lad. Born in Warrenton, Vir- 
ginia, he had been left an orphan without money or friends, and had 
made his way to Washington. There, being bright and courteous, he 
got a job as a Senate page boy, where the old soldier, General Lewis 
Cass, Senator from Michigan, who had raised himself by his own 
energies on a turbulent frontier, became attached to the young Vir- 
ginian. Cass inspired him to read assiduously and encouraged him to 
move to Detroit and take up law.§ 
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After reaching Detroit young Morrow enlisted as a private in a 
Michigan regiment and served in the Mexican War. Afterward he 
returned to Detroit, to begin a law practice, became recorder, and 
when the Recorder’s Court was established in 1858, became its first 
judge.° Soon he was a familiar figure in Detroit public affairs, genial 
and pleasant, an excellent public speaker, an avid reader, and a 
respected jurist. 

He was just the man to conduct a rapid, high-pressure campaign, 
sparkling with patriotism and publicity, to raise the bonus regiment. 
With the aid of Sheriff Flanigan, he had a full roster ready for muster 
into the Federal service in the remarkably short time of thirty days. 

While he was making an eloquent appeal at a recruiting mass meet- 
ing, some wag in the crowd called out, “Why don’t you enlist, J udge?” 

“Tm going to,” Morrow replied quickly.1° 

And he kept his word. When the regiment was organized the gover- 
nor appointed him colonel. Sheriff Flanigan became lieutenant colonel. 

On August 29, 1862, the 24th Regiment was assembled on the 
Campus Martius for departure to Virginia. The eyes of Michigan 
were on it and in performance it would have to excel. The ceremonies 
were elaborate. Local business houses had prepared a costly flag, with 
quilted stars on the blue field, inscribed with the words “24th Mich- 
igan Infantry,” a regimental name destined to become as honored as 
that of any who ever carried the Stars and Stripes. 

Colonel Morrow accepted the colors and the top officers took the 
swords that the admiring groups of citizens of Detroit presented—the 
lawyers to Morrow, and the deputy sheriffs to Flanigan.!2 Of the regi- 
ment’s ten companies, eight were from Detroit, one from Plymouth 
and one from Livonia. Detroit even then had industrial pretensions 
and the factories had poured out their men. A public purse was col- 
lected to tide over families of the industrial recruits. Receptions and 
demonstrations occurred en route to the front, but the regiment was 
on its own when it was finally incorporated into the Army of the 
Potomac. 

Rufus R. Dawes, then a major of the 6th Wisconsin, an Iron Bri- 
gade regiment, wrote from camp near Sharpsburg: “A fine new regi- 
ment has been added to our brigade . . . a splendid looking body of 
men... they are, as we were, crazy to fight.”1* A month later the 
brigade was at Warrenton, Virginia, without a single cracker. The 
veteran regiments, accustomed to scarcity, waited patiently for pro- 
visions to come up. The Wolverines were indignant at not being 
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fed in their colonel’s home town. They went about all day bellowing 
loudly, “Bread! Bread!” The balance of the brigade looked on con- 
temptuously, but there was no contempt after the Detroiters had gone 
through the bloody battle of Fredericksburg. Dawes told the story 
in his letters home: “No soldiers ever faced fire more bravely... . 
Col. Morrow . .. enterprising, brave, and ambitious . . . stepped into 
a circle of the best and most experienced regimental commanders of 
the Army.” 


3. Pettigrew Carries McPherson’s Ridge 


At a signal from Heth, Pettigrew advanced his brigade, numbering 
about 3,000 officers and men, a quarter of a mile across a wheat field, 
down the incline to Willoughby Run, and into McPherson’s Woods, 
where the obstinate Iron Brigade that had scattered and captured 
Archer four hours earlier still waited. 

Brockenbrough was on Pettigrew’s left, moving against the McPher- 
son farmhouse and outbuildings. At that point the Iron Brigade joined 
Stone’s Bogus Bucktails, who held the Cashtown pike. Some remnants 
of Davis’ brigade moved on Brockenbrough’s left. Archer’s survivors, 
commanded by Colonel Fry, marched on Pettigrew’s right. Heth’s 
line thus consisted, from left to right, of Davis, Brockenbrough, Petti- 
grew, and Fry. Opposed to them, from the Federal right to left, were 
Stone, Meredith, and Biddle. Meredith’s regiments in the woods were, 
right to left, the Sea 7th Wisconsin, 24th Michigan and 19th 
Indiana. 

Pettigrew appeared on his dapple gray, matching his trim, fresh 
uniform,!> and rode forward with the men. “Oh, what a splendid place 
for artillery!” Colonel Burgwyn exclaimed to Lieutenant Colonel 
Lane, as the 26th moved out from Herr Ridge. “Why don’t they fire 
on them?’’2é 

The Southerners had scarcely gained momentum when Heth was 
hit. He had ordered the attack but knew nothing more about it until 
the next day. A Minié ball struck him on the head and rendered him 
insensible for thirty hours. Undoubtedly he would have been killed 
had his new hat not been too large. In Cashtown his quartermaster 
had exchanged Confederate script for Yankee headgear and offered 
Heth his pick. The one he selected was so big he had put a folded 
newspaper inside the sweat band. The bullet was slowed by the folds 
and did not penetrate his skull, although the impact took him out of 
the rest of the battle. Pettigrew assumed command of the division. 
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Meredith also went down early. He and his horse were hit by frag- 
ments of the same shell, and the horse rolled on him, causing severe 
internal injuries. Command of the Iron Brigade passed to Colonel 
Morrow, but he paid little attention to the brigade and continued to 
fight with his Michigan regiment. 

Young Colonel Burgwyn was impatient as he marched his Caro- 
linians in perfect alignment. While waiting in the wheat on the oppo- 
site hill, he had been conscious of the frightful loss of time. With a 
concerted attack Heth might have walked into Gettysburg. He attri- 
buted it to Hill’s absence. The men had passed jokes as they waited. 
“Religious services were not held, as they should have been, owing 
to the absence of our chaplains.”’” In the woods 300 yards away they 
could catch glimpses of the tall, bell-crowned black hats of the Federal 
infantrymen, showing conspicuously through the green foliage. The 
hot sun was on their necks and the sweat ran down their arms and 
Slickened their gunstocks. Off to the left Rodes’s troops could be 
seen battling against Robinson. “Never was a grander sight beheld. 
The lines extended more than a mile, all distinctly visible to us.” 

Taking the center of the regiment, Burgwyn sent Lane to the right 
and Major John T. Jones to the left. The 26th moved at a quickstep, 
marching into action at attention, as on the drill ground. The stand- 
ard-bearer, J. B. Mansfield, was four paces in front of the line, with 
four color guards on either side of the standard. All kept step and 
made a “pretty and perfect line.”’!8 

It was two o’clock when Pettigrew’s soldiers struggled through the 
heavy underbrush and blackberry briers that still formed a barrier 
along the banks of Willoughby Run, after much threshing about of 
skirmishers and Archer’s regiments. They came at once under the 
fire of Cooper’s battery, posted on McPherson’s Ridge to their right, 
between the Iron Brigade and Biddle. Cooper’s guns were soon joined 
by those of Stewart’s Battery B, of the 4th United States Artillery, 
stationed on the ridge behind the juncture of Stone and Meredith. 
After the battle this battery would claim that more men fell before 
its guns than before any other battery of the Federal army. 

On crossing Willoughby Run, Burgwyn’s men crowded to the 
center. Cooper’s battery caused frightful loss from its enfilade posi- 
tion. Along the bank Burgwyn restored the alignment and the regi- 
ment moved ahead into the woods. For a moment bullets seemed to 
fill the air like hailstones. Then the men came face to face with the 
.24th Michigan and the two lines fired point-blank at each other. The 


146 HIGH TIDE AT GETTYSBURG 


smoke billowed in great white waves. The Federals receded and 
Burgwyn pressed on. Lane hurried from right to center. 

“It is all right in the center and on the left,” said Burgwyn. “We 
have broken their first line.” 

“We are in line on the right, Colonel,” said Lane.?® 

Now the regiment began to work through the center of McPherson’s 
Woods, a deceptive piece of ground a third of a mile in depth from 
Willoughby Run to the crest of McPherson’s Ridge. After the first 
Steep ascent the regiment passed over a rounded shoulder, then 
through a small valley about fifteen feet deep, with a dry bed of a 
stream at its bottom. Along this bed stood great oaks and chestnuts. 
The shoulder in front of the dry bed provided an excellent line of 
defense, while another defensive line ran only a hundred yards in the 
rear, where a stream fringed with thickets cut through another valley. 
Then the hill, heavily wooded, rose to the summit near which Reynolds 
had been killed. All through the woods the fighting raged as the 
Federals were forced back. Each stubborn halt was costly to both 
sides. By the time the North Carolina regiment reached the main 
Federal line at the crest of McPherson’s Ridge, eight color guards and 
ten bearers of the colors had been shot down.?° | 

Here Pettigrew and Burgwyn encountered determined and deadly 
resistance. While the two lines were blazing at each other, Captain 
W. W. McCreery, Pettigrew’s assistant inspector general, rushed for- 
ward with a message from Pettigrew to Burgwyn. “Tell him,” said 
Pettigrew, “his regiment has covered itself with glory.”21 What re- 
mained of it had also covered itself with sweat, grime, powder stains, 
and blood. McCreery was fired by the high zest of the attackers. 
Though he belonged with the staff, he foolishly seized the regimental 
flag, waved it back and forth, and rushed out in front of the line. He 
was shot instantly through the heart. Lieutenant George Wilcox of 
Company H ran forward and pulled the blood-covered flag from under 
the body; Wilcox had taken only a step when two bullets struck him. 
The Detroit factory hands had become deadly shots. 

At this juncture Burgwyn’s line hesitated. Stone was resisting 
Brockenbrough doggedly on the left, although still pressed by Daniel. 
To Burgwyn’s right, the 47th North Carolina was locked in a desper- 
ate struggle with the 19th Indiana. The sweat on the rifle barrels and 
ramrods made it difficult to ram down the cartridges, and the attackers 
jammed the rods against stones to force the charges home.?? The 
advancing line thus became undressed and ragged. Colonel George 
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H. Fairbault of the 47th tried to correct it as they passed through a 
wheat field to the right of the woods. Forty yards to the front a fresh 
enemy appeared, and the Carolinians went on with a rush. The regi- 
ment almost vanished as it ran ahead. “The earth seemed to open 
and take in that line,” said Captain John A. Thorpe.?? 

The 47th overlapped the 19th Indiana and confronted Biddle, 
whom Thorpe said “deserved to command a corps.” He related how 
a Federal officer rode rapidly forward carrying a large Federal flag. 
The Federals “swarmed around him as bees cover their queen.” The 
mass of men was “acres big.” Every Confederate gun turned on it 
and “seemingly shot the whole to pieces.” The officer was Biddle. 
“It was with genuine and openly expressed pleasure our men heard 
he was not killed.”’*4 

Still farther on Pettigrew’s right, the 52nd North Carolina felt the 
flank attack of Buford’s cavalry, which guarded the extreme Federal 
left. The regiment formed a square to meet a charge of the horsemen, 
but Buford drew off and remained satisfied with long-range firing. 

But the battle for the possession of McPherson’s Heights, which 
commanded the main road by which Lee would have to reach Gettys- 
burg, had developed into a duel mainly between two colonels, the boy 
Burgwyn and old Judge Morrow. Neither had any intention of giving 
way as long as men could stand. 

In front of the 26th North Carolina, Colonel Morrow’s men had 
been taking frightful punishment. Morrow’s first volley had not 
checked Burgwyn’s advance. The Carolinians “came on with rapid 
strides, yelling like demons.”*° He watched while the 19th Indiana 
was overpowered and pushed back, and to guard against a cross fire 
he swung his left companies back. Before the shift could be com- 
pleted Burgwyn came storming against his front, and he was forced 
to another line in the rear. 

Here on this last line occurred the final desperate fight between the 
two regiments. The crisis had been reached. Burgwyn told Lane the 
laudatory words received from Pettigrew and asked him to inform 
the men. Seeing the regiment waver, Burgwyn seized the flag as it 
fell from the hands of Lieutenant Wilcox and shouted, “Dress to the 
colors.” Then he started forward with the flag. Private Frank Honey- 
cutt of Company B ran from the ranks and requested the honor of 
advancing it. Burgwyn had turned to hand over the flag when a bullet 
struck his left side, passed through both lungs, spun him around with 
its force, and dropped him mortally wounded. He carried the colors 
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down with him.?* Honeycutt seized them, but almost instantly he 
was shot through the head. Thus for the thirteenth time in the attack 
the flag of the 26th North Carolina was on the ground. That should 
have been enough to end the mad vainglory of carrying the colors in 
battle. But the pride of showing the flag was to continue through this 
and future battles—and this and future wars—until the futility of the 
assignment had been adequately demonstrated. Eventually the colors 
came to be cased during battle. 

Lane rushed to his fallen commander, the mere boy who had won 
the regiment’s deep affection. He asked if he were hurt severely. Burg- 
wyn’s response was a pressure on Lane’s hand. Then he got out a 
few words, “Tell the general my men never failed me.”2” The regi- 
ment was going forward and could not carry him back. That night 
they buried him, with a gun case for a coffin, beneath a large walnut 
tree near where he fell. He was twenty-one years old. The martinet 
drillmaster whom some of the men wanted to finish in the first battle 
died one of the most loved and admired officers in the Confederate 
army. 

Only two days before the battle he had heard that some of his men 
had pilfered honey from a Pennsylvania farmer’s beehive. He had 
found the owner and paid him for the honey. 

Lane did not wait, but turning to right and left shouted to the 
remaining officers, “I am going to give them the bayonet. Close your 
men quickly to the left.” At the center he found the colors still on 
the ground. He was raising them when Lieutenant Blair of Company 
I rushed out with earnest entreaty: “No man can take those colors 
and live.” Lane shouted at him, “It’s my time to take them now. 26th 
North Carolina, follow me!’?® The thin line of survivors again let 
out the Rebel Yell and forged ahead. The last resistance broke. The 
Iron Brigade was swept from the crest of McPherson Ridge and pushed 
back to the entrenchments on Seminary Ridge. 

Morrow’s color-bearers had tossed their lives away as freely. By 
the time the third had fallen the regiment’s ranks were so wasted that 
scarcely one fourth of it remained. Retreating to successive lines, 
Morrow had determined finally to stand and slug it out. He told 
Corporal Andrew Wagner of Company F to plant the flag where he 
pointed, but Wagner fell before he could obey the order. Morrow 
grabbed it up but Private William Kelley of Company E snatched 
it from his hand. “The colonel of the 24th shall never carry the 
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colors while I am alive,” said Kelley; almost instantly he too fell 
dead.”° 

Private Silburn Spaulding of Company K then carried the flag to 
the last stand in the barricade around the seminary. In all, nine 
color-bearers fell. At the end Morrow was shot. A Minié ball hit the 
top of his head and ripped along the skull, covering him with blood. 
He was left on the ground and the Confederates captured him as they 
advanced. 

The firing had almost died away. Sergeant Charles H. McConnell 
of the 24th Michigan saw the commanding figure of Lieutenant Colo- 
nel Lane carrying the Confederate flag, and waited to take a parting 
shot. He rested his rifle against a tree only thirty paces away. The 
bullet crashed through Lane’s jaw and mouth, and for the fourteenth 
time the flag of the 26th North Carolina fell. 

Lane survived. Forty-four years later, when the Confederate monu- 
ment was dedicated at Pittsboro, North Carolina, the last commander 
of the famous 26th Regiment, which claimed to have lost more men 
at Gettysburg than any other regiment of either army in any battle of 
the war, served as chief marshal. The old man rode a spirited horse 
at the head of the procession, sitting “erect as an Indian.’2° 

The battle between the regiments ended more from extermination 
than exhaustion. Of the 496 officers and men who went in with the 
24th Michigan, 399 were killed or wounded, a loss of 80 per cent. 

“Our loss was very large,” said Morrow, “exceeding perhaps the 
losses sustained by any regiment of equal size in a single engagement 
in this or any other war.’’?1 

The 26th North Carolina encountered not only the Michigan regi- 
ment, but at times in its advance the 19th Indiana and the 151st Penn- 
sylvania, the right regiment of Biddle’s command. The loss in killed 
and wounded was recorded in North Carolina annals as 82 per cent. 
Losses were heaviest in the two center companies, E and F, which 
marched at the sides of the colors. Company E on the right went in 
with 82 officers and men and ended the attack with 2 untouched. 
Company F, deer and bear hunters from the slopes of Grandfather 
Mountain, commanded by Captain R. M. Tuttle, later a Presbyterian 
minister, went in with 3 officers and 88 enlisted men. All were killed 
or wounded. Only Sergeant Hudspeth could report for duty after the 
fight, and he had been stunned for a time by an exploding shell. This 
company had three sets of twins and 5 of the 6 were left dead on 


150 HIGH TIDE AT GETTYSBURG 


McPherson’s Ridge. Company A of Ashe County went in with 92 
and ended the fight with 15. 

Pettigrew’s adjutant general, Captain Young, was attracted by what 
he called “dreadful howls” from some of the wounded in the woods. 
He did not specify whether they were Federals or Confederates or 
both, but he approached several and found they were foaming at the 
mouth, as though mad, and were apparently unaware of their sounds. 
This was the only time during the war Young saw such a reaction; 
he attributed it to the shock of “a quick, frightful conflict following 
several hours of suspense.”*? 

He gave his impression of the fighting: “I have taken part in many 
hotly contested fights, but this I think, was the deadliest of them all, 
not excepting the third day’s charge on Cemetery Ridge; and never 
have I seen or known of better conduct on the part of any troops, 
under any circumstances, or at any time.”** 

After the battle Pettigrew wrote to Vance: “Their loss has been 
heavy, very heavy... . Your old command did honor to your asso- 
ciation with them and to the State they represent.’** Pettigrew might 
have added a line: Not a man of his brigade was taken prisoner.*° 

When Heth got around to aggregating his losses he said he began 
the action with 7,000 muskets and in twenty-five minutes lost 2,700 
men. 

The three Federal brigades found scant time behind their seminary 
entrenchments to collect stragglers and strengthen their lines. When 
Pettigrew’s attack was spent, immediately behind came Pender’s fresh 
division, moving against Doubleday’s last stand on Seminary Ridge. 


4, The Color Ruse of the Bucktails 


When the Iron Brigade was beaten back to the seminary by Petti- 
grew’s vehement attack, carrying Biddle with it, Stone and the rem- 
nants of Cutler were left exposed at the McPherson farm buildings 
and the railroad cut. Brockenbrough had been unable to dislodge 
them and had himself been momentarily repulsed. Now Daniel again 
aligned his brigade for a final decision with the Pennsylvanians, who 
were confronted by Brockenbrough on their left, Daniel on their right 
and the approach of Pender behind Brockenbrough in their front. 

The spectacular stand of the Bogus Bucktails at their salient on 
the Cashtown road was made possible partly by a ruse perpetrated by 
Color Sergeant Henry G. Brehm of the 149th Pennsylvania volunteers, 
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at the instigation of Colonels Stone and Dwight. In front of the angle 
of the brigade were two piles of fence rails formed at right angles, 
which had been made into a barricade by one of Buford’s cavalry 
pickets on the night of June 30. The pile was fifty yards north of the 
Cashtown pike and 115 yards south of the railroad cut through Mc- 
Pherson’s Ridge. Wheat stood waving in the fields around the barri- 
cade, but the rails were easily visible to the north and west. 

When Rodes seized Oak Hill and sent his shells crashing through 
the old cherry trees in Stone’s rear, Stone and Dwight pointed out 
the barricades to Sergeant Brehm and asked him if he could advance 
the colors to that point. Brehm agreed. Two thirds of the 149th lay 
along McPherson’s farm lane facing west, and a third faced north 
along the Cashtown pike; the barricade was fully fifty yards from the 
closest point in the line. Crawling, Brehm led his color guard through 
the wheat and secured both the national and state flags to the fence 
rails, Almost immediately the Confederate artillery fire was lifted 
from the men in the line and directed against the colors. All through 
the afternoon, while Daniel’s and Brockenbrough’s men charged the 
Bogus Bucktails, the colors were held fast in their isolated position, 
seen easily from both Herr Ridge and Oak Hill, defiantly challenging 
the Confederate gunners and sharpshooters. Brehm and his color 
guard crouched in their holes and behind their rails, while the storm 
raged overhead. They held the position amid the bursting shells and 
hail of bullets. Even when Daniel’s men finally burst in on him Brehm 
was reluctant to let his colors go. 

“This is mine,” said a Confederate, seizing a flagstaff. 

“No, by God, it isn’t,” said Brehm, wielding his gun butt. But he 
and the color guard went down, all killed or wounded. They had 
drawn enough fire to annihilate the brigade, had it been dropped along 
the lane and roadway.*® 

The end had finally come for the Bogus Bucktails. One of the 
graphic contemporary pictures of the battle of the first day showed 
the thin line of survivors moving back along the Cashtown road at 
the double quick, with a Confederate brigade running abreast them 
on either side and another pressing their rear, all pouring a fire into 
them, to which they were replying as best they could. At the Ripple 
midway between McPherson’s and Seminary Ridge, Stone’s men un- 
dertook to make another stand but they were isolated and soon had 
to resume their retreat. 
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Never again did the army apply the term “Bogus” to Stone’s Buck- 
tails. Today the traveler approaching Gettysburg on the Cashtown 
road sees as almost the first monument the figure of the Pennsylvania 
mountaineer holding his long deer rifle, stationed at the point where 
the 149th Regiment bent its line from McPherson’s Lane to the Cash- 
town pike, at the hot corner of the first day’s battle. There Stone’s men 
stood for nearly five hours and there, as Doubleday asserted, most of 
them, true to their first promised shout, remained. 


CHAPTER 
TWELVE 


Through the Town 


1. Two Georgia Brigades Converge 


Henry T. Thomas, writing in later years of his glorious 12th Georgia 
Regiment, bemoaned the passing of the old order in the deep South. 
Change had come to the land of honeysuckle and wide verandas, 
where the mockingbird sang in the mimosa tree, the plover ran the 
meadow and the whippoorwill called in the moonlight. 

One of the ancient customs that had well nigh disappeared was 
the event of hog killing in the first winter chill, when the lads blew up 
bladders, neighbors came to cook melts, chitterlings, souse and sau- 
sage, and the Negroes hovered about to share in the delightful tastes 
and odors of fresh pork frying on the hot stones. 

Such was the rural society and luxurious times that had given way 
before “the Yankee, the western farmer and the New South,’? he 
complained, as he went on to tell the story of his intrepid regiment 
of Doles’s brigade, one of the most celebrated bodies of men ever to 
come out of the red lands, and an aggregation typical of the culture 
and independent thought of central Georgia. 

Although Thomas did not relate it, no man, not even Stonewall 
himself, could put a rein on the free spirit of the 12th. The regiment 
had given the Confederate high command “Clubby” Edward Johnson 
and had served in Johnson’s brigade at the battle of McDowell. When 
Jackson had tried to retire it, the 12th had contemptuously ignored 
the orders and held to its exposed position on the forward side of 


153 


154 HIGH TIDE AT GETTYSBURG 


the ridge. A lank youth explained for his comrades that “we ain’t 
cum all the way he’ah to Vuginia to run frum Yankees.”? 

The brigade carried a sang-froid, a devil-may-care attitude and a 
sensitiveness about points of honor characteristic of the Georgian 
plantation society. Life was not so dear it had to be husbanded. Of- 
ficers brought their slaves as personal retainers, but punctiliously kept 
them in camp during the fighting, with firm admonitions not to venture 
near the firing line. In few instances in the army was there a closer 
affection between the brigade and its commander. George Doles, who 
would be so fortunate as to survive until Cold Harbor where his brigade 
met the main impact of Grant’s attack, was justly rated “one of the 
bravest, best loved and most accomplished soldiers Georgia furnished 
to the Confederate army.”? After he fell the men tried to express their 
love for him by adopting his daughter Minnie as the “daughter of the 
regiment.” 

Born and reared in the Georgia capital of Milledgeville, Doles be- 
came captain of the Baldwin Blues, one of the oldest and best-trained 
military aggregations of the state. His military proficiency was appar- 
ent to the soldiers who were his neighbors along the Oconee River, 
and when the war came and they were mustered into the Confederate 
service, they elected him colonel. 

Doles, now thirty-three years old, was a handsome man with pene- 
trating eyes under a lofty forehead. Like Pettigrew, he wore a beard 
but no sideburns and, also like Pettigrew, reflected a quiet self-assur- 
ance and a high order of intelligence. He had been wounded leading 
the charge at Malvern Hill and had been in the front line when Jack- 
son rolled up the Federal flank at Chancellorsville, always showing a 
competence his superiors admired. Now he was moving again toward 
Schurz’s Germans holding the line north of Gettysburg, the same 
troops he had confronted two months before at Chancellorsville. 

Rodes had intended that Doles, on his left, should merely detain 
Schurz while Iverson and O’Neal delivered the main attack against 
Doubleday, but it was Daniel on his extreme right and Doles on his 
extreme left who carried the major fighting load of the division. The 
story of Doles’s assault on Schimmelfennig was summed up quickly by 
the scribe of the 12th Georgia: “Our brigade charged with that soul- 
stirring rebel yell, which once heard on the field of battle can never 
be forgotten.” The Yankees soon broke, and “fled in wild confusion, 
pursued by our shouting, exultant men.” 
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The attack was not quite so simple. Doles, menacing the gap be- 
tween the First and Eleventh corps, which Schimmelfennig had been 
able to close partially with the batteries of Dilger and Wheeler, was 
confronting the better part of a corps with a single brigade. Moving 
across the open ground, he was without support on his left and was 
detached from O’Neal on his right, thus having both flanks open and 
dangerously exposed. Schimmelfennig advanced Von Amesburg’s 
brigade to explore the gap between Doles and O’Neal, but the Georg- 
ian countered quickly by changing front, striking Von Amesburg and 
rolling him back on Schimmelfennig’s second brigade, that of Kryzan- 
owski, whose line ran across the fields between the Mummasburg and 
Carlisle roads. There the fences gave protection and Kryzanowski 
held. 

Barlow, on Schimmelfennig’s right, meanwhile observed that Doles’s 
left flank was in the air and directed Von Gilsa to assail it. The oppor- 
tunity was inviting. Doles, still confronting two divisions with his 
single brigade, seemed in danger of being overlapped and taken in 
reverse. 

That was the situation at three o’clock when Early’s division ap- 
peared along the Heidlersburg road, deployed across the hills on the 
opposite side of Rock Creek, moving rapidly toward Barlow’s flank 
and rear. On Early’s right the first of his brigades to come into contact 
with the Federals was John B. Gordon’s, composed of six Georgia 
regiments. The Eleventh Corps in its exposed position thus suddenly 
found its flanks assailed by two converging Georgia brigades. 

Early’s march from Heidlersburg on the morning of July 1 had not 
been rapid, nor was there intimation of the battle until the head of 
his column was three or four miles northeast of the town. Then, after 
noon, firing was heard; however, because of freak atmospheric condi- 
tions the subdued roar sounded more like a cavalry engagement twenty 
miles distant than an infantry combat close at hand. Just then young 
Major John Warwick Daniel, Early’s chief of staff (who in later life 
was elected five times to the United States Senate from Virginia), was 
seen riding at top speed to the front with directions to hurry the 
march. He described how Hill’s corps was desperately engaged at 
Gettysburg, from which the infantry firing could finally be heard in 
heavy volume. The men stripped off their blankets, heaped them and 
other unneeded accouterments in piles to be gathered by the wagon 
train, and made the last mile toward Gettysburg at double-quick time.® 
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Near at hand they could see the clouds of white powder smoke floating 
over the town. When the division was formed in battle line Early 
ordered ten minutes’ rest to let the men catch their breath. 

Almost simultaneously with the appearance of Early northeast of 
Gettysburg, Pender’s division of A. P. Hill’s corps passed through 
Heth’s exhausted troops and assaulted Seminary Ridge, where the 
remnants of the Federal brigades from McPherson’s Heights had 
gathered behind the stone walls and bastions thrown up by the regi- 
ments that had waited there in reserve. Rodes at last pressed his 
brigades forward in unison, and for the first time during the scattered 
and intense fighting of July 1 the Confederate army managed to obtain 
something like concerted action. Lee was riding with his staff from 
Marsh Creek, still concerned over the prolonged firing ahead, which 
suggested that the “chance encounter” had turned into a major en- 
gagement. But the needed co-operation had now been arrived at 
between Hill on Herr Ridge and Ewell on Oak Hill. 

Ewell could observe the advance of Early through the wheat fields 
on the opposite side of Rock Creek, Gordon on the right, Hays in 
the center, and Hoke’s brigade, commanded by Avery, on the left, 
with Extra Billy Smith in reserve. A heavy mist began to fall, cooling 
the men after their hot march and momentarily obscuring the sun. 

Early now re-formed his division after its brief rest, a pause which 
Jackson would have frowned on while other troops were fighting. 
Turning to his aide Daniel, he scurried off orders to Gordon, Hays, 
Avery and Smith to double-quick to the front and open the lines for 
the artillery to pass. Colonel Hillary P. Jones came thundering down 
with his four batteries, the horses at a run, and while he was getting 
his guns into position Gordon’s clear voice rang out with its command, 
“Forward, Georgians!’’ 

The gleaming steel bayonets shone above the yellow wheat—“a 
silver wave across the cloth of gold,” Major Daniel grandiloquently 
called it’—as Gordon moved west against the Federal flank and reached 
out to clasp hands with Doles’s other Georgians attacking Barlow’s 
division directly in front. Announcement of Early’s arrival was car- 
ried the length of the Confederate line by the Charlottesville, Virginia, 
artillery opening fire at Early’s personal command. 

Early’s extreme left regiment was the 57th North Carolina of 
Avery’s brigade. “From our position,” said Colonel Hamilton C. 
Jones, “we could see the Confederate and Federal lines arrayed one 
against the other in open ground, no breakworks, no fortifications, but 
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Concerted attack of Early, Rodes, Heth, and Pender. 
July 1, 1863, 3:00 to 4:00 p.m. 


they stood apart in battle array and were in plain view for two miles 
except where the line was lost in the depressions of the hills.’ 

That was the striking feature about this phase of the battle of the 
first day—the visibility of the entire battle line from both flanks of 
each army. Pender, attacking the seminary, could see Early’s division 
assailing Barlow, and Avery’s men on Early’s left could look to the 
far right and see Pender. The foliage and buildings of 1863 did not 
obstruct the view. 

What Colonel Jones observed as he stood on the left of the Con- 
federate line sheds important light on the order of events during this 
phase of the battle. Far off to the right he could see a Southern brigade 
going into action. It must have been Perrin’s, of Pender’s division. 
White smoke billowed out from the Federal line, next there was a 
rattle of musketry, scarcely audible at that distance against the under- 
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tones of the artillery. “Then there came the expected yell, a rush, and 
the enemy’s line broke,” Jones said. While he watched, another 
brigade attacked in echelon, with the same yell, and again the enemy 
broke. This must have been Ramseur. Closer came the assaults and 
before each of them the Federal line gave way and the scattered blue- 
coated soldiers fell back toward the town. 

“As the conflict neared our position,” said Jones, “the effect was 
marvelous; the men were wild with excitement, and when their time 
came they went in with the wildest enthusiasm, for from where they 
stood they could see two miles of the enemy’s line in full retreat. It 
looked indeed as if the end of the war had come.” 

Robert Stiles, riding close to Early, noticed that the general’s glossy 
black ostrich plume trembled and shimmered on the wide brim of his 
felt hat as though it were alive.1° Major James McDowell Carrington, 
captain of the Charlottesville, Virginia, artillery, also with Early, 
found the general silent and absorbed, but uncertain enough about 
the attack to warn the artilleryman to be prepared to unlimber and 
provide a rallying point if Gordon should be severely handled. But 
the Georgian emerged through the great sycamores and willows and 
fell impetuously on Barlow at the Federal right. 

By coincidence Barlow’s right brigade was Von Gilsa’s, which had 
been on Hooker’s extreme right at Chancellorsville and had been the 
first to feel the shock of Jackson’s flank attack. Perhaps it was this 
earlier experience that unnerved the Germans, for Gordon sent their 
line reeling back from its anchor on Barlow’s Knoll, across the stream 
north of Gettysburg, past the almshouse, a group of brick buildings 
on the Heidlersburg road, where they halted momentarily, and into 
the outskirts of the town. The open fields northeast of Gettysburg 
were covered with their dead. Howard tried to save his right by hurry- 
ing Coster’s brigade of Steinwehr’s division down from Cemetery 
Ridge, but before the Federals could establish a second defensive line 
they were struck again by the brigades of Hays and Avery on Gordon’s 
left. 

Colonel Jones’s command, the flank regiment of Early’s division, 
encountered little resistance. Jones said the enemy broke at the first 
fire of the 57th North Carolina. “In fact, they scarcely waited to 
receive the fire,”!’ he asserted. The other regiments of Avery’s bri- 
gade, the 6th and 21st North Carolina, experienced stiffer opposition 
and fought a bloody combat as they pressed ahead. 

On reaching the field Gordon had at once noticed the threat to Doles 
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by Von Gilsa’s flanking movement. With what some have termed 
“savage cries,” but what Gordon described as “a ringing yell,”!? his 
men had fallen on Barlow’s line, fought it hand to hand for a brief 
interval and had broken it. This placed his brigade obliquely in the 
rear of the Federal position. “Any troops that were ever marshalled 
would, under like conditions, have been as surely and swiftly shat- 
tered,” said Gordon. “There was no alternative for Howard’s men 
but to break and fly, or to throw down their arms and surrender.’’4 
Most of them chose flight and crowded down the road past the alms- 
house into Gettysburg. As Major Daniel described it, “The Federal 
flank had been shriveled up as a scroll.” 

Meantime Doles, being relieved from the menace of Von Gilsa by 
Gordon’s attack, again assailed Von Amesburg and began the collec- 
tion of prisoners among those unable to scurry back into Gettysburg. 

Gordon rode ahead with his troops. The artilleryman Stiles ob- 
served the Federal retreat and described it as “pell-mell over the roll- 
ing wheat fields, through a grove, across a creek, up a little slope, and 
into the town itself.”15 LEarly’s three brigades followed so rapidly 
that although Stiles brought his guns into battery several times, he 
could not fire because the two armies were so close together. 

Stiles thought that Gordon at this moment was “the most glorious 
and inspiring thing I ever looked upon.” He was riding “a majestic 
animal, ‘whose neck was clothed with thunder,’ ” a coal-black stallion 
captured from one of Milroy’s officers at Winchester. “I never saw a 
horse’s neck so arched, his eyes so fierce, his nostrils so dilated.” The 
speed of the Georgians was shown by the fact that Gordon rode at a 
trot, with the horse’s head “right in among the slanting barrels and 
bayonets.” He was bareheaded. “In a voice like a trumphet” he 
urged his men ahead. That sonorous voice would lead the last charge 
at Appomattox, by which time Gordon had risen to the command 
of half of Lee’s army, and would long sound in the United States 
Senate halls, but never was it more inspiring than at this moment at 
Gettysburg. Stiles said he would not have risked a dime then against 
the independence of the Confederacy. He called to Gordon, “Gen- 
eral, where are your dead men?” 

“I haven’t got any sir,” Gordon bellowed back. “The Almighty 
has covered my men with His shield and buckler.’’16 

Later in Richmond as Stiles aided the wounded, he asked one man 
what his outfit was. The man’s face lighted up. “I belong to Gordon’s 
old brigade, Captain,” he said. “Did you ever see the gin’ral in battle? 
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He’s the most prettiest thing you ever did see on a field of fight. It ’ud 
put fight into a whipped chicken just to look at him.”?* 

In the Federal debacle an officer who had tried to rally the men 
was hit by a Minié ball; Gordon discovered him on his back with the 
afternoon July sun beating down in his face. All about him were 
Northern dead and he, too, appeared to be dying. Gordon dismounted, 
lifted his head, gave him water from his own canteen, and asked his 
name. He was Barlow, the Federal division commander, who did 
not appear likely to survive many hours. A ball had passed through 
his body near the spinal cord, paralyzing his legs and arms. Gordon 
had him carried to the shade, took a packet of letters he wanted de- 
stroyed and later, learning that Mrs. Barlow was with the Federal 
army, sent her a flag of truce for passage through the Southern lines. 
The Federal general survived, to command a division later in Grant’s 
army.*® 

When Howard’s men were scattered most of the Southern soldiers 
considered the battle won and Southern independence a virtual cer- 
tainty. Carrington and his artillerists thought the wild yelling denoted 
victory. Just then Early ordered his guns advanced to the town. Car- 
rington halted in the main street, unlimbered three pieces, and pre- 
pared his canister. But Early by that time thought the Federals were 
out of range. 

In this battle, fought by two divisions of the Eleventh Corps mainly 
against two Georgia brigades, the Confederates were heavily outnum- 
bered, even after Hays and Avery had brought their brigades into the 
attack. But Howard had placed his troops in a calamitous position, 
with a road—over which a Confederate division was approaching— 
leading to their rear. The fault was not so much in the troops as in 
their leader. 

Doubleday, distrustful of the position from the start, had had little 
Opportunity to influence Howard, who confided nothing and fought his 
own battle. The line, in Doubleday’s opinion, was too far removed 
from the town and would have been more secure if it had been eche- 
loned behind the right flank of the First Corps, with its right resting 
on the almshouse,!? which was much easier to defend and much more 
difficult to turn than Barlow’s Knoll. The Cemetery Hill position 
farther back would, of course, have been even safer. 

As Gordon had now exhausted his ammunition and had stopped to 
refill his cartridge boxes, Early sent a summons to Smith. Impatient 
when he got no response, he repeated the order.?? But Extra Billy 
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was lost somewhere amid the white smoke clouds rolling off to the 
rear. He failed to appear, and it was not until later that Early learned 
he was off chasing a bugbear. 


2. A “Steel Division” Assails the Seminary 


West of Gettysburg, where first Buford, then Reynolds, and finally 
Doubleday had been doggedly holding off A. P. Hill since early morn- 
ing, the Federal army enjoyed no such numerical superiority as How- 
ard north of town. But the weakness of the First Corps lines had not 
been fully exploited and Doubleday had profited from the lack of co- 
ordination in the Confederate attack. Now, with most of his brigades 
already shattered, Doubleday was suddenly faced with the fierce on- 
slaught of Pender’s fresh division. 

Pender’s had been A. P. Hill’s celebrated light division; its timely 
arrival on Lee’s right had saved the army at Sharpsburg, and on the 
Peninsula it had been described as “made of steel, rather than flesh 
and blood.”*? It consisted of the North Carolina brigades of Lane 
and Scales, the Georgians of Thomas, and the South Carolinians of 
McGowan, these last being commanded at Gettysburg by Colonel 
Abner Perrin. 

William Dorsey Pender, youngest among Lee’s infantry division 
commanders, was an unusual combination of sweetness and gentleness 
with whirlwind military aggressiveness. He had the soft brown eyes 
of a dreamer but hit like a hammer in an attack. His love letters to 
his wife, written almost daily even during intense campaigning, show 
a deep religious faith and a compassion and softness altogether out 
of harmony with the fierce ruthlessness of the battlefield. 

Both at Chancellorsville, after A. P. Hill was wounded, and at 
Gettysburg, Pender commanded a division, and while his term was 
brief in this enlarged responsibility, he obviously could not have given 
Lee a more impressive account of himself. Lee was later to bemoan 
the fact that he did not give Pender a corps. Had Pender rather than 
Hill led the Third Corps, and commanded it as closely at the scene 
of the fighting as was his custom, the story of Gettysburg might have 
been different. Because President Davis adhered so closely to the 
seniority system, Pender’s promotion to major general had been de- 
layed beyond what his friends felt were his deserts. Leadership of a 
corps was not thought about until after his death. 

Medium tall, Pender was described by his brother as “well formed 
and graceful,” but one of his early military feats suggests that he was 
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a more muscular and powerful man than these words imply.?? While 
campaigning against the Indians in the far Northwest, as a lieutenant 
of dragoons, he had ridden alone to bring up reinforcements at the 
battle of Spokane Plains, when he was suddenly intercepted and at- 
tacked by an Indian chief. He had no time to draw his sword and 
would have been killed had he not grasped his attacker’s upraised 
arm, then his neck, and pinioned him. Holding the powerless Indian, 
he put spurs to his horse and galloped toward his men. When he 
reached them he picked up the Indian and hurled him back among 
the dragoons. 

This was no puny young officer, whose voice was low and culti- 
vated and whose words came in a soft Carolina drawl. One of his 
officers, First Lieutenant Benjamin H. Cathey of the 16th North Car- 
olina, summed him up: “He was one of the coolest, most self-pos- 
sessed and one of the most absolutely fearless men under fire I ever 
knew.”8 

He had been a close friend of Jeb Stuart at West Point and after 
their graduation in 1854 they had visited another classmate, Samuel 
Turner Shepperd, at the family’s country seat, Good Spring, near 
Salem (now Winston-Salem), North Carolina. The distinguished 
father, Augustine Henry Shepperd, had represented his district nine 
terms in the United States Congress. At Good Spring Pender met 
the eldest daughter, Mary Frances Shepperd. They were married in 
1859 and for the four years left to them—two years in the West and 
two under the Confederacy—their romance was one of pure beauty. 

Pender, a regular army officer, had made no commitment until Lin- 
coln called on North Carolina for troops to serve against other 
Southern states, whereupon he resigned his commission to become 
a lieutenant colonel and drill instructor at Camp Garysburg, North 
Carolina. Thereafter his rise, like Ramseur’s, was rapid. 

Mary Shepperd Pender, the congressman’s daughter and general’s 
wife, was a woman of gentle expression but strong convictions, as 
Pender’s letters disclose.2* Her devoutness made her reluctant to see 
the Southern army in the role of invader. Pender wrote her on June 
24 from Shepherdstown, Virginia, a trifle apologetically: “Tomorrow 
I do what I know will cause you grief, and that is to cross the Poto- 
mac. . . . May the Lord prosper this expedition and bring an early 
peace out of it.” 

He had faith in the righteousness of his cause. Earlier he had 
written: “Take a few examples and see how hard and almost impos- 
sible it is to subdue a people determined to be free. The Netherlands 
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whom Philp tried to crush; Spain against Napoleon. This country 
in °76. 

In se tt letter, from Fayetteville, Pennsylvania, where his division 
was resting after its march of 157 miles from the Rappahannock, he 
was confident but unsettled: “The people are frightened to death and 
will do anything we intimate to them. . . . I am tired of invasions for 
although they have made us suffer all that people can suffer I cannot 
get my resentment to that point to make me feel indifferent to what 
goes on here.” 

He knew enough about pillaging to understand that it ruined dis- 
cipline. “But for the demoralizing effect plundering would have on 
our troops, they [the Pennsylvanians] would feel war in all its hor- 
rors.” He would not be indebted to those he fought. “I have made 
up my mind to enjoy no hospitality of friendship from any of them,” 
he declared. 

“I never saw troops march as ours do. They will go 15 or 20 miles 
a day without having a straggler and sing (?)?5 and yell on all occa- 
sions. Confidence and good spirits seem to possess every one of them. 
I wish we could meet Hooker and have the matter settled at once.” 
Thus Pender expressed his confidence. 

Now Hooker’s army was before him—as he had Si ed haven 
under a new commander, and Pender’s turn had come. Most of the 
day the division had been waiting in the fields beyond Herr Ridge. 
On word from Hill at 3:30 p.m. his brigades in battle order crossed 
Willoughby Run. 

Scales was on the left, Perrin in the center and Lane on the right, 
with Thomas in reserve. Pender’s orders to them were to move 
through Heth’s division and engage the enemy closely. In no circum- 
stances were they to stop. “Rout him from his position.”2¢ Each 
brigadier was Uk manage his brigade according to his own judgment. 

“Our men,” said Perrin, “moved as bravely forward as any men 
ever did on earth. We charged over Pettigrews brigade; the poor 
fellows could scarcely rise to cheer us as we passed.”27 

Perrin’s brigade had been built around South Carolina’s famous 
Palmetto Regiment, which had been the first to enter Mexico City in 
the Mexican War, and in which its recently wounded commander, 
Samuel McGowan, had served as a private. Fighting alongside it in 
Mexico had been the 12th U.S. Infantry, commanded by the South 
Carolinian Colonel Milledge Luke Bonham, under whom Perrin served 
as a captain. 

Bonham, McGowan, and Perrin, all from the back country of 
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western South Carolina, were close friends. Bonham was elected 
Governor of South Carolina in 1862 and left the Confederate Army. 
These old army comrades exchanged letters on confidential terms, one 
of which, from Perrin to Bonham, gives intimate observations on the 
battle of Gettysburg. 

The Federal line at the seminary consisted of hurriedly constructed 
earthen breastworks and bastions of stone walls and rail fences. 
South of the seminary a stone wall began at the large brick house, the 
home of the Shultz sisters, Maria and Cornelia, and ran southwest- 
wardly along the crest of Seminary Ridge. North of the seminary on 
the turnpike batteries which all day had exacted a heavy toll from the 
Confederates were still strongly posted when Pender began his attack. 
Pender’s entire division was south of the turnpike, on which Scales 
rested the left of his brigade. 

Here he struck the remnants of the Iron Brigade, now commanded 
by Colonel W. W. Robinson of the 7th Wisconsin, intermixed with 
survivors of Stone’s Bucktails. Colonel Dawes with the 6th Wisconsin 
had reached the seminary by running down the railroad that had 
proved a cul-de-sac for his opponent earlier in the day, and waited 
for the oncoming assault. He gave a picture of Pender’s approach: 
“For a mile up and down the open fields in front, the splendid lines 
of the veterans of the Army of Northern Virginia swept down upon 
us. Their bearing was magnificent. They maintained their alignment 
with great precision.”** But the remnants of the Bucktails and the 
Iron Brigade still had fight left in them, and here perhaps they put 
in their most glorious performance. Strung out along Seminary Ridge, 
the men lay in the woods and kept up an incessant fire on the ap- 
proaching gray lines. 

Scales suffered fearful losses from what was described as a “sheet 
of flame”*? spurting from the Federal riflemen and was arrested in 
front of the embankment. He was personally only seventy-five feet 
from the Federal guns when he was checked, wounded. His men hit 
the low places in the treeless plateau in front of the seminary and 
returned the fire without being able to close for a hand-to-hand en- 
counter.*® All the field officers of Scales’s brigade except one were 
killed or wounded. 

Lane had no better fortune on Pender’s right. His brigade extended 
from the Fairfield road south to the McMillan house. Here one of 
Buford’s cavalry brigades again guarded the Federal flank after a 
brief relief. The redoubtable Gamble, who had opened the battle 
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for the Federal army, had gathered his remaining troopers to share in 
the final contest for Seminary Ridge, and had been given the critical 
position south of the Fairfield road. Here he seemed to threaten Lane 
both with an enfilade fire and with a cavalry charge, for which his 
troopers appeared to be preparing. 

Doubleday had ordered a charge—a desperate undertaking against 
veteran infantry—but Buford did not attempt it. The menace from 
the cavalry, perhaps not great, was sufficient to disturb the young 
Confederate brigade leader, Lane. As one of Pettigrew’s regiments 
had done earlier, he faced some of his regiments to the south and 
formed squares. Then he felt for the main Federal line on Seminary 
Ridge gingerly, maintaining little more than long-range firing against 
it and the Federal cavalry. 

Although Scales and Lane were arrested, Perrin moved against 
the Federal center with an impact more characteristic of Pender’s as- 
saults. His men had received a whisky ration, unusual in the army, 
on the night before.31 The South Carolinians were not to be denied. 
The hail of fire from the seminary works seemed less to retard than 
spur them on. In the words of Lieutenant Colonel Joseph N. Brown 
of the 14th South Carolina, “To stop was destruction. To retreat was 
disaster. To go forward was ‘orders.’’”’*? The intrepid Perrin was 
perhaps the most fortunate officer in the Confederate army. He came 
dashing through the ranks on his beautiful horse, his sword glinting 
in the late afternoon sun, and for the last 300 yards he personally led 
the charge over the open ground against the seminary.** Officers and 
men fell about him but he came through unscathed. Both sides fought 
with desperate earnestness, recognizing that possession of the sem- 
inary meant the command of Seminary Ridge and in turn the town 
of Gettysburg. The battle west of the town was in its decisive stage. 

Biddle’s Pennsylvania brigade, which all day had been meeting 
Heth’s fierce onslaughts, was massed closely in the brick buildings and 
at the stone fence, and here the South Carolinians converged to make 
their most determined assault.3+ 


3. The Palmetto Flag at the Diamond 


It was approaching four o’clock. Doubleday’s situation was des- 
perate. His reserves were exhausted, and his thin, weak line was being 
hammered unremittingly; one flank was in immediate danger of 
being turned by the obstinate Daniel and enterprising Ramseur, and 
he was protected on the other only by a weak cavalry brigade. 
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Long ago he had sent his adjutant, Captain Richard F. Halsted, 
with urgent appeals to Howard, who was supposed to be commanding 
the entire battlefield. He besought assistance from Steinwehr’s idle 
division on Cemetery Hill. But Howard tended to scoff at Double- 
day’s need, insisted that Halsted had been mistaking rail fences for 
advancing Confederates,®° declined to order the First Corps to retire, 
and refused to send succor from Steinwehr. He did direct Halsted to 
find Buford, who was in feeble condition to give help; but Buford 
restored Gamble to the extreme left flank just in time to retard the 
advance of Lane. 

Time had now run out for Doubleday west of Gettysburg. His lines 
were bent back on either flank by Pender’s unabated pressure, leaving 
the seminary and its near-by buildings a salient. Ramseur, aided by 
O’Neal, was pressing Baxter and Paul and, with Daniel, coming to 
the assistance of Scales. And Perrin, at the center of Pender’s assault, 
had now reached the salient at the seminary. 

With a rush the South Carolinians carried the stone wall and bar- 
ricades. The Federal line was broken and pushed back, “at first rap- 
idly and disorderly, with our men close on them,’’® said Colonel 
Brown. Cohesion was lost quickly in some of the First Corps units. 
In the pandemonium of the rout the Federal artillery limbered up 
and dashed off toward Cemetery Ridge and the fields south of Gettys- 
burg, making a remarkable withdrawal with the loss of only two 
guns. These Perrin captured in his close pursuit, but he bemoaned 
the fact that Pender’s other brigades had not kept pace with him. 
“If we had any support,” he said in his confidential letter to Governor 
Bonham, “we could have taken every piece of artillery they had and 
thousands of prisoners.”%? 

While Perrin had made the break through in the final assault, the 
alert Ramseur was not to be outdistanced. The Federals in his front 
could move neither to the right nor to the left because of the rout 
of the Eleventh Corps on the one hand and the loss of the seminary 
on the other; they could reach Gettysburg only along the unfinished 
railroad or the parallel Cashtown pike. “We had the Yankees like 
partridges in a nest,” said one of Ramseur’s men, “and the only way 
they could get out was up the railroad.’”’** The entire brigade saw the 
situation in a twinkling and began shouting to the general, “Bring us 
a battery! Bring us a battery!” Ramseur turned to his courier and 
in a sudden outburst shouted, “Damn it, tell them to send me a bat- 
tery! I have sent for one a half a dozen times.” The words were 
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scarcely out of his mouth before the devout young Presbyterian threw 
up both arms, looked upward and in the hearing of the entire brigade 
said, “God Almighty, forgive me that oath!”?® As an almost imme- 
diate answer to one or the other of his entreaties, a battery rushed up 
and began throwing shells at the Federals retiring down the railroad. 
He and his brigade went off toward Gettysburg in hot pursuit. 

“I could almost hear their bones crunch under the shot and shell,” 
said Colonel Bennett of the 14th North Carolina.*° 

Nearly every regiment had men who performed deeds of great cour- 
age. The entire 16th Maine regiment played a heroic role. General 
Robinson selected it as the rear guard. It held the stone wall on the 
Mummasburg road, near the scene of Iverson’s defeat, until it was 
engulfed. Said Abner R. Small, the adjutant: “For this little battalion 
of heroes, hemmed in by thousands of rebels, there was no succor, 
no hope.” 

When a Confederate officer was about to seize the flag the men 
crowded around it, clutched at it, tore it into bits, and secreted the 
small pieces in their clothing. Years later the flag of the 16th Maine 
was scattered in treasured fragments over the Pine Tree State. “In 
albums and frames and breast-pocketbooks” could be found the gold 
stars and silken shreds, “cherished mementoes of that heroic and awful 
hour.”’*? The “Forlorn Hope” saved much of Robinson’s division, 
then tried to extricate itself. “And so the Sixteenth Maine,” said 
Adjutant Small, “was the last regiment that left the extreme front on 
the ist of July—if four officers and thirty-six men can be called a 
regiment.”’4? 

The confused masses which had been the brigades of Cutler, Mere- 
dith, Stone, Biddle, Baxter, and Paul, straggled back, some into the 
town, most of them to the south of it and up the inviting slopes of 
Cemetery Hill. The retreat became so uncontrolled that one of Ram- 
seur’s officers grew apprehensive. “I was fearful their running troops 
would crush our little brigade,” he wrote to his mother.*? He, too, 
saw that some of the Federals were trapped. “We had them fairly in 
a pen, with only one gap open—the turnpike that led into Gettysburg— 
and hither they fled twenty deep, we all the while popping into them 
as fast as we could load and fire.” In the town “we rushed pell-mell 
after them.’’44 

This anonymous officer, whose letter home gave the North Carolina 
newspapers the first full account of Ramseur’s attack, was in the 
skirmish line and pressed close to the Federals. “They hid by hun- 
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dreds in houses and barns, and I had the felicity of capturing any 
number.”*® Ramseur’s brigade was credited with capturing more than 
its own numbers in prisoners. The same claim was made by Hays, 
and in both instances it was no doubt accurate.‘? 

But the honor of being the first Confederates into Gettysburg went 
not to Ramseur, but to Perrin and the 1st South Carolina—the Pal- 
metto Regiment, which repeated at Gettysburg its performance at 
Mexico City. Perrin knew that in battle one does not halt before a 
broken enemy. He did not tarry after capturing the seminary. The 
14th South Carolina passed around the building at a rush, Colonel 
Brown conducting the left wing and Major Edward Croft the right, 
picked up the two Federal cannon, and marched on. It gave an artil- 
lery horse to Captain T. P. Alston of the 1st Regiment so that he 
might ride while leading the brigade’s skirmishers into Gettysburg. 

Perrin ordered the 1st and 14th regiments to make the entry and 
this they did simultaneously, with their flags unfurled.*8 The 1st South 
Carolina went down the Cashtown road to Chambersburg Street, the 
main east-west street, and thence to the Diamond, or public square. 
The 14th marched between North Boundary Street and the railroad 
embankment, until it reached Carlisle Street, the main north-south 
thoroughfare. The 14th then turned and marched toward the square.*9 
As it moved south it passed a mounted figure under the shade trees. 
Pender had ridden up to give his compliments to the captors of Gettys- 
burg.°° The 14th did reach Carlisle Street ahead of any other troops, 
but at some distance north of the square, while the 1st, commanded 
by Major C. W. McCreary, got to the center of the town and there 
planted the Palmetto banner.®! “The Yankee infantry,” said Perrin, 
“literally swarmed through the streets.”’®2 

Pender had been momentarily concerned while observing, from 
Seminary Ridge, the close fighting and Perrin’s rapid pursuit, in which 
his men appeared to mingle with masses of blue-clad soldiers. When 
Perrin dipped out of sight, Pender hastened ahead, met a lieutenant 
of the 12th Regiment, and expressed concern that the impetuous 
brigade might have been captured. “No, it is over the hill yonder,” 
said the lieutenant.>* Pender then stationed the 12th and 13th South 
Carolina between the town and the seminary to protect the right flank 
of the eager South Carolinians, and rode hurriedly into Gettysburg. 
Within a few minutes Ramseur’s men appeared, entering farther to 
the north. Ramseur was followed a short time later by Hays of Early’s 
division, coming in from the east.®4 
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After the entry of Rodes, Pender withdrew the 1st and 14th South 
Carolina regiments to the position occupied by the balance of Perrin’s 
brigade, between the town and the seminary.®® Perrin’s loss was 
heavy, about 600 out of 1,100. His largest regiment, the 14th, stormed 
the seminary with 475 and lost 200 in killed and wounded. The bri- 
gade proudly averred that it suffered no loss in prisoners. 

Perrin wrote to Governor Bonham: “We captured the town of 
Gettysburg and hundreds of prisoners, thousands of small arms, two 
field pieces, . . . and four standards, two of which I intended to send 
to you to be placed in the State House at Columbia, but they made 
me turn them in here to be sent to Richmond, I suppose.”°¢ Among 
them were the corps standard of the First Army Corps and a beautiful 
flag presented to the 104th New York, the Wadsworth’s Guards, by 
General Wadsworth. 

Federal troops jammed into Gettysburg from north and west. The 
broad streets were soon congested, the alleys and yards were thronged 
with refugees, and milling, confused crowds tried to get out of the 
town as others sought to enter. At no time at Chancellorsville had 
there been such panic. As Doubleday rode through with his staff, 
citizens came out offering food and beseeching protection. “Pale and 
frightened women,” he said, “. . . implored us not to abandon them.’’5? 
Stone’s Bucktails were among the last to yield their Seminary Ridge 
position and suffered heavily in prisoners. This was the brigade that 
had come under Ramseur’s fire, and many were intercepted before 
they could gain the shelter of Gettysburg houses.*§ 

Never was the Southern army in greater need of cavalry than at 
this instant of chaos in the Federal defense. Stuart on the field might 
have cut off the disorganized units from Cemetery Hill and doubled 
the number of prisoners taken. In such an instance, cavalry might 
function against fleeing soldiers, where it could make little impression 
on the solid ranks against which generals still liked to employ it. But 
the bag of prisoners captured in Gettysburg was impressive. Ram- 
seur’s officer placed the number at 7,300, with no doubt many dupli- 
cations. The aggregate was perhaps nearer 5,000, the captures being 
made chiefly by Ramseur, Doles, Perrin and Hays. General Schimmel- 
fennig was caught in the press, could not extricate himself, and had 
to hide under a woodpile for the next two days. 

Of the brilliant actions in the fighting west of Gettysburg, the most 
Sanguinary was the storming of McPherson’s Woods by Pettigrew’s 
brigade, and most conspicuous in that assault was the duel between 
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the 26th North Carolina and the 24th Michigan. Second, if not equal, 
to this was Perrin’s violent and triumphant attack on the seminary 
fortifications. At times it has been contended that Pettigrew did the 
hard chore and Pender’s division only reaped the easy victory. That 
was far from the case; the casualty lists attest the true story. 

Some other points are salient in considering the July 1 fighting. 
One is that Hill was tacitly, perhaps even covertly, looking for battle 
as well as for shoes. Ordinarily a full division is not employed for a 
foray or a reconnaissance, but in this case Hill consented not only 
to have Heth go to Gettysburg, but had Pender aroused by three 
o'clock in the morning with orders to follow him and give support. 
Manifestly something more than shoes was expected. Yet the full 
intention was not made clear to General Lee. The fact that Heth 
spent the balance of his life lamenting his role in bringing on the 
battle suggests that his own conscience was never eased or his conduct 
fully justified in his own reflections. 

The defeat of the First Federal Corps west of Gettysburg could 
scarcely be attributed to the defeat of the Eleventh Corps north of 
the town. The First Corps was overpowered by superior numbers. 
Even had the Eleventh Corps held fast, the First could not likely 
have maintained its position another five minutes. It was cut in the 
center, not on the right flank where the Eleventh Corps crumbled. 
While Doubleday at the last minute did signal his units to fall back, 
the retirement was anything but voluntary. Some of both Wadsworth’s 
and Robinson’s regiments managed to retain a semblance of order, 
and a few colonels, like Dawes, insisted that their withdrawal was 
both prearranged and deliberate, and due wholly to the breakup of 
the Eleventh Corps. Perhaps in the frenzy of close fighting it seemed 
that way, but Doubleday’s departure had few aspects of a calculated 
withdrawal. 

North and west of Gettysburg the Federal army had fought two 
separate and distinct actions, under different commanders, to all prac- 
tical effect. That was what Buford had in mind when in his midafter- 
noon report to Pleasanton, who was with Meade at Taneytown, he 
wrote a pertinent closing sentence, “In my opinion there seems to 
be no directing person.”®9 

Both forces gave way independently and at so nearly the same 
time that the one had substantially no effect on the other. The First 
Corps fought a prolonged engagement against heavy odds; the Elev- 
enth disintegrated rapidly after being attacked by an inferior force. 
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Though entitled to acclaim, Doubleday got little more than demo- 
tion out of one of the great fights in American history, and after the 
battle he passed out of the Army of the Potomac, unwanted by Meade 
or Grant and unprotected by Halleck or Stanton. About the best 
tribute he received was from Colonel Dawes, who, prior to Gettysburg, 
in a letter home called him a “gallant officer” and said, “I saw him at 
Antietam . . . he was remarkably cool and at the very front of 
battle.”°° That was where he had been at Gettysburg. 

The Southern, like the Northern army, fought the engagement with- 
out united leadership. Early’s and Pender’s divisions were well 
handled, Heth’s and Rodes’s poorly. The Confederate fighting was 
essentially by brigades and here the leadership was in most instances 
brilliant. Nothing better could have been asked of Gordon, Doles, 
Ramseur, Daniel, Pettigrew, or Perrin. Iverson, Archer, Davis, and, 
to a lesser extent, O’Neal were brigade failures. In the Federal army, 
the entire First Corps resistance was nothing short of heroic, and one 
brigade could with but difficulty be singled out above the others. 

The Confederate victory at this stage was more impressive than 
that won two months earlier at Chancellorsville. There one Federal 
corps had been shattered; here two. On the Confederate side seven- 
teen brigades had been brought to the field, four each by Heth, Early 
and Pender and five by Rodes. Two, those of Thomas and Smith, had 
not been engaged. 

On the Federal side, fourteen brigades, including Buford’s two 
cavalry brigades, were in line, although one of Steinwehr’s had re- 
mained unemployed on Cemetery Hill. Ordinarily the Confederate 
brigades were stronger; thus approximately 22,000 Confederates with 
twenty batteries had fought 16,500 Federals with ten batteries. While 
the odds strongly favored the Confederates, they did not presage such 
a complete rout of the Federal army. 

Great crowds of fugitives were making their way down the Balti- 
more road intent on nothing but escape. Some were arrested by the 
provost guard of the Twelfth Corps. Five thousand prisoners were in 
Confederate hands, while by a conservative estimate 4,000 were lying 
on the field or in hastily improvised hospitals. The Army of the Poto- 
mac had suffered a shattering blow. 


CHAPTER 
THIRTEEN 


High Ground and Golden Minutes 


1. Early Shuns the Offerings of Fortune 


Jubal Early stirred mixed emotions and remained an enigma both 
during the war and long after, when he became the manager of the 
notorious Louisiana Lottery, which probably blighted more Southern 
homes than were ever wrecked by Sherman’s army.1 He was rated 
by Sorrel, a competent judge, one of the best strategists in the Con- 
federacy, yet Sorrel conceded that he lacked ability to handle troops 
effectively, while “his irritable disposition and biting tongue made him 
anything but popular.”? He never married. He felt on the defensive 
when Ewell, after the capture of Milroy’s army in Winchester, dele- 
gated him to speak to a group of women. “I never have been able 
to make a speech to one lady, much less to so many,” he countered 
quickly.* 

Having no family, Early devoted himself to causes and applied him- 
self with unusual gusto to whatever he undertook. For a considerable 
period he campaigned against secession. He was among the most 
ardent supporters in Virginia of the old Federal union, though when 
the state seceded there was no doubt but that his extraordinary enter- 
prise and irascibility would be thrown wholeheartedly into the cause 
of his native state. 

While he was rated by some among the best scholars of the army— 
and his later writings and speeches were engaging, pungent, and volu- 
minous—his conversation often was rough and ungrammatical and 
peppered by repeated oaths. At times he was epigrammatic. “The 
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main use I have for a pioneer corps is to bury dead Yankees.” Better 
examples were apparently unpublishable. Stiles judged him not a 
“superb magnetic leader like Gordon” nor could he “deliver quite 
as majestic a blow in actual battle as Longstreet,” and summed him 
up: “Early was in some respects a bundle of inconsistencies and con- 
tradictions; of religion and irreligion; of reverence and profanity.”* 
He admired both Lee and Jackson almost to the point of worship, but 
was the only officer ever heard to swear in Lee’s presence. Lee’s mild 
reproof, not without affection, was conveyed by treating Early as 
“my bad old man.”° Had Lee been incapacitated so that Longstreet 
had to take over the command, Early would have been en route to an 
obscure sector the next morning, for Old Pete distrusted and despised 
him. After the war these two tough-fibered fighters enjoyed a lifelong 
quarrel, each intent on destroying the other, which came to involve 
in one manner or another almost all the surviving officers of the Army 
of Northern Virginia. It ended only with Early’s death, as a recluse, 
thirty-one years after Gettysburg. 

Early had turned lawyer after graduating from West Point, had 
gone back to the army during the Mexican War, then returned to law, 
and again resumed his military career when the states seceded. In 
Mexico he had contracted a rheumatism—probably arthritis—that for 
spells twisted and bent him® and made him appear one of the army 
ancients, although at Gettysburg he was only forty-six years old. But 
the soldiers usually called him “Old Jube” and the other officers 
respected his long, untrimmed beard and his years, even if many of 
them had little use for his character or personality. The war gave 
him several unusual opportunities but perhaps none approaching that 
which now fell to him as he sat astride his horse on Barlow’s Knoll 
and watched the disorganized Federal soldiers streaming back into 
Gettysburg. 

His division was still fresh. Gordon’s losses were inconsequential; 
so were those of Hays and Hoke, while Smith had been unengaged. 
The artillery was well up. Colonel J. Thompson Brown, commanding 
the Second Corps guns, was under the impression the division would 
follow the defeated enemy and take the wooded hill (Culp’s) on the 
left. He sent an officer to move with the division and find a road for 
the artillery. 

Early rode into Gettysburg, passed the crowds of prisoners being 
taken to the rear, with virtually no guard, he noticed, and encountered 
Hays, who was forming a line along a street on the east side of the 
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town. Shells were dropping from Cemetery Hill. Federal sharpshoot- 
ers still occupied some of the houses near the foot of the hill, and the 
bluecoats had a skirmish line along its base. Early found it “very 
apparent” that the hill held a force which had not participated in the 
fight north of the town.? Avery meantime had placed his brigade 
behind a low ridge on the Culp farm, where the rolling ground gave 
protection from the Federals on Cemetery Hill. Thus Hays and 
Avery were within striking distance of the heights in front, and Gordon 
was close by. 

This was a supreme instant for Early, although of course he could 
not appreciate the great consequences of his actions to the cause of 
Southern independence. Napoleon had a maxim: “The destiny of 
States depend upon a moment.”8 Never did it have more pertinent 
application than when Early stood on the outskirts of Gettysburg with 
three fresh brigades and a fourth within reach and looked up at the 
eminences immediately ahead of him. 

Culp’s Hill, to the left, was unoccupied. It was much later that 
Wadsworth was able to collect there some of the scattered remnants 
of his division and form a meager defending force around the nucleus 
of the 7th Indiana Regiment, which had not shared in the fighting 
west of Gettysburg. Seminary Hill held the distraught Eleventh Corps 
refugees, estimated by Hancock after his arrival at 1,000 to 1,200 
organized troops “at most.” Howard had been distressfully unable to 
re-form much of the Eleventh Corps as it passed over Cemetery Hill 
and took to the Baltimore roads beyond. 

Buford had his cavalry in solid formation on the fields to the right 
of Cemetery Hill and gave some protection to that flank, but none in 
front or on the Confederate left. Early was under no restraints. He 
had at this stage of the battle received no orders to check his pursuit, 
and certainly none of any nature applicable to his new situation. Noth- 
ing called for the perspicacity of Jackson. Early had routed an enemy, 
and any textbook or any corporal would know the next move. The 
enemy was making a fresh stand and there were still four and a half 
hours of daylight, or time for half a dozen victories. 

Napoleon had another dictum: “There is but one step between 
triumph and ruin.” That step Early now prepared to take, in the 
wrong direction. Instead of ordering Hays and Avery to occupy the 
high ground in their immediate front—as he was to order twenty hours 
later when it bristled with bayonets—he groped about Gettysburg look- 
ing for either Ewell or Rodes, or both. He had not seen them that 
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day, and he wanted “to urge that we should advance at once upon 
the hill in our front, before the enemy could re-form.”? 

Early found neither general but encountered some of Rodes’s sol- 
dier’s, probably Ramseur’s, on the other side of the town. Then he 
rode out the Cashtown road “to look at the position from that point 
of view and see if I could find Ewell or Rodes.”1° As Early rode 
west from Gettysburg, destiny was ticking off one of the great hours 
of the Confederacy. Jackson had made chance his handmaiden; Early 
became its servant. It seems in the case of Jackson that chance yielded 
to the strength of his character. However that may be, Early rode 
directly out of the arms of the fortune that had sought to embrace 
him, and cast himself on his irresolute corps commander, Ewell. 

On the Cashtown road Early met one of Pender’s staff officers and 
asked him to find A. P. Hill and say that if he would “send forward 
a division, we could take that hill.”"" Early was in error in contending 
that at this time none of Hill’s troops had advanced beyond Seminary 
Ridge. Perrin’s two regiments had preceded Ramseur. Apparently 
the South Carolinians had been withdrawn by the time Early reached 
the square. 

Just then Colonel Abner Smead, inspector general of the Second 
Corps, rode up—Early does not make clear how far he had advanced 
toward the seminary when Smead appeared—with information from 
Ewell. Johnson’s division was approaching and Ewell wanted Early’s 
opinion where it should be placed. 

Ewell meantime had ridden down the slopes of Oak Hill, followed 
closely by Trimble, who had been observing from the high ground 
where Oak Hill merges into Seminary Ridge. Everywhere were evi- 
dences of a great Confederate victory. The ground was covered with 
dead and wounded soldiers. Strewn about were rifles, muskets, haver- 
sacks, canteens, and large quantities of other equipment. Trimble had 
witnessed the flight of the Federals through the town and across the 
fields, and was fired by the sight. Before Ewell reached the square 
he and Trimble were joined by Gordon, whose eager spirit also had 
been fully aroused. Gordon was anxious for the chase, on which he 
could see that the fortunes of the day depended. As they rode into 
Gettysburg, Gordon was startled by the thud of a bullet hitting the 
corps commander, but Ewell jokingly remarked, “You see how much 
better fixed for a fight I am than you are. It didn’t hurt a bit to be 
shot in the wooden leg.” 

Captain James Power Smith, Ewell’s aide, placed Ewell’s arrival at 
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the town square at about five o’clock. He remained in the saddle be- 
neath a shade tree, “chatted amiably with his men,” and “pleasantly 
declined” a bottle of wine one of his young officers had brought up 
from a cellar.12. Manifestly there was nothing pressing in the attitude 
or actions of the corps commander, and Captain Smith, who watched 
it all closely, agreed the events assumed a more critical importance 
in later reflection than at the time. “But even then, some of us who 
had served on Jackson’s staff, sat in a group in our saddles, and one 
said sadly, ‘Jackson is not here.’” Ewell was “simply waiting for 
orders” when every moment “could not be balanced with gold.” 


2. Trimble Throws His Sword Away! 


After dallying in Gettysburg, Ewell rode northeast to temporary head- 
quarters at a farm near the almshouse. While in town he had received 
intelligence that Johnson’s division was approaching and had dis- 
patched Colonel Smead to find Early. 

Lee’s concentration had been impeded because the bulk of his army 
had to move through the single South Mountain pass and along the 
clogged Chambersburg-Gettysburg road. Johnson’s division, which 
had reached Green Village on the night of June 30, was given the 
right of way over Longstreet, and on Wednesday July 1 moved through 
Fayetteville and over the gap to Cashtown. As they crossed the 
mountain the men heard the sound of distant artillery firing. Midway 
between Cashtown and Gettysburg Johnson sent Major Harry Kyd 
Douglas ahead with notice to Ewell that the division was “in prime 
condition” and ready to enter the line on its arrival.* When Douglas 
delivered the message he tried to convey something of Johnson’s 
earnestness. 

Gordon who was still with Ewell said he could join with Johnson 
in the assault, but Ewell demurred. Douglas quoted him: “General 
Lee told me to come to Gettysburg and gave me no orders to go 
further. I do not feel like advancing and making an attack without 
orders from him, and he is back at Cashtown.’’!® 

Gordon said nothing more. Ewell gave notice that Johnson should 
halt when he was well up and wait for further directions. As Douglas 
departed, Ewell’s chief of staff said to him, in an aside: 

“Oh, for the presence and inspiration of Old Jack for just one 
hour!”’?6 

Trimble took note that the firing had now ceased, but he thought 
Ewell was moving about uneasily, “a good deal excited,” and “seemed 
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to me to be undecided what to do next.”!" Trimble decided this was 
a good moment to give advice: “Well, General,” he said, “we have 
had a grand success. Are you not going to follow it up and push our 
advantage?” 

Again Ewell referred to the lack of new orders from Lee. With the 
awful evidences of battle about him, he was going back to the instruc- 
tions he had received early in the morning, which might or might not 
be applicable, according to a corps commander’s views, to an alto- 
gether fresh set of conditions brought about by the expulsion of the 
enemy from Gettysburg. 

Trimble was quick to see a discrepancy. “That hardly applies to 
the present state of things,” he said, “‘as we have fought a hard battle 
already and should secure the advantage gained.” 

Ewell made no reply. Trimble judged him “far from composed.” 
He was putting the brakes on the army when he should have been 
accelerating its movements. Trimble, recognizing this as “a critical 
moment,” rode off for a closer view of Culp’s and Cemetery hills. 
Quickly he returned and pointed to Culp’s Hill. 

“General,” he said, “there is an eminence of commanding position 
and not now occupied, as it ought to be by us or the enemy soon. I 
advise you to send a brigade to hold it if we are to remain here.” 

“Are you sure it commands the town?” asked Ewell. 

“Certainly it does, as you can see, and it ought to be held by us 
at once,” Trimble asserted. 

He did not record Ewell’s response other than to say it was im- 
patient. 

Trimble’s anger at this stage erupted. He had grasped in an instant 
what writers and historians have been speculating about for nearly a 
century, namely that the corps commander had grown timid.’§ 

“Give me a division,” he said, ‘and I will take that hill.” 

Ewell declined. His precise words were not given by Lieutenant 
McKim, the faithful recorder of many of the details of Gettysburg. 

“Give me a brigade and I will do it,” Trimble continued. When 
Ewell still declined, the despairing Trimble implored: “Give me a 
good regiment and I will engage to take that hill.” 

That too being denied, Trimble threw down his sword and stalked 
out of Ewell’s headquarters in a huff, asserting that he would no 
longer serve under such an officer. He could do this, McKim ex- 
plained, because he was merely acting as a volunteer aide to Ewell 
and had no established command. The Confederacy might have fared 
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better with “old man Trimble” in command of the corps, or of Early’s 
division. That would have been more practical than to yearn for the 
dead Jackson. 

In the Confederate army, where private soldiers did not hesitate to 
express opinions, the general received some prompting. Major Daniel 
noted that when the men saw the delay and the hills ahead they 
shouted, “Let’s go on!” Colonel Jones of Avery’s brigade reflected a 
common viewpoint: “There was not an officer, not even a man, that did 
not expect that the war would be closed upon that hill that evening, for 
there was still two hours of daylight when the final charge was made, 
yet for reasons that have never been explained nor ever will be... 
some one made a blunder that lost the battle of Gettysburg, and, hu- 
manly speaking, the Confederate cause.”’® 

Gordon was not a professional soldier and had merely risen from 
the command of the “Raccoon Roughs” of the northern Georgia hills, 
but he had better military intuition than some of the veteran officers 
of the old army and he understood the critical nature of the moment. 
A short time earlier he had looked down the lines and as far as he 
could see the enemy was retreating. Large numbers were throwing 
down their arms. Those farther away had fight in them still, but they, 
too, could be taken in flank. “In less than half an hour,” he said, 
“my troops would have swept up and over those hills, the possession 
of which was of such momentous consequence.””° 

Gordon had, in fact, paid no attention to the first orders to halt. 
“Not until the third or fourth order of the most peremptory character 
reached me did I obey,” he said. In later reflection he doubted that 
he would have obeyed even then except for the explanation that Gen- 
eral Lee, who was several miles removed from the field, did not want 
to fight at Gettysburg. 

While Early was talking with Colonel Smead on the Cashtown 
road, an aide from Extra Billy Smith arrived greatly excited, bringing 
word that Federal infantry and artillery were advancing along the York 
road, which would place them on the flank and rear of Early’s divi- 
sion. Smith, according to Early’s account of it,?’ said he would be 
unable to hold off this force; this was the reason he had not advanced 
when Early had sent for him during the attack on the Eleventh Corps. 
Early doubted Smith’s accuracy but felt the troops would be disturbed 
by the report of an enemy on their flank, even if it proved untrue, so 
he sent a staff officer to Gordon directing him to take his brigade to 
the York road, and, in Early’s words, stop the “stampeding.” That 
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ended the possibility of using Gordon against Culp’s or Cemetery Hill. 

Up to this time Early had not seen Ewell. He had just pointed out 
Culp’s Hill to Colonel Smead as the place Johnson should occupy 
when another courier arrived, saying Ewell wanted to see Early in 
town. Ewell merely wanted to ask orally where Johnson should be 
placed and Early again pointed to Culp’s Hill as the proper position. 
Then, according to Early’s account, he urged that they should push 
ahead and occupy Cemetery Hill. This he had not done earlier, when 
the opportunity was most inviting. But Ewell suggested that they ride 
together toward the hill and reconnoiter it, which they did until they 
encountered the fire of Federal sharpshooters who still held the south- 
ern fringe of the town. Ewell then concluded that it would be best 
not to advance until Johnson arrived. 

There is abundant information on this critical moment in the his- 
tory of the Confederacy because Early in later years, smarting under 
the suggestion that perhaps he, and not Longstreet, was responsible 
for the Southern defeat, went to great length to build up a record, 
which, in the end, left a number of inconsistencies. While he urged 
Ewell to attack an hour or so after the Federals had broken, he ex- 
plained in the record that he did not have a sufficient force for it; 
that the job could be done more readily from A. P. Hill’s position; 
and that the Federal army was in such strength that an attack would 
have been doomed to failure, after all. He thought Smith was in a self- 
engendered panic, yet he emphasized in his account that an approach 
of the enemy on the York road was not improbable because Stuart 
had fought near Hanover the day before and Colonel White, his own 
cavalry leader, had reported an enemy infantry force on the Hanover 
road.”? 

Rodes now joined them, and while they awaited Johnson the three 
generals, Ewell, Rodes and Early, rode together out the York pike to 
probe into the nature of Smith’s alleged encounter with the enemy. 
They could look down the road for two miles and on their arrival it 
was clear of troops. Early reaffirmed his first statement that he 
“placed no confidence in the rumor.” Rodes tended to believe it, 
and Ewell “seemed at a great loss as to what opinion to form.” The 
reports of the enemy’s presence on the road had come mainly from 
cavalry stragglers who Early thought were “waifs from the battlefield 
of Hanover.”4 

But while they looked and talked, far out to the right of the York 
road a line of skirmishers appeared, moving apparently in their direc- 
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tion. “There they come now!”?> exclaimed Rodes. Blue and gray 
soldiers looked alike at that distance. Early answered in “somewhat 
emphatic language,” which for him would mean a stronger than usual 
oath, that they must not be enemy skirmishers because Gordon, who 
was situated in that area, would fire on an enemy. Lieutenants T. T. 
Turner of Ewell’s staff and Robert D. Early of Early’s were sent out to 
investigate; they returned with the information that the skirmish line 
was Smith’s, which Gordon was realigning. They found that Culp’s 
Hill was unoccupied. Both armies were still being very casual. 

Sunset was now at hand. Ewell departed and Early returned to 
the brigades of Hays and Avery on the eastern outskirts of Gettys- 
burg. It was about 7:45 p.M. when he was again summoned by Ewell, 
for a conference with Lee. 


3. Lee Wants the High Ground Taken 


Daniel’s brigade was resting with its left on the railroad cut at 4:00 
p.M., after going through some of the toughest fighting and suffering 
some of the heaviest casualties of the battle. The men were much too 
exhausted to be sent after the fleeing Federals. Confederate guns on 
Seminary Ridge were testing the range to Cemetery Hill without com- 
mitting themselves to a sustained bombardment, and were being an- 
swered by Steinwehr. 

During this sporadic exchange Daniel’s men saw a party of officers 
riding up the road from Cashtown. The horsemen drew up on Sem- 
inary Ridge where the pike reaches the summit, and their leader took 
up his glasses and looked down on the town of Gettysburg, then across 
at the range of hills. 

Daniel’s soldiers pulled themselves to their feet and took off their 
hats. There was no cheering—the Carolinians were too fagged out to 
manage anything except a salute, delivered more with their hearts 
than their hands. Colonel Thomas S. Kenan merely called his regi- 
ment to attention.2* But all along the Confederate line passed a thrill 
of expectancy and elation, for General Lee had reached the field. 

The commanding general had been progressing toward the firing 
line since early morning, halting from time to time to receive dis- 
patches and maintain a headquarters where he might be reached by 
couriers. 

The correspondent of the Savannah Republican was sitting on the 
wet ground west of Cashtown on the morning of July 1, his back 
against a tree, writing a story, when Lee passed. “He seemed to sniff 
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battle in the breeze,” the correspondent noted in his dispatch.?7 Long- 
street had ridden with him for a time and found him cheerful. 

At Cashtown he established temporary headquarters in an old 
house on the turnpike. On an inside door someone had nailed up 
a map of Adams County, Pennsylvania, of which Gettysburg is the 
seat. With his penknife Lee cut out the map, put it in his pocket, and 
carried it to Gettysburg. The incident has perhaps been unrecorded 
and there is no information about whether the map was of value or 
whether he paid anyone for it; if he did not, this was probably the 
only petty depredation he committed during the campaign.?8 When 
he set up headquarters around the Thompson House on Seminary 
Ridge later in the day he had a door taken off the hinges and laid 
across two braces, or chairs in a tent across the road; he used it for 
his map table during the battle. 

Captain James Power Smith, Ewell’s aide, made two trips in the 
late afternoon from Gettysburg to the seminary, and on the first he 
witnessed the arrival of the commanding general. Smith studied Lee 
carefully and reflected on his “superb physique,” his quiet bearing, 
and his carefully cut gray uniform.?? His felt hat had a medium brim, 
his boots fitted neatly, and everything about him was trim and mili- 
tary. “An unruffied calm upon his countenance” showed his concen- 
tration and control. He had stopped in the grass field to the north of 
the seminary, where, mounted on Traveler, he looked down the long 
slope toward the heights beyond Gettysburg. Federal soldiers were 
still streaming across the fields and climbing the heights. 

The ubiquitous McKim was there, too. “I saw him sweep the ho- 
rizon with his glasses, and noted he scanned that elevation [Little 
Round Top] with great attention.”*° 

The whole panorama of the subsiding battle lay before him, the 
positions north of the town that had been carried by Early’s arrival 
on the Federal flank; Oak Hill, which had been seized by Rodes; and 
the ground on which he stood, which had been the scene of the most 
stubborn fighting. He was quick to see the advantages of the high 
ground south of Gettysburg. He immediately directed Colonel Walter 
H. Taylor to inform Ewell that from the position he, Lee, occupied, 
he could see the Federals retreating over the hills in great confusion 
and without organization, and that it “was only necessary to press 
‘those people’ in order to secure possession of the heights.”** He 
wanted Ewell, if possible, to do this. 

Taylor went immediately to Ewell and delivered the message, no- 


182 HIGH TIDE AT GETTYSBURG 


ticing that Ewell offered no objection to the orders conveyed, nor 
mentioned any obstacle to their execution. He received from Ewell 
information about the number of prisoners captured and returned to 
Lee to report that his message had been delivered. Taylor left several 
accounts of this transaction, all in substantially the same language. 
He returned to Lee with the impression that Ewell would carry out 
the orders. Lee would have been better served had Taylor waited and 
fretted Ewell until that general began the execution of the order. He 
could then have reported to Lee that the order had been complied 
with, not merely delivered. 

Captain Smith had returned earlier and Ewell now sent him again 
to Lee. Possibly he passed Colonel Taylor en route, or possibly the 
message he carried was in the nature of an afterthought. He was 
directed to inform Lee that Early and Rodes thought they could go 
forward if supported by Hill on their right. South of the cemetery 
was a position which they felt should be taken at once because it 
commanded the cemetery. Whether this was the Round Tops or the 
extension of Cemetery Ridge is not clear, but Smith judged Ewell was 
thinking of the high ground immediately beyond the cemetery, and 
not of the more remote Round Tops. 

On this trip he found Lee in a field some distance to the south. It 
was now five o’clock. Longstreet had ridden ahead of his troops and 
Lee and Longstreet had dismounted for a careful scrutiny of the 
terrain, especially the position south of the cemetery. Smith delivered 
his message and Lee wanted to know what position Ewell meant 
by “the ground to the south.” He handed his glasses to Smith so that 
the captain might designate it. According to the captain, Lee said 
“the elevated position in front was, he supposed, the commanding 
position of which Early and Rodes spoke.”** Then he added that 
some of “those people” were already there. 

Smith thought they were cavalry scouts. But Lee continued that 
he did not have a force available to take this position. He asked 
Longstreet about the locations of the First Corps divisions, and was 
informed that the leading division, McLaws’ was still six miles from 
the field. Lee then gave Smith his reply to Ewell: “He regretted that 
his people were not up to support him on the right; but wished him 
to take the Cemetery Hill if it were possible; and that he would ride 
over to see him very soon.”** 

As Colonel Taylor described Lee’s message and as Captain Smith 
quoted his later instructions, Ewell was not cautioned against bring- 
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ing on a general engagement prior to the arrival of Longstreet’s troops. 
The only qualification carried by Taylor was “if possible,” a condition 
that gave Ewell some discretion to weigh the chance of success before 
committing himself. The same qualification, “if it were possible,” 
occurred in Lee’s orders sent through Captain Smith. Any caution 
against bringing on a general engagement was clearly that imposed 
earlier in the day, as Taylor pointed out. 

Lee’s decision against an attack on the right with the troops already 
at hand, as well as his view that the position behind the cemetery was 
already occupied, resulted partly from the reconnaissance just made 
by his military secretary, Colonel Long. Long reported that Cemetery 
Hill was occupied in strength, part of the force being posted behind a 
stone fence near the crest of the hill, and the rest on the reverse slope. 
As he summed it up later, “In my opinion an attack at this time, with 
the troops then at hand, would have been hazardous and very doubt- 
ful of success.” That must have been an hour after Lee’s arrival and 
almost two hours after Perrin had carried Seminary Ridge and after 
Early had halted in front of Culp’s Hill and Cemetery Ridge.*® 

Anderson’s division was close at hand, and there was restiveness 
among some of Pender’s officers and men, as well as Early’s, over the 
failure to take the ground on which the Federals had rallied. Major 
David Gregg McIntosh, commanding a battalion of Third Corps artil- 
lery, thought the army relaxed once it had captured the town, when 
it should have redoubled its efforts and made the assaults that proved 
so costly on the second and third days. His description of the situa- 
tion is persuasive: 


The Union troops driven into the town from different directions 
were wedged and jammed in the streets, and soon became a disor- 
ganized mass. Artillery and ambulances struggling to get through the 
tangled crowd added to the confusion. Had the fugitives been allowed 
no pause, and had the Confederates followed close on their heels, the 
very momentum of the flight, to say nothing of the contagion of panic, 
would have swept aside every support, and the pursuers could easily 
have rushed the Cemetery and surrounding heights.*° 


His main point was that concentrated Confederate artillery fire on 
Cemetery Hill would have been disastrous to the Federals and might 
have caused them to abandon the heights. Ample artillery was at 
hand. The two Third Corps battalions which had been at the front 
all day had suffered severely in casualties but still retained their fight- 
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ing efficiency, each with a complement of 16 guns. Half these guns 
were rifled and Cemetery Hill was well in range. Garnett’s battalion 
had just arrived fresh, and McIntosh estimated that between 30 and 
40 guns could have been employed on Seminary Hill as they were in 
the great bombardment of July 3 before the Pickett-Pettigrew assault. 

The decision was left to Brigadier General William Nelson Pendle- 
ton, chief of the army artillery, who had reconnoitered the woods to 
the right and along the ridge to the Fairfield road, his object being to 
find a position for Garnett’s guns, which he had already ordered to 
the right. Cemetery Hill was in range from the Fairfield road position. 
Ramseur at that time came out of Gettysburg, now occupied by his 
troops, met Pendleton on Seminary Ridge at the Fairfield road cross- 
ing, and told him that if the batteries opened, they would draw a 
concentrated fire on his men, who were much exposed from Cemetery 
Hill. Only one side of this conversation is available, and Ramseur 
did try to press on that same evening. But Pendleton decided that 
unless his bombardment should be a part of a combined attack on 
Cemetery Hill “iat would be worse than useless to open fire there.”37 
That probably was a sound conclusion, although the onus of the 
decision should not have been placed on a single brigade general. De- 
spite McIntosh’s confidence in his guns, they would not likely have dis- 
lodged the Federal army unless followed by a strong infantry assault. 

Pendleton may have been confused about Ramseur’s request, which 
probably was not that he should refrain from drawing the enemy’s fire, 
but that he should be careful about where he aimed his own. Doles’s 
Georgians had just come under the fire of two Confederate brass 
pieces on Oak Hill and some had been killed, others wounded.*8 
Three of Rodes’s brigades were prepared to storm Cemetery Hill, and 
Ramseur no doubt was anxious to alert the Confederate artillery about 
the prospective attack. Doles registered a vigorous protest against the 
“indifference and neglect” of the battery commander who was care- 
less with his shells. 

The three brigades ready for the attack were those of O’Neal, Ram- 
seur, and Doles. O’Neal, recovered to an extent after his repulse 
earlier, had ordered up artillery and formed in line with Doles, who 
had passed to the southern part of the town. O’Neal was preparing 
to begin the assault when he was recalled and directed to form his 
brigade north of the railroad. 

A. P. Hill’s report on the final phase of the first day’s battle was 
almost an apology. The substance of it was that he—fighter though he 
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was known to be—was satisfied with half a loaf of victory at supper 
that night. It is true, as stated, that here the want of cavalry was 
seriously felt. But impressed with the belief that the enemy was “en- 
tirely routed,” and with the exhaustion of his two divisions after six 
hours of hard fighting, “prudence led me to be content with what had 
been gained, and not push forward troops exhausted and necessarily 
disordered, probably to encounter fresh troops of the enemy.”*? He 
credited his corps with the capture of 2,300 prisoners and “the almost 
total annihilation of the First Corps of the enemy.” 

Ensign J. A. Stikeleather of the 4th North Carolina was on Ram- 
seur’s skirmish line. His letter to his mother, which reached the 
North Carolina press, said the Cemetery Hill position could have 
been carried readily with the loss of less than five hundred, that 
“Washington would have been evacuated, Baltimore freed, Maryland 
unfettered, the enemy discomfitted, and our victorious banners flaunt- 
ing defiantly before the panic-stricken North.” He told the attitude 
of the troops: “The simplest soldier in the ranks felt it. . . . But, timid- 
ity in the commander that stepped into the shoes of the fearless J ack- 
son, prompted delay, and all night long the busy axes from tens of 
thousands of busy hands on that crest, rang out clearly on the night 
air, and bespoke the preparation the enemy were making for the 
morrow.” This letter by a junior officer immediately after the battle 
contained perhaps the first attack on Ewell for the disastrous inaction 
of that evening.*° 

Longstreet meanwhile was surveying the country, especially the 
Federal position on the long ridge connecting the formidable hills at 
either end; chance, he noted, had provided the enemy with an excep- 
tionally strong rallying place. Apprehensive that Lee might want to 
attack it, he returned to Lee and offered a counterproposal. The 
entire Confederate army, he suggested, could be moved by the right 
flank and put in position south of Round Top, where it would 
threaten to interpose itself between Meade and Washington. Meade 
would therefore be dislodged by strategy instead of assault. 

Longstreet’s account of this meeting is no doubt correct in general 
purport, but contains phrases that must have injected themselves into 
his thinking in later years.41 After he had looked over the ground for 
five or ten minutes, he turned to Lee. 


If we could have chosen a point to meet our plans of operation, [he 
said] I do not think we could have found a better one... . All we 
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have to do is to throw our army around to their left, and we shall 
interpose between the Federal army and Washington. We can get a 
strong position and wait, and if they fail to attack us we shall have 
everything in condition to move back tomorrow night in the direction 
of Washington, selecting a good position into which we can place our 
troops to receive battle next day. Finding our objective is Washington 
or that army, the Federals will be sure to attack us. When they attack, 
we shall beat them, as we proposed to do before we left Fredericks- 
burg, and the probabilities are that the fruits of our success will be 
great.*? 


Lee’s reply was prompt: “No, the enemy is there, and I am going 
to attack him there.” 

Longstreet’s account was written well after Lee’s death; his phrase, 
“as we proposed to do before we left Fredericksburg,” would have 
perplexed Lee had it been uttered on Seminary Ridge. Irrespective of 
what Longstreet may have proposed at Fredericksburg, Lee never 
committed himself arbitrarily to any plan, or felt bound by anything 
except the conditions immediately before him. So much he made 
clear, himself. 

Longstreet was not a dissembler, and while he might maneuver a 
corps, the only approach he knew in conversation was frontal. He 
argied boldly, a trifle impudently, with Lee, contending that his pro- 
posal would give Lee command of the Washington roads. 

“No,” Lee answered again with finality, “they are in position and 
I am going to whip them or they are going to whip me.” 

Longstreet desisted but did not consider himself defeated. He 
would wait. As it developed, Lee did not brush Longstreet’s project 
aside contemptuously. Later that evening he analyzed it more closely 
and apparently toyed with the notion of putting some modification of 
it into effect. Military comment has been well divided over the near- 
century since the battle about the feasibility of the turning movement. 
The difficulties would have been major. Lee still had no cavalry and 
did not know where the enemy was or would be. He could not under- 
take a prolongation of his right beyond Round Top so long as Ewell 
was gripped like a shepherd’s crook around Culp’s and Cemetery 
hills. He might have considered the plan more earnestly had he been 
able to shift Ewell to the far right, but Early always had so many 
impressive reasons against it. 

What would have been the history of the Confederacy if he had 
made this turning movement? Perhaps it was possible for Lee to win 
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the campaign either by the battle plan he adopted or by the strategy 
Longstreet proposed. Rarely in military matters is there but a single 
road to success. The execution is all-important. Victory in the end 
depends on the degree of skill and the force of character, and always 
a modicum of luck, behind any plan. A capable general considers all 
eventualities. When he has weighed the different factors he must 
select one plan, and only one, and then refrain from mulling over 
what might have happened had he chosen another. 

Lee made his final choice on the basis of numerous cogent reasons. 
There are no means of comparing the battle of Gettysburg—the battle 
of history which he fought—with the might-have-been battle under 
Longstreet’s flanking movement. That battle could have been lost, too. 

None in the army understood the opportunities of the moment better 
nor grieved more bitterly than Gordon, who all through the late after- 
noon wanted only to be unleashed. That night he was unable to 
sleep. He mounted at 2:00 a.m. and with two staff officers rode to 
the red barn which Ewell and Early were using as a headquarters. 
Through the night he had heard the Federal soldiers with picks and 
shovels digging trenches on the hills, and the rumbling wheels of guns 
being put in position. He forecast to Ewell and Early that at daylight 
they would be able to see heavy works, guns, and infantry ranks 
frowning down on them, and he declared that he, even at that hour 
of two in the morning, could carry those works by a vigorous assault. 
After daylight, he said, it would cost 10,000 men. 

Gordon seemed to detect an inclination on the part of the two 
superior officers to yield to his entreaty, but in the end his request was 
denied. “Those works were never carried,” he said, “but the cost of 
the assault upon them, the appalling carnage resulting from the efforts 
to take them, far exceeded that which I ventured to predict.”48 

Johnson reached Gettysburg with his men “very much jaded from 
hard marching,’’** in the words of Lieutenant McKim, who noted that 
it was still daylight as he entered the town. He was able to read a 
letter handed to him by Colonel Douglas.*° And there was enough day- 
light to win a battle, although conditions had been altered vastly in 
the Federal army. Douglas thought Johnson was “spoiling for a 
fight”*® because of the rapidity of his marching and he did expect to 
go immediately into action. He had covered twenty-five miles that 
day. Leaving the Cashtown road, the division followed the railroad cut 
and halted at the Pennsylvania College grounds while Johnson went 
to find Ewell. Some of the brigades passed straight on through to the 
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position designated for them on Early’s left. Johnson, never reluctant 
to fight even at a late hour, put his division in battle line. For what he 
referred to in later years as “some unexplained reason,” he received 
orders from Ewell to halt.47 He was not allowed the opportunity to 
assault Culp’s Hill in the fading daylight of July 1. 

Ewell, being an intelligent soldier, could not have been too happy 
with his management of affairs. After the war when a prisoner at 
Fort Warren, he told his fellow prisoner, Eppa Hunton, that “it took 
a dozen blunders to lose Gettysburg, and he had committed a good 
many of them.’*® Nobody has ever been in a strong position to dis- 
pute him. But Ewell’s greatest deficiency, of course, was lack of fore- 
sight. He might have replied to his critics in the words of General 
Lee to an officer who was analyzing some of the mistakes of Gettys- 
burg. 

“Young man,” said Lee, “why did you not tell me that before the 
battle? Even as stupid a man as I am can see it all now.’’4® 


CHAPTER 
FOURTEEN 


Moonlight and Marching Columns 


1. “The Damned Dutchmen . . . Ran Like Sheep” 


L. L. Crounse, chief correspondent of the New York Times with 
the Army of the Potomac, brought the first objective account of the 
clash at Gettysburg to Taneytown and Meade’s headquarters. Crounse 
galloped up in the midafternoon while the Cincinnati correspondent, 
Whitelaw Reid, was talking with the Federal commander in his tent.* 

Meade had been getting sketchy reports all morning, but here 
finally was a more comprehensive, eyewitness version. Crounse said 
he had just ridden from the small town, ten to fifteen miles distant, 
where a battle of uncertain magnitude was still in progress. Reynolds 
had been killed and the air was heavy with Northern misfortune. He 
had hurried back to get access to a telegraph wire and file a prelimin- 
ary dispatch. The other correspondents who had been moving close 
to headquarters must have obtained fill-ins, for all began writing 
stories on a Taneytown tavern porch. These dispatches were sent 
by messenger to Frederick, where communication with Washington 
and the North had been restored after it had been cut by Stuart. 
Then the newsmen galloped off toward Gettysburg. 

En route they rode into the backwash of a great battle, into refugees 
with new rumors, distraught men and women with fresh eyewitness 
accounts. One was that “the damned Dutchmen of the Eleventh 
Corps broke and ran like sheep, just as they did at Chancellorsville.” 


Another: “Wadsworth’s division was cut to pieces . . . half of 
its officers killed.” Still another: “We were driven pell-mell through 
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Gettysburg and things look black enough, I tell you.”? The area of 
Two Taverns was filled with skulkers from the front. Frightened 
women were questioning the fleeing men about the battle. Prospects 
of Federal victory on Pennsylvania soil were anything but promising. 

Through the early morning the Second Corps, Hancock’s, had been 
marching up from Uniontown, where it had rested since the night of 
June 29. When it reached Taneytown at eleven o’clock, the men 
were allowed a coffee rest, which became extended as Meade awaited 
messengers from the front and pondered whether the battle ought to 
be fought at Gettysburg or along his more favored Pipe Creek. Bu- 
ford’s early-morning cavalry fight had indicated little, but shortly 
before one o’clock Meade had begun to comprehend the major nature 
of the engagement west of Gettysburg. He had heard of Reynolds’ 
death and of the heavy pressure on the First Corps from the assem- 
bling Confederate army. 

Meade might have gone himself to Gettysburg but he elected to 
send Hancock. The decision disclosed that he had not yet abandoned 
his intention of fighting along Pipe Creek and thought it more likely 
that the three corps which formed the left wing—the First, Eleventh 
and Third—would have to be brought back by the routes he had 
already specified, than that the rest of the army would go forward. 
But the severe nature of the fighting suggested that it might now be 
too late to withdraw. The final decision would have to be made on 
the basis of just what was happening at Gettysburg, and on whether 
the terrain offered defensive advantages for the army as inviting as 
those along Pipe Creek appeared to be. 

Certainly if Meade judged his duty was at headquarters in the rear 
instead of on the fighting line, he could not have made a better choice 
of a substitute than Hancock. The fact that Hancock was junior to 
both the Eleventh and Third Corps commanders, Howard and Sickles, 
did not matter to Meade. His and the army’s trust in Hancock was 
strong and he had full authorization to disregard rank in an emergency. 

Meade kept Hancock at headquarters an hour, explaining his inten- 
tions and reviewing the orders already issued. He gave Hancock wide 
latitude at the front, to order the removal of the three corps and their 
trains to the rear for alignment behind Pipe Creek, or to establish a 
battle line at Gettysburg if he judged that expedient. These powers 
were fully as comprehensive as those of the commander in chief. 

siancock turned over command of the Second Corps to John Gib- 
bon, ihe artilleryman who before the war had instructed the West 
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Point cadets in the use of the guns and had become McDowell’s chief 
of artillery, then Meredith’s predecessor as commander of the Iron 
Brigade. Although a Pennsylvanian by birth, he had been reared in 
Charlotte, North Carolina, and had three brothers fighting in the 
armies of the South, one of them, Dr. Robert Gibbon, being the sur- 
geon of Lane’s brigade. At two o’clock Hancock rode with his staff 
for Gettysburg, thirteen miles away. The time he required to cover 
this distance, almost two hours, is explained by the fact that he rode 
part of the way in an ambulance, so that he might study his maps. He 
sent his aide, Major William G. Mitchell, ahead to notify Howard of 
his coming. 

Both Hancock and Mitchell placed the time of his arrival at three 
thirty; others thought the hour later. Doubleday said it was after 
Lee’s arrival on the opposite hill,? which was at four o’clock. Lee 
and Hancock appear to have reached the field almost simultaneously, 
about four. 

Rarely in warfare has the arrival of a single officer on a battlefield 
been more timely and consequential than Hancock’s at Gettysburg. 
One of his subordinates gave the picture: before he came, “wreck, 
disaster, disorder, almost the panic that precedes disorganization, de- 
feat and retreat were everywhere.” After he appeared on Cemetery 
Hill, “soldiers retreating stopped, skulkers appeared from under their 
cover, lines were re-formed”: in place of a rabble seeking Cemetery 
Hill as a sanctuary, an army with a purpose—under a leader who could 
lift it to extraordinary efforts—confronted the Confederates. 

There was something dominating and inspiring about Hancock. 
The men of his corps were essentially the same as those of any other, 
but at the end of the war they could say that the Second had captured 
more enemy guns and more enemy colors than all the rest of the army 
combined. After Grant had taken command and had gone through 
the Wilderness, Hancock could tell him proudly that the corps had 
never lost a color or a gun, though oftener and more desperately en- 
gaged than any other. The Galena tanner was to use the corps cruelly 
at Cold Harbor, but it nevertheless finished the war, and with a record 
of a larger number of engagements and an aggregate of more killed 
and wounded than any other corps in the Northern armies.* 

Hancock, one of twin brothers born in Montgomery County, Penn- 
sylvania, owed his military eminence as much to his great industry as 
to his intelligence and striking appearance. He devoted the eleven 
years between 1850 and 1861 to assiduous preparation for the 


MOONLIGHT AND MARCHING COLUMNS 193 


responsibilities of high command if it should ever come to him. He 
was so thorough that army detail work, which provoked some and 
baffled others, neither irritated nor bogged him down. He undoubtedly 
was one of the great soldiers of American history, though he never 
had the opportunity to command his own army, mainly because no 
commander of the Army of the Potomac from the Peninsula to Ap- 
pomattox could dispense with him for an instant.° 

McClellan had used the term “superb” in connection with his 
name, and the adjective was so fitting that the army adopted it and 
knew him thereafter as “Hancock the Superb,” a difficult cognomen 
for any officer, but one he was able to handle with seemliness. The 
word “beautiful” is not ordinarily applicable to the male form, but it 
seemed to fit Hancock as it did Gordon. His mien and carriage were 
like those of a race horse at the starting line, and called for a stronger 
descriptive word than handsome. 

Altogether, Hancock’s aspect, poise, and common sense gave him 
an abundance of the quality of leadership, and officers and men turned 
to him instinctively. “One felt safe to be near him,” said a junior. 
Young Frank Aretas Haskell gave a dramatic, though highly partisan, 
account of the Federal officers at Gettysburg. It contains some vivid 
word pictures, but he brought out his choice terms for Hancock, “the 
tallest and most shapely” of them all. Haskell was impressed with 
his innate ability to lead: “I think that if he were in citizens’ clothes, 
and should give commands in the army to those who did not know 
him, he would be likely to be obeyed at once.”® 

That was not precisely the case, even though he was in uniform, 
when he arrived on Cemetery Hill to take over the duties that had 
proved such a heavy burden for Howard’s shoulders. The senior 
officer demurred. As with most of these Gettysburg controversies, 
the versions of what happened vary widely, but Howard’s attitude on 
the appearance both of Hancock and of Meade later that night seemed 
so intensely personal that he appeared to be thinking of his own 
rather than the army’s standing. 

Doubleday, who was near, said “quite a scene occurred” when he 
confronted Hancock. “Why, Hancock, you cannot give orders here!” 
Howard exclaimed. “I am in command and I rank you!’ 

Hancock told of his orders from Meade, although his aide had 
already advised Howard of their scope. But, according to Doubleday, 
Howard still declined to recognize Hancock’s authority. 

Howard’s own account shows a disposition to act either indepen- 
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dently or as the officer who was directing. “All right, Hancock,” he 
quoted himself as saying, “you take the left of the Baltimore Pike and 
I will take the right, and we will put these troops in line.” He said 
his remarks were friendly, and Hancock “did as I suggested.’”® 

Words almost identical with Doubleday’s were attributed to How- 
ard by Major Halstead, the First Corps adjutant general, who heard 
Howard exclaim: “No, I do not doubt your word, General Hancock, 
but you can give no orders here while I am here.” 

Hancock explained that Meade had told him to select a field for 
battle; he thought the place where he stood was the strongest natural 
position he had ever seen. If Howard felt likewise, he would select it. 
Howard consented and Hancock said, “Very well, sir, I select this as 
the battle-field.’’?° 

Howard of course could not have truly commanded an army with 
Hancock present. Things did not work out that way in days when 
generals exercised immediate instead of remote control over troops 
and remained in their presence under the stress of battle. Expecting 
men to look to Howard would be like expecting them to go to Henry 
Dearborn for guidance with Andrew Jackson or Oliver Hazard Perry 
at hand. Men turned to Hancock’s sureness where they would have 
recognized only Howard’s insignia. In a supreme trial they would 
have sought strength and not rank. 

The Maine artilleryman, Lieutenant Edward N. Whittier, went to 
Hancock for orders, found him unruffled by the confusion all around, 
and felt “his very atmosphere strong and invigorating.” Whittier 
noticed that even after his long ride his linen was still clean and 
white. His sleeve was rolled back from his “firm, finely moulded 
hand.” Everything about him imparted fresh courage to others. 

After his exchange with Howard, Hancock found Doubleday more 
co-operative. “General Doubleday,” he said, “I command this field 
and I wish you to send a regiment over to that hill.” 

Hancock had seen at once that Culp’s Hill must be garrisoned or 
the Federal army would have to abandon Cemetery Hill. Like Trim- 
ble, he grasped instantly the paramount importance of the companion 
eminence on the right of Howard’s position. 

“My corps has been fighting, General, since ten o’clock,” Double- 
day entreated, “and they have been all cut to pieces.” 

“I know that, sir,” said Hancock, “but this is a great emergency 
and everyone must do all he can.” Hancock moved away, but taking 
no chances, he soon returned to find out whether his order had been 
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followed. It had. Doubleday’s regiments had been reduced to the size 
of companies, so he sent the remnants of the division under General 
Wadsworth."* 

Wadsworth fortunately had a fresh regiment, the 7th Indiana of 
Cutler’s brigade, which had been working its way up the Emmitsburg 
road after a day of guarding cattle and commissary trains. Although 
the regiment was fairly close on the south, the stratum of sultry air 
had deadened the sound of the firing. The first day’s battle could be 
heard as far west as Pittsburgh, 180 miles away, but it passed un- 
noticed a dozen miles to the south and southeast. The day was 
mostly clear and in some localities the sun had dried the roads enough 
that marching columns stirred up dust. But the 7th Indiana was 
being drenched by a mountain shower when a messenger arrived with 
news of the battle.’* 

Marching rapidly to Cemetery Ridge, the regiment came alongside 
its division commander, General Wadsworth, sitting forlornly on a 
stone fence by the roadside. “His head bowed in grief, [he was] the 
most dejected woebegone person one would be likely to find on a 
world-around voyage,” said Private Thomson of Company G. 

Wadsworth said to the regiment, “I am glad you were not with us 
this afternoon.” 

Surprised, an officer declared that had the 7th Indiana been present 
they could have held their position. 

“Yes,” Wadsworth countered, “and all would now be dead or 
prisoners.”!° Just as after the first battle at Manassas, where he served 
on McDowell’s staff, Wadsworth was as much overwhelmed by the 
humiliation of defeat as by the enormity of the losses. 

The Hoosiers from the Ohio River towns found Culp’s Hill much 
like the knobs and bluffs of southeastern Indiana, heavily timbered 
and strewn with rocks varying in size “from a chicken coop to a 
pioneer’s cabin.”?© They went to work immediately felling trees and 
digging ditches while Major Ira G. Grover, their commander, person- 
ally conducted a patrol down the eastern slope. 

Here he encountered an unsuspecting squad of scouts from the 
42nd Virginia and brought in some prisoners.1" Of far greater signif- 
icance to the battle, however, his men gave notice to Johnson’s newly 
arrived Confederate division that Culp’s Hill was now in Northern 
hands, and corrected any impression the enemy may have held that 
the hill was open for the taking. Old Trimble had been correct hours 
earlier when he said it could be had with a regiment, but now it was 
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held by an entrenched division. Also William’s division of the Twelfth 
Federal Corps had come up to Rock Creek, close enough to give 
assistance. 

Major Grover always believed that his bumping into the Virginia 
patrol was the decisive moment at Gettysburg, because it saved Culp’s 
Hill for the Federals. Very likely Johnson, a more thorough man than 
Early, would have seized the hill had his patrols been able to work 
undetected to the summit. Although Ewell had restrained Johnson, 
he could scarcely have censured him for occupying high ground in his 
immediate front without becoming involved in a skirmisn. But Grover 
showed him it was now occupied, and Johnson held off. 

During the night an alarm was sounded on Culp’s Hill, but it was 
found to be no more than the nightmare of a private of Company K, 
7th Indiana, who let out wild yells that aroused several regiments to 
the left. They, half awake, thought the enemy was attacking and 
grabbed their guns. Some leaped over the breastworks and charged 
down the hill firing, while a few were seen “charging as vigorously 
to the rear.”!® 

Stevens’ 5th Maine Battery, which had blazed away all day against 
Heth, Rodes and Pender, was in position on the left of Culp’s Hill, 
commanding the valley between it and Cemetery Hill. Hancock had 
seen it near the gate of the cemetery, called to Captain Stevens, pointed 
to the hill, and told him to “stop the enemy from coming up that 
ravine.” “Fifth Battery, forward,” said Stevens instantly, and the guns 
and caissons rolled across the plateau, east on the Baltimore pike 
until they found a lane that led to a house near Culp’s Hill, and on 
to the summit.19 They began dropping shells on Hays’s Louisiana 
brigade even before the 7th Indiana arrived to give them infantry 
support. 

Hancock stationed other batteries to command the Baltimore pike 
and the approaches from Gettysburg and Seminary Ridge. In half an 
hour he had a defense which he felt could hold the position, at least 
until darkness, although he conceded that had Howard been pursued 
vigorously he would have been driven beyond Cemetery Hill. Stein- 
wehr had been on Cemetery Hill most of the day. He had neither put a 
protective patrol on near-by Culp’s Hill nor been energetic in con- 
structing fortifications. 

Hancock later emphatically denied that Steinwehr threw up a lu- 
nette around each gun and built high, solid works around smooth, 
level gun platforms. All Hancock could find in the way of “works” 
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were “some holes (not deep) dug to sink the wheels and trails of the 
pieces.”*° When he issued his orders to the artillery Hancock required 
his aide to listen carefully, then said: “I am of the opinion that the 
enemy will mass in town and make an effort to take this position, but 
I want you to remain until you are relieved by me or by my written 
order and take orders from no one.” He was taking no chances of 
having the guns moved. 

When his work was completed Hancock had a presentable line run- 
ning from Culp’s Hill on the right to the Round Tops. Williams’ 
division was in the rear of Wadsworth. The other Twelfth Corps divi- 
sion, Geary’s, had now arrived, and Hancock moved it to the left to 
occupy the ground toward Round Top and prevent a turning move- 
ment to his left. What remained of the First Corps beyond Wads- 
worth’s division was used temporarily to strengthen Howard on 
Cemetery Hill. From time to time Hancock had sent back word to 
Meade: an oral message at 4:30 P.M., describing the position and 
informing the commanding general that it could be readily defended 
with good troops, followed by a message of the same purport in writ- 
ing at 5:25 p.m.?1 

Major General Henry W. Slocum, commanding the Twelfth Corps, 
had finally reached the field; since he was Howard’s senior there was 
no question about who would give orders after Hancock’s departure. 
It was seven o’clock. Hancock transferred the command to Slocum 
and rode back to Taneytown to report to Meade. He soon met his 
Own corps approaching under Gibbon, and halted it to serve as a rear 
guard; Hays’s division went on to replace the battle-frayed Robinson 
on the left of the Eleventh Corps. Before morning the two other 
divisions were aligned to the left of Hays. 


2. Meade Comes to Gettysburg at Last 


Sickles’ Third Corps, marching since it had been summoned by How- 
ard, began to come up at seven o'clock, to be greeted by an appre- 
ciative Howard, who, as the New York Herald correspondent got it, 
said to the old Tammanyite: “Here you are—always reliable, always 
first.”*? The brigade of the Frenchman, Colonel Philip R. de Tro- 
briand, plus the New Jersey brigade of Colonel George C. Burling, 
had been left behind to comply nominally with Meade’s instructions 
for the Third Corps to watch the South Mountain pass near Emmits- 
burg. 

For the balance of the corps the march was like a triumphal pro- 
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cession partly because the distinguished—even notorious—politician, 
Major General Daniel E. Sickles, always brought out the crowds, and 
partly because everyone in the countryside knew a battle was shaping 
up on which the course of the war would likely be determined. From 
Emmitsburg to Gettysburg the community centers and crossroads 
were filled with farm folk gathered to watch the soldiers pass. They 
cheered, waved hats and handkerchiefs. Flags were flown, and as 
evening came on lighted lanterns were hung hospitably at farmhouse 
gateways’ while inside farmwives stood all day baking hot bread. 

Ward’s brigade of Birney’s division, Third Corps, arrived at ten 
o’clock and bivouacked near the big red barn of the Codori farmhouse 
on the Emmitsburg road. The atmosphere was vaporous and smoky 
clouds scurried across the night sky, often obscuring the full moon. 
Colonel Elijah Walker of the 4th Maine laid out a bed of grass and 
leaves in a little clump of trees which two days later would be made 
famous for all time by the amount of blood shed there.** He was 
not yet asleep when orders came to establish a picket line connecting 
the Third with the First Corps pickets on the right and the Second 
Corps on the left. They went out to a rail fence two hundred yards 
west of the Emmitsburg road and heard the enemy pickets on the 
watch two hundred yards farther on. The division commander, Major 
General David B. Birney, saw the men assembling and whispered to 
a lieutenant, “I wish I were already dead.””° 

Carr’s brigade of the Third Corps, coming up in the darkness, with 
the 26th Pennsylvania leading, marched by the wrong road and sud- 
denly found itself inside the Confederate lines at Black Horse ‘Tavern. 
Luckily it saw the error before the enemy could sound the alarm. It 
captured the picket into which it had blundered, about-faced quietly, 
groped until it found the proper road, and reached the Federal lines 
at midnight.® 

Last to arrive before sunup was the Fifth Corps, which had already 
completed its day’s march to Hanover, Pennsylvania, from Union 
Mills, Maryland, and had pitched its tents when at six o’clock orders 
arrived to continue to Gettysburg. The distance was thirteen miles 
and Major General George Sykes, who commanded, did not know 
the road, but a resident, a “country gentleman,” volunteered to guide 
them. The corps trudged along until one o’clock and halted, feeling 
near enough to the battle zone to be available. At 4:00 A.M., without 
breakfast or coffee, it pushed on the remaining three miles to Gettys- 
burg.?? 
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The rapidity of some of these marches suggests that the Federal 
soldiers were traveling lighter than formerly. In the Chancellorsville 
campaign they had been laughed at by the Southerners as “too well 
fed, too well clothed, and have far too much to carry.” What they 
carried was eight days’ rations, sixty rounds of ammunition, a musket 
or rifle, woolen blanket, rubber blanket, overcoat, extra shirt, drawers, 
socks, and shelter tent, amounting to sixty pounds, an unconscionably 
heavy load for troops from whom upward of twenty-five miles in a 
single day might be expected. Thus while the roads behind the Con- 
federates were littered with old shoes those behind the Federals as 
they advanced toward Gettysburg were strewn with brand-new over- 
coats, blankets, shelter halves, and anything else not useful in fighting. 

Having fully determined to concentrate at Gettysburg, Meade or- 
dered up the Third Corps brigades of De Trobriand and Burling that 
had been held at Emmitsburg; they arrived about 10:00 a.M., July 2. 
The Federal concentration was now complete except for the big Sixth 
Corps under Sedgwick. 

The moon at the full?’ had proved a boon to the columns of the 
Federal army which was completing by night what Lee had accom- 
plished largely during the day. By morning the Federals would over- 
come the numerical advantages which the Southerners had possessed 
on July 1. The task of concentrating in an advanced position had 
meant grueling marches, aching backs, and much confusion and dis- 
organization, but had proved incalculably easier than a retrograde © 
concentration behind Pipe Creek would have been in darkness. Meade 
at 6:30 p.M., when he had had time to reflect on the messages from 
Hancock, had decided to fight at Gettysburg. Any other course, he 
could see, would be a stunning blow to the Federal cause. A with- 
drawal on the night of July 1, even if sound strategically, would mag- 
nify the importance of that day’s engagement and be of immense 
psychological advantage to the South. The Confederate victory of 
July 1 would quite justifiably assume proportions greater than those 
at Manassas and Chancellorsville. Lee might then detach Ewell to 
march on Harrisburg or Philadelphia. 

These matters must certainly have passed through Meade’s mind 
as he reflected on the inauspicious beginning of his term in the same 
uncomfortable shoes that had been worn by the dreary line of McDow- 
ell, Burnside, Hooker, others. So he determined, manifestly with re- 
luctance, to abandon his Pipe Creek plans and fight on the field which 
chance had selected. He had surveyed the Pipe Creek line carefully 
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and understood it, whereas, although he was a Pennsylvanian by fam- 
ily ties and had resided much in that state, he had never visited the 
Gettysburg area, could not visualize the terrain, and could only rely 
on Hancock’s description of it. 

The moon, described by some of the soldiers as pallid, was showing 
intermittently behind the racing clouds, giving a wan light through the 
towering sycamore trees that lined the Pennsylvania roadways, when 
sometime after 1:00 A.M. Meade’s party of horsemen set out from 
Taneytown for Gettysburg. Why Meade delayed his departure so 
long is one of the curiosities of the battle, but probably one reason 
was that he imperatively needed some sleep. Earlier in the evening 
he had completed his marching orders for those elements of the army 
not already on the move: the Third Corps rear guard at Emmitsburg, 
the Fifth Corps at Hanover, and the Sixth Corps at distant Man- 
chester.*° 

Meade reached the arched brick gateway into the cemetery between 
two and three o’clock in the morning, ahead of his escort. Howard, 
who was there, gave the time as “about 3 A.M.,” but all he judged by 
was that it seemed so brief a time before daylight.2° Howard was 
disturbed over the events of July 1. He met Meade just inside the 
gateway and was comforted by his chief’s first kindly words. “I 
believed I had done my work well the preceding day,” Howard ex- 
plained later: “I desired his approval and so I frankly stated my 
earnest wish. Meade at once assured me that he imputed no blame.”’?4 
He must have wondered at concern over a reputation when so many 
had died in the cause. 

Sickles and Slocum joined Meade and Howard and spoke favorably, 
as Howard had, of the army’s position. “I am glad to hear you say 
so, gentlemen,” Meade responded, “for it is too late to leave it.” 

The moon had now brightened. Meade decided he would not wait 
for daylight before inspecting the lines along which the battle would 
likely be joined. He was engaged in his tour when dawn came. How- 
ard rode with him. As the sun rose Meade took the highest point in 
the cemetery and with his glasses looked across the dew-soaked fields 
to the lines of the Confederate army just beginning to stir on Seminary 
Ridge. This section was what Howard referred to as the army’s left. 
Meade did not pursue his inspection to the region of the Round Tops. 

When he completed it he made his preliminary decision, that the 
Federal army would attack with its right as soon as Sedgwick arrived 
with the Sixth Corps.*? Meade had hurried off a messenger to the 
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Sixth around seven o’clock the evening before, and the corps would 
long since have been on the way. 


3. Sedgwick Frolics and Waits 


On the evening of July 1 Major General John Sedgwick sat at his 
headquarters under the towering trees near Manchester, Maryland. 
About the village and through the groves that extended down the 
valley lolled the members of the big Sixth Corps of the Army of the 
Potomac, enjoying a faint touch of breeze after a sweltering day. 

Some were writing letters that would go to homes scattered from 
the Penobscot to the Wisconsin, for the corps that had lost heavily 
during Hooker’s recent fiasco knew it was due for another battle. 
Some pitched mule shoes along the banks of the little streams where 
Sedgwick camped. But most of the men were merely lounging and 
resting. 

Stocky General Sedgwick—“Uncle John” to the troops—labored 
over army papers in the dulling July twilight. Present for duty were 
about 15,000 officers and men. Lieutenant Colonel Martin T. Mc- 
Mahon, more of a companion to Sedgwick than a chief of staff, sat 
near by and helped with the calculations. Lee’s army was in Penn- 
sylvania to be sure, but that had no bearing on the paper work. 

The corps had completed on the previous evening its rapid march 
from Virginia, via Poolesville and Westminster, Maryland, to its pres- 
ent camp site. The trains and baggage, except for ambulances and 
ammunition carts, had been left in Westminster. Now Sedgwick was 
learning that the situation of his corps in Manchester, consigned to a 
day of idleness while the balance of the Federal army plunged ahead 
to find Lee, was scarcely conducive to concentration on payroll 
vouchers. 

Sedgwick had made his headquarters in the little brick Fort Hill 
school that had stood since 1803 on what had once been the old 
Indian trail from the Potomac to the Susquehanna River.** Manches- 
ter, partly on a ridge, is the high point between Harrisburg and Balti- 
more. Sedgwick could view from a summit near the school a great 
expanse of Maryland and southern Pennsylvania and see far away the 
soft mountain ridges between Gettysburg and Chambersburg over 
which Lee’s army had that day been passing. But the road to Gettys- 
burg was by way of Westminster,®° thence northwest through Littles- 
town, a total distance of 35 miles. The position was almost isolated 
from the rest of the army. Meade could have sent his largest corps 
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there only because Lee’s advance had reached York, and Manchester 
was directly between York and Baltimore. 

Sedgwick and McMahon inspected the camp, which lay along what 
in recent times has been known as the John Green farm, with its two 
springs and abundant timber. The corps commander observed with 
satisfaction that the men were rested and in good spirits. July 1 had 
been an extraordinary day. Nobody remembered anything more serene 
in the whole experience of this march-mad army. Most of the regi- 
ments had reached Manchester at the close of a hot June and had 
assumed that the corps would be on the move again at July daybreak. 

But reveille sounded, the corps breakfasted, and to the surprise of 
the men, no orderlies shouted the familiar call to ranks with full packs. 
Details were assembled for fatigue and picket duty, and the balance 
of the troops fell out, nominally under regimental confines. The sol- 
diers, anxious to use every minute of the unexpected leisure, mingled 
with the gathering crowds of the most appreciative population they 
had encountered since they had begun, fifteen months before, the 
march with McClellan on Richmond. 

News spread rapidly over the Maryland hills that a sizable portion 
of the Federal army had halted at Manchester. On foot and horse- 
back, in buggies, buckboards and wagons, more and more of the 
curious thronged in. Near-by houses discharged their residents. Farm 
wives began baking bread feverishly. Hawkers appeared, and soon 
the village took on the appearance and gaiety of a carnival or county 
fair. 

Through the dimming years of succeeding decades the memory of 
those soldiers carried pictures of the gathering: girls in bright calico 
gaily swinging their bonnets from long ribbons; housewives bringing 
fruit and jelly; small boys begging permission to draw a bayonet, touch 
a gun, or test their teeth on a piece of army hardtack; peddlers dron- 
ing their refrains through the crowds; wagoners selling jugs of apple 
and peach brandy. The young men of the district were gone, which 
prompted inquiries as to the location of different Union regiments. 
About these the Sixth Corps members had nothing more than guesses. 
The soldiers wrote their names and regimental units on their white 
paper collars and gave them to the girls as souvenirs, hoping for letters 
in return. They read old newspapers from near-by households; they 
lavished their pay so enthusiastically on tobacco and brandy that the 
supplies were soon short even in this Maryland section. They played 
poker and old sledge, cleaned equipment and tossed baseballs, but 
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most of them simply sat chatting under the shade of the great oaks.%¢ 

Uncle John Sedgwick presided over the impromptu carnival with a 
mild indifference. His main concern was about the rye whisky and 
the brandy, distilled in abundance in the neighborhood. He issued 
orders for the arrest of anyone bringing liquor into camp. The men, 
he felt, were entitled to a good rest so long as Meade did not need 
them elsewhere. The Pipe Creek Circular showed the Sixth Corps 
already in position. The balance of the army, after it located Lee, 
would align itself on the Sixth and await a Confederate attack.37 But 
any plan was likely to be changed; confirmation was long overdue 
from the army commander. 

Sedgwick’s attachment to the enlisted men was well understood in 
the Sixth Corps, even though it was never manifested by laxity or 
sentimentality. Uncle John had no family except his soldiers; he was 
one of the few bachelors among the senior officers. His affection for 
his men was hidden by a stern aloofness, although occasionally his 
genial spirit broke through and the soldiers and the general had a 
laugh together. In his own quarters Sedgwick was a jester and tease. 
Many in the army thought he might have had the high command suc- 
ceeding Burnside if he had made any effort to line up friends in Wash- 
ington. With Secretary Chase backing Hooker, opponents of the 
Chase faction had looked appraisingly at Sedgwick. But Uncle John 
seemed satisfied with the leadership of a division. He was a frank 
admirer of McClellan and could do nothing suggesting disloyalty to 
his memory,** which always hung broodingly over the army. He was 
contemptuous of officers who had politicians pleading their cases at 
the White House and in Congress. He was a soldier. He would stand 
on his record as a soldier, just as his grandfather had done under 
General Washington at Brandywine and Valley Forge. 

His big frame, his military carriage, his wide, large-featured face, 
but more than these his solid self-assurance, gave him an instant power 
in an emergency. His leadership asserted itself naturally on the firing 
line, where he usually stripped off his epaulets and wore a private’s 
blouse. He was an overflowing reservoir of confidence and strength. 
His shrewd Yankee wit was sufficiently penetrating to give its owner 
distinction among the officers of the high command. Yet Sedgwick at 
heart was placid and unpretentious. Secretly he longed for relief from 
the pounding of war and for peaceful retirement in the home he had 
left, when scarcely more than a boy, in a quiet Connecticut valley. . 

A peaceful man in an era of passion and turbulence! Few battles 
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had been fought in three decades of empire building and empire sav- 
ing without the presence of this sturdy officer in the press of action. 
Vera Cruz, Cerro Gordo, Churubusco, Chapultepec. His bravery had 
given him three promotions in Mexico. Seminoles, Cherokees, Chey- 
ennes; Utah, Solomon Fork, Grand Saline: he rarely missed Indian 
or border skirmish. Usually he was in the front of the fight showing 
his men how to be contemptuous of bullets. 

Sedgwick had been born while the echo of Oliver Perry’s guns 
sounded from Lake Erie. His soul would pass as cannon roared at 
Spottsylvania. And the thunder would rumble across the Connecticut 
mountains as his neighbors lowered him into his final resting place, 
peaceful at last, near the old family home in Cornwall Hollow.*? 

Thus, with Sedgwick looking on, the largest corps of the Union 
army loitered in the Manchester grove, while less than thirty miles 
away, as the crow flies, two other Union corps were being severely 
handled in the first day of the battle beyond Gettysburg. The sound 
of the battle was deadened; the men at Manchester knew nothing of it. 

As daylight faded the crowds that had come to see the troops scat- 
tered again. The flag that had floated before headquarters was furled. 
Campfires over which numerous chickens had lately sizzled were in 
embers, and about the grove settled the stillness of a summer night. 
The men along the company streets awaited the drumbeat that would 
signal them to silence. The night of July 1, 1863, promised to be 
peaceful for the big Sixth Corps, resting in bivouac. And at head- 
quarters Sedgwick sat, shuffling papers with McMahon. 

Faintly through the night came the distant rhythm of galloping 
hoofs. The nearer clash of steel shoes sounded on gravel highway. The 
picket challenged. Saddle leather groaned as the rider dismounted. 
A dust-covered courier stood in Sedgwick’s doorway. It was Trooper 
Oliver of the army headquarters staff who had ridden down his second 
horse to reach Sixth Corps headquarters with dispatches from Gen- 
eral Meade.*° 

Sedgwick read and listened. The story of the first day’s action at 
Gettysburg was unfolded. 

John Reynolds was dead. Even in the midst of momentous events, 
how deeply does the personal touch one! The life of one man was as 
nothing compared with the greater, endless purpose of the Union. Yet 
Reynolds! Sedgwick’s dear friend, who but yesterday was the ideal 
soldier of the army; the fine equestrian who had excelled in the old 
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garrisons of the West, who sat his mount so handsomely, and could 
pluck a dime from the ground while riding at a gallop!** 

Reynolds was dead and the left wing of the Union army was shat- 
tered. The First and Eleventh corps had been broken and forced back. 
The town of Gettysburg had been captured. The balance of the 
Union army was concentrating to resume the battle in the morning. 
How soon, Meade asked, could the Sixth Corps be at Gettysburg? 

Sedgwick looked at his watch. He calculated from his map the 
indirect road of thirty-five miles between him and the main army. He 
turned to the courier, Oliver: “Say to General Meade that my corps 
will be at Gettysburg at four o’clock tomorrow.”* 

As Oliver left the general’s headquarters, he muttered to some near- 
by soldier, who was to embody his words in the Sixth Corps tradition, 
that such a march might just be possible, but he doubted that a corps— 
even the old Sixth—could do it. 

Here was, indeed, a test for Sedgwick. The modest big-shouldered 
man may have felt that he had accomplished very little in thirty years 
of soldiering to disprove the early opinion of his former neighbors 
that the barefoot boy who had taught the Cornwall Hollow school 
could never become a real army officer. Senator Jabez Huntington 
had reflected that doubt when, with but a slight ring of conviction to 
the West Point examining board, he had guardedly predicted that 
young Sedgwick would “become of some service to the country.”48 


4. Sedgwick Encounters the Army Trains 


Mellow and clear through the Maryland night sounded the head- 
quarters bugle, followed by the crashing drum roll. Not tattoo, as the 
soldiers expected, but the sharp notes of assembly. 

A few seconds of silence followed, then out from beneath the tow- 
ering trees came the clank of rifles, bayonets and scabbards, the hissing 
of water on campfires, the drone of voices as the men unfastened their 
shelter halves, the shouldering of haversacks, the dull tramping of 
countless feet across the lumpy sod, and the heavy shouts of the 
sergeants bellowing, “Fall in! Fall in!” 

The regiments were formed. The officers moved front and center 
to the brigadiers for instructions. Then out to the open pike moved 
the head of the big Sixth Corps, bound on a mission that none could 
guess. , 
Now despite the fact that, as an army ordinarily moved, he was two 
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days’ distant from Gettysburg, Sedgwick had made his calculations 
carefully; he knew his corps better than the courier Oliver. He had 
allowed ample time for these men of hardened legs and durable backs 
to reach the main army. Nevertheless, there were no moments to be 
wasted. To move a corps rapidly from camp to roadway involved a 
deal of logistics and was more difficult in darkness. The Sixth was, in 
fact, an army. It was organized and officered for action apart from the 
main body, such as it had fought at Marye’s Heights and Salem Church 
in the Chancellorsville campaign. It had 36 infantry regiments, 8 
batteries of artillery, and a cavalry complement, aggregating at full 
strength 18,000 officers and men. It was a blue monster whose rifles 
and cannon could belch a ton of lead at one breath. Its infantry units, 
without their trains, stretched ten miles on the roadway, and required 
three hours of marching time to pass a given point.** Its three divi- 
sions were commanded by Wright, Howe, and Wheaton. John New- 
ton, who usually headed the third, had been rushed off by the dispatch 
from Meade to take command of the First Corps, superseding Dou- 
bleday. 

But Sedgwick had based his promise on no more than the informa- 
tion he possessed when he quickly arranged his march. His head of 
column was already moving on the road to Taneytown when a later 
messenger specified the Baltimore pike direct to Gettysburg. It was a 
disconcerting command. A halt was ordered while Sedgwick and his 
staff hurriedly restudied their maps. Regiments were shunted across 
the fields; delays occurred in the darkness. Finally the column was 
readjusted. 

But when the 98th Pennsylvania Regiment moved off again in the 
lead, the advance party encountered a much more serious obstacle. 
General Meade had ordered his huge supply trains back on Westmin- 
ster, and now they sprawled along the turnpike, fifteen miles of slow- 
moving mules and wagons.** Sedgwick roared commands; messengers 
scattered through the night. Officers hurled oaths at teamsters and 
teamsters cursed at mules. Team were shunted into side roads. Noth- 
ing was more irksome to soldiers than the strain of the hobbled march- 
ing behind the teams. Some of the regiments still waited in the camp 
at Manchester, packs on, accouterments ready. Not until four o’clock 
on the morning of July 2 did the corps finally clear the town. At day- 
break the regiments had covered an average distance of only six miles. 
Disaster loomed for the Northern army, for Sedgwick’s word to Meade 
was surely broken. 
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A white sun rose over the eastern hills, promising another scorching 
day, but after such a night daylight of any nature was welcome to the 
Sixth Corps. There was a final delay which some of them sought to 
utilize for cooking breakfast. But the corps was now clear of its 
blockade and Sedgwick had no intention of giving his troops food 
when the fate of the Union depended on their marching. An officer 
rudely kicked over some of the coffeepots that were beginning to 
boil.*° 

Jauntily the 98th Pennsylvania stepped out at the head of the long 
column. Despite its Company A, the “Irish Wing,’”** this regiment wore 
the name of the “German Regulars,” so called because it had made a 
tenacious stand at Williamsburg. The corps artillery moved under 
Colonel Charles H. Tompkins, the 1st Massachusetts in the lead, fol- 
lowed by the Ist New York. (Captain Andrew Cowan, your words 
will live in granite at the high-water mark on Cemetery Ridge!*5) After 
the 3rd New York moved two batteries of the 1st Rhode Island and 
two batteries of the 2nd and one of the 5th United States Artillery. 
Infantry regiments were there with records that remain among the 
most resplendent in American military history. The Green Mountain 
Brigade, a heritage of the Revolution; Alexander Shaler’s brigade 
(Lincoln with his own hand had fastened the brigadier’s star on 
Shaler’s shoulder). Young Emory Upton marched at the head of his 
regiment. Although only twenty-three years old, he was already 
known as the model colonel of the army. 

The Sixth Corps was a trained, seasoned, formidable army, which 
Sheridan came to admire in later fighting in Virginia. (Seven years 
after Gettysburg Sheridan was an observer with the German staff when 
the French surrendered Metz. He told Prince Frederick Charles that 
if he had had one division of the Sixth Corps in Metz, he could have 
cut his way through the German iron ring.*®) 

Thus was Sedgwick off to Gettysburg. At the head of the column, 
flying in the morning breeze alongside the Stars and Stripes, was the 
banner of the Greek Cross, the Sixth Corps emblem. The sunshine 
glinted off polished steel. Blue masses stood out on the white 
macadam roadway. Sedgwick’s round, straw hat was pulled down 
over his dust-rimmed eyes. His jaw was set, his face as hard as the 
jutting rocks of his own Litchfield mountains. | 

Because of the absence of the farm boys, the harvest of 1863 was 
late. The wheat stood ripened, giving a golden hue to the rolling hills 
of what in any season is a section of unusual beauty. White clouds 
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rose up and filled the men’s ears and nostrils, invaded the cartridge 
boxes and settled in drifts around their shoulders. They had relief 
from the crushed stone and gravel road at times where dirt side trails— 
“summer roads”—had been worn over the level stretches by farmers’ 
buggies. The blazing sun sent ahead a shimmering haze on the white 
pike. Uniforms dripped, men plodded ahead, sometimes silent, some- 
times chanting the corps refrains: 


“The foremost in the conflict, 
The last to say, ’tis o’er. 
Who know not what it is to yield. 
You'll find the old Sixth Corps.”°° 


Quick step and no rations. “It’s hell, boys,” shouted a barrel- 
chested Philadelphia volunteer, “but if Lee’s in Pennsylvania I’d walk 
there on stumps.” Mingled with the comments was the constant com- 
mand of the junior officers to step lively and close up. 

At length a stir passed along the winding column. Carried back 
by “scuttle-butt,” “latrine rumor,” or in 1863 the “grapevine tele- 
graph,” the news went to the dozen Pennsylvania regiments. The 
corps had reached the Mason-Dixon line. 

Meade’s orders for all commanders to address their men on the 
crisis of the Southern invasion had been complied with in the Sixth 
Corps units. The 93rd Pennsylvania had heard a speech from Colonel 
James M. McCarter, a chaplain during the three months’ service in 
1861, who had become a line officer and the regiment’s gallant com- 
mander at Fair Oaks, where he was wounded. Although almost an 
invalid, he stayed in the saddle during the Gettysburg campaign. He 
spoke unsupported from his horse and told the men with fiery elo- 
quence of the stupendous issues that faced the Army of the Potomac 
on Pennsylvania soil. 

No cheer followed his remarks and there was no shouting now as 
the men of the 93rd saw the green hills of their own state. The senti- 
ments of the regiment had been stirred. The regimental colors were 
unfurled. The drums beat the quickstep. The companies moved at 
parade order. No reviewing officer could have desired a finer sight or 
more even array of rifles at the “carry.” To the time of their sharply 
falling footsteps, the soldiers struck up the old, familiar song, and 
passed into Pennsylvania singing, “Home, Sweet Home.”?1 

Sedgwick was at the head of the column, a massive figure that 
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seemed to bespeak the indissoluble Union. Mounted on his horse 
Cornwall, he paused at the side of the road to observe the corps as it 
passed him. An occasional bit of banter was tossed at the general 
from the ranks. “Get a fresh horse, Uncle John, and try to catch us,” 
shouted a company wit. The general smiled and lifted his hat. 

So it was, less than a year later, as he jested to steady a frightened 
soldier, Sedgwick was hit by a Southern marksman. The familiar 
smile was on his face as he lay dead in the Wilderness. There the 
men built a bower for his body out of pine-tree boughs. They covered 
all but his face with a flag and as they went into action they filed by as 
though passing in review, in their final reverence.” 

As the march continued the men learned that their goal was Gettys- 
burg, but the details of the first day’s action were still unreported. 
The need for haste was obvious. Here and there men dropped limply. 
The column veered until they could be lifted into the shade along the 
roadside. Ambulances in the rear picked up as many of the stricken 
as possible. Wet uniforms weighed heavy, and backs ached with the 
dull hurt of exhaustion. Grime gathered on perspiring necks and the 
dust and mud made the blue regiments look much like the gray-and- 
butternut detachments Lee had led across the Potomac. Obviously 
there could be no halt for dinner and no chance to snatch food by 
straggling. Uncle John Sedgwick was in white-hot earnest. 

Finally along the roadway began to appear traces of yesterday’s 
engagement. Ambulances were rearward-bound. One of the mule- 
teers hauling wounded thought he should have right of way on the 
road, and was dissuaded by a saber point at his throat. Another 
driver demanding the road with bread for the army saw it dumped 
into the ditches. Men going forward had first right; then ammunition. 
Food and wounded had to wait. At Littlestown, where they crossed 
the railroad, wounded gathered on the streets and in improvised hos- 
pitals. Gettysburg was ten miles away. Far to the west the undulating 
hills rose toward the tender outline of South Mountain. The men, 
silent now, moved grimly along. The sun beat in their faces. Two 
knobs at length stood out before them, one rising above the other. 
Still there was no sound of firing. The quiet was broken only by the 
heavy infantry tread and the groans of the lumbering caissons. 

While the Sixth Corps marched, a tense nation awaited reports from | 
Gettysburg. Throngs hovered about the telegraph and newspaper 
offices in Philadelphia and New York, discussing the drama of the 
invasion. In Washington Halleck clung to his telegraph wire, rushing 
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Stanton each message from Meade. Lincoln went to his room at the 
White House, got down on his knees, and burying his head in his arms, 
said to the Lord, ‘““You know I have done all I can.” Then he cried 
out, “Oh, God, give us a victory.”°? Strength seemed to reach him. 
Arising, he went to his office with a conviction that the invasion would 
be repelled and the Union saved. 

And while the Sixth Corps marched, the balance of the Federal 
army remained in position on Culp’s and Cemetery hills. The battle 
had not yet been resumed. Most of the officers were puzzled by Lee’s 
inaction. They recalled the long quiet that had preceded Jackson’s 
surprise attack just two months earlier at Chancellorsville. They re- 
membered that Lee rarely struck where he was expected. 

From the elevation of Little Round Top, scanning the roads, a sig- 
nal officer saw far down the southeastern pike a haze and then dis- 
tinctly a moving column. Officers seized their glasses and watched 
intently. “Cavalry,” someone muttered. The remark caused con- 
sternation.*4 Was this Stuart in the Federal rear? Then some keen- 
eyed officer saw sunlight flashing from bayonets, and shouted that it 
was not gray calvary, but blue infantry. There was the flag and beside 
it the Greek Cross. “It is the Sixth Corps!” “The Sixth Corps has 
come!” 

At two o’clock on the afternoon of July 2 Major General John 
Sedgwick reported to Meade at army headquarters, and the 98th 
Pennsylvania Infantry sucked the water of Rock Creek behind the 
Round Tops. Great cheers rolled down the Union line as word passed 
from division to division that the Sixth Corps had reached the field. 
They swept across the valley to Seminary Ridge, where the astute 
Lee, still having no information from his cavalry, mused and wondered. 

At 4:00 p.m. the corps was well up and by five it was concentrated 
on the left flank of Meade’s army, a reserve that made a battle feasible. 
Shortly before four while the men of the advance regiments were bath- 
ing their feet, the Southern bombardment suddenly erupted. The 
carnage of battle was to be continued; the future of America was to 
be determined. By one of the magnificent marches of warfare, the big 
Sixth Corps had reached the field of Gettysburg on time. 


CHAPTER 
FIFTEEN 


Lee’s Attack Plans 


1. Early Answers for the Second Corps 


Why the long lull? On the evening of July 1, in the fading daylight, 
Lee rode through Gettysburg and out the Heidlersburg road to Ewell’s 
headquarters at the Blocher farm northwest of Barlow’s Knoll. 

There he met Ewell, Early, and Rodes. Unfortunately, Johnson, 
perhaps the strongest of Ewell’s division commanders and certainly 
neither so designing as Early nor as inhibited as Rodes, was posting 
troops and had no part in the consultations. Although the sun had 
set, the generals sat in the coolness of an arbor in the rear, where they 
enjoyed a relaxed conversation after a day of much anxiety, excite- 
ment, and physical exertion. There was common but unspoken assent 
that the battle of July 1 was now over; the talk should concern the 
next day. 

Lee wanted information on three main points: the condition of the 
troops, the enemy’s position, and the measures now to be deemed 
advisable. Early, a facile talker and skillful lawyer who knew how 
to present his case, took over as the Second Corps spokesman, with 
Ewell’s tacit consent. Ewell merely affirmed what Early offered. 
Early became the only historian of the meeting,’ and included Rodes 
as also in agreement with his propositions. The correspondent of the 
Petersburg Express who observed these two men at Orange Court 
House two months later might just as readily have obtained his thumb- 
nail sketches from this earlier conference, for Early “seemed as one 
who could not be brooked in any thing he wished” while “General 
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Rodes is the most pleasant looking man I have seen in many a day.’ 
Rodes was certainly pleasant andjharmonious at this conference, and 
Early obdurate.Z 

Lee made it evident at the outset that he had in mind a further 
offensive against the Federal army. Nobody dwelt on defensive plans. 
After he had heard a report on the condition and situation of the 
troops, he asked the three generals conjointly, rather than the corps 
commander in particular, one question: “Can you, with your corps, 
attack on this flank at daylight tomorrow?’ 

Early’s answer was negative. Though he claimed to have been 
pressing Ewell through the late afternoon to attack, he now shifted his 
position. He said that he had reconnoitered in and about Gettysburg 
both that day and when he had passed through en route to York on 
June 26, and had observed: that the ground was steep and rough, 
that the enemy was fortifying and concentrating in his front, and that 
the houses and streets of the town would impede formation of a battle 
line designed to move against the heights. It would be necessary to 
attack from the left of the town, close up to the hills. The result would 
be doubtful and success, if attained, would be attended by great loss. 

Early clearly had a point when he said that the hills were being forti- 
fied and that the Federal army was moving to its own right in strength. 
He had been unable earlier in the evening to have Hill’s corps make 
the attack on Cemetery Ridge and now he again called attention to 
what he described as the more inviting aspect of the ground on the 
other side of the town. The party must have moved to a vantage place, 
for he pointed to the Round Tops, still discernible in the dusk, and 
identified them as keys to the Federal position. He mentioned the 
“more practicable nature of the ascents” on that side; an attack from 
the Southern right flank, he said, would have better chances. 

After Ewell and Rodes had concurred and Lee had seemed to agree 
on the inadvisability of attacking with his left, Lee asked a disconcert- 
ing question: “Then perhaps I had better draw you around toward my 
right, as the line will be very long and thin if you remain here, and the 
enemy may come down and break through it?””* 

The suggestion was critical in its bearing on the fortunes of the 
army. Early did not reflect but “spoke at once in reply.” His main 
objection was the loss of morale and equipment that would be en- 
tailed. His men were elated with their success and should not be 
compelled to give up the ground they had won. Some wounded were 
not in a condition to be moved. The Gettysburg streets held stacks 
of captured muskets that should not be abandoned. 
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Quite clearly Early wanted to stay where he was. Seeking to allay 
Lee’s apprehension that the Federals might break the line, he declared 
the corps could repulse any force sent against it. He said it was more 
difficult for the enemy to come down than for the Confederates to go 
up to attack, although he did not elucidate. Again Ewell and Rodes 
concurred with Early’s reasoning. 

There is a hint, even as the story is related by Early, that Lee felt 
vaguely he was being pushed around a bit. He still was contemplative 
in his next remark: “Well, if I attack from my right, Longstreet will 
have to make the attack.” 

Then he paused and according to Early “held his head down in 
deep thought.”” When he looked up again, he added, “Longstreet is a 
very good fighter when he gets in position and gets everything ready, 
but he is so slow.” The italics were Early’s, and he explained, “The 
emphasis was just as I have given it, and the words seemed to come 
from General Lee with pain.”® 

The inconsistency of the remark with Eggleston’s statement, quoted 
earlier, that Lee thought Longstreet speedier than Jackson is unim- 
portant, because opinions will vary. But it is significant in that it 
showed Lee was forewarned and therefore might have found the means 
of forearming when he decided that Longstreet should begin the attack. 
Lee understood Longstreet better than some of the others could be- 
cause he was, himself, more thorough than impulsive. Jackson had 
described Lee as “not slow” but “cautious.” Lee must have known 
better than anyone else in the army that Longstreet would always be 
deliberate, and this was probably why the commanding general usually 
relied on him for the knockout punch rather than the first blow.? 

Lee was far from satisfied when he departed from this anything but 
heartening conference. It showed him how fully Ewell had come under 
the dominance of the more sprightly minded Early. It is clear from 
the comment of Colonel Taylor that Lee had been intent on following 
up the success already gained; with the arrival of Johnson, Lee thought 
Ewell could go forward at dawn on the next day. What he obtained 
at the conference was a solid front of opinion that they should wait 
for Longstreet, who would then be employed against the enemy’s 
“weak left.” 

One must wonder if more important to Early than the terrain was 
not the fact that Longstreet’s corps had been resting at Suffolk while 
the balance of the army fought at Chancellorsville, and had not yet 
been engaged at Gettysburg. Certainly by the rule of rotation it was 
time for Longstreet to carry the major load of a battle. Early hinted 
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broadly at this.® He had not reconnoitered the ground south of Gettys- 
burg, was not familiar with the approaches to the Round Tops and 
could not have stressed the ease of making an attack there on the 
basis of any firsthand knowledge. He had reached Gettysburg late on 
June 26 and was too hurried then to have inspected the country 
south of the town with any care. Now he did not welcome the oppor- 
tunity, which a soldier like Gordon probably would have leaped at, 
of moving to the far right himself and conducting the attack over the 
allegedly soft ground. 

As it developed, Early’s contentions left Lee with the necessity of 
planning the next day’s operations with troops that had not yet 
reached the field, whose leader was known to be very methodical, if 
not, indeed, aggravatingly slow. Early’s guile and reluctance had a 
profound bearing on the battle developments. Lee’s active mind was 
comprehending all the possibilities. A few hours earlier on Seminary 
Ridge Longstreet had stubbornly reiterated his proposal for a flank- 
ing movement around the Federal lett, by which Lee might interpose 
or threaten to interpose his army between Meade and Washington. 
The possibility of such a move, Lee later disclosed, was in his mind 
during his consultation with Ewell. Still, the move would be con- 
tingent on the shifting of Ewell and the willing co-operation of his 
subordinates, and that was not forthcoming.° 

Early himself has provided perhaps the best analysis of Lee’s 
method of command, which serves to explain not only his yielding in 
this July 1 conference, but also his transactions on the next day. 
According to Early, Lee “did not regard his officers as mere machines 
to execute his will,” but as rational beings capable of reasoning and 
giving suggestions. 


He had likewise a profound knowledge of human nature, and it 
was his custom to talk freely to officers about movements they were 
to make, get their views about the proper mode of making them, in 
order to ascertain whether they could be relied upon for the work in 
hand, adopt any judicious views they might suggest, and leave them 
under the impression that they were carrying out plans in the forma- 
tion of which they had some part. . . .*° 


Lee knew that one of the first elements of success is “a confidence 
on the part of an officer entrusted with a movement in its feasibility.” 
Early, it later developed, would apply this line of thought to himself 
but sparingly when dealing with the relations between Lee and Long- 
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street. The extreme of Lee’s method can be found in his instructions 
in late April 1863, when he was informed that Hooker had crossed the 
Rappahannock: “Say to General Jackson that he knows just as well 
what to do with the enemy as I do.” 

Manifestly, then, no plan for the attack on the morning of July 2 
had been made when in darkness Lee rode back from Ewell’s head- 
quarters to his own on Seminary Hill. Longstreet meantime had te- 
turned to his camp beyond Marsh Creek with a distinct understanding 
that his corps should be brought up as quickly as possible in the morn- 
ing, but without any orders for a sunrise attack. 

Lee was purposely employing almost altogether verbal orders. His 
distrust of written directions in the presence of the enemy sprang 
from the well-near fatal loss of the orders in the Sharpsburg campaign, 
which revealed to McClellan how he had divided his army. Orders 
by word of mouth meant greater safety for the army, but greater con- 
fusion for historians who for nearly a century have had to feel their 
way hesitatingly and often with contrary judgment through a great 
mass of conflicting testimony about Lee’s battle plans.12 


2. A Headquarters Staff in a Cottage 


Lee had his headquarters tents pitched in a field of grass just south 
of the Cashtown road on the reverse slope of Seminary Ridge. He 
conducted part of his work in the stone dwelling across the road, 
which even then was an old house, dating from 1779. 

About the grounds were apple, plum, and cherry trees, while grapes 
grew over an arbor on the south side, screening the windows from the 
Cashtown road. The house was owned by Thaddeus Stevens, who 
rented it to the widow Maria Thompson, a slight, elderly woman, 
perhaps in her sixties, who volunteered to cook some of the meals 
for the Confederate officers. She had been indifferent when shells 
dropped near by, but the water in her cellar caused by the heavy rains 
of late June had finally persuaded her to seek better quarters in the 
town. Lee had offered to pay her rental but she declined it. 

How he and his officers ate is a wonder. The little pine table on 
which Mrs. Thompson supposedly served them was only forty-one by 
forty-eight inches, and according to tradition not only Lee and his 
staff, but Longstreet, Ewell, Hood, Early, and others had their meals 
there at one time or another. Some of course must have eaten stand- 
ing. Lee had scant time for sleep in his tent but he got some naps in 
a rocking chair. 
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Long after the battle some argued insistently that Lee did not use 
the Thompson house in Gettysburg; that he was seen much of the time 
elsewhere and observed riding over Seminary Hill as though coming 
from a headquarters farther behind the lines. The matter is of passing 
interest because of Lee’s previous aversion to houses. But there is 
abundant testimony that he occupied the Thompson house for con- 
ferences and meals. Kyd Douglas, who tented with Colonel Taylor 
across the road, referred to it, as did couriers. The interior of the 
house was burned in the 1890s but was reconstructed, as the stone 
walls were left intact. 

One room Lee used as an office and another as a reception room. 
The inadequacy of his staff is in no manner more clearly seen than 
from its ability to cramp itself into one or two tents and this simple 
stone house, measuring thirty by thirty-three feet. Lee tended to 
simplify the management of the army much as the private Confederate 
soldier simplified the load he carried on his back. He had no Berthier 
or Gneisenau, nor even a Rawlins to operate his headquarters or act 
in his absence. One of the amazing and, from a Confederate stand- 
point, distressing things about the battle was the amount of detail 
work Lee was compelled to carry personally in the midst of such a 
supreme trial of strength, and all this business was transacted in the 
cramped quarters of Mrs. Thompson’s stone cottage. Needless to say, 
Lee had won some splendid victories with his meager staff, but the 
paucity of his headquarters assistance became more evident under the 
stress of Gettysburg. 

After eating Mrs. Thompson’s supper on July 1 Lee decided to do 
whatever he could to end Stuart’s waywardness—the matter that had 
been causing him the greatest impatience and concern of the cam- 
paign. Having heard nothing, he was fearful, according to Longstreet, 
that his cavalry had been destroyed.1? As Stuart did not seem able to 
find him, he would have to find Stuart. Lee asked the dashing raider, 
Harry Gilmore, who had accompanied Johnson, to send a good detail 
to headquarters and soon a Marylander, James D. Watters, was at 
hand with a squad of about eight men. All were mounted, as Lee had 
directed, on good horses. 

Each man was given a copy of sealed orders to General Stuart. 
They were to scatter over the country and find Stuart as soon as pos- 
sible. If they ran into danger of capture they were to destroy the 
orders but were to reach Stuart at all hazards and tell him to join Lee 
at Gettysburg with the least possible delay.* Watters happened to be 
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the courier who found Stuart and brought him to headquarters, riding 
ahead of his men. Long afterward he told the story of the episode. 


3. The Question of the “Sunrise Attack’ 


Lee must have thought he had been sold a peculiar bill of goods by 
Early and Ewell, because back in his headquarters that night he soon 
reversed his decision about letting his left remain idle. He sent Colo- 
nel Marshall with a message reopening the question of an attack on 
the heights, and summoning Ewell to headquarters. Johnson’s division 
meantime was in position and its commander was optimistic about his 
ability to carry Culp’s Hill, which he had found occupied soon after 
his arrival. Ewell, due to Johnson’s opinion, reversed his own position 
and said he would attack. Though no time was set, this again dis- 
suaded Lee from shifting Ewell to the far right. Ewell left Lee’s head- 
quarters about midnight. All that had really been decided was that 
Lee would continue the offensive in the morning after Longstreet’s 
troops arrived. 

No definite orders were issued for any corps. Yet one of the fixed 
popular misconceptions of American history is the belief that Lee at 
this night meeting ordered Longstreet to attack at daybreak on the 
morning of July 2. Early made it the crux of his case against Long- 
street. 

This writer on a recent visit to Gettysburg, where the battle is still 
continually analyzed and discussed, made it a point to inquire among 
residents in restaurants, stores, etc., why, in their opinion, Lee lost 
the battle. A majority answered that Lee lost because Longstreet 
failed to carry out orders for an attack at daybreak on the morning of 
July 2. Perhaps the most persistent controversy ever waged about the 
battle was that of the 1870s concerning this “sunrise attack.” Lee, 
according to some of his officers, notably Early and Pendleton, ordered 
Longstreet to make it and lost the battle because Longstreet failed to 
comply. This has come to be almost the settled verdict of popular 
history. 

Part of the uncertainty about the orders to Longstreet undoubtedly 
has resulted from a misunderstanding of Longstreet’s actions on the 
night of July 1. The assumption has been that Longstreet was with 
Lee that night, and that Lee made his decision and imparted it to 
Longstreet. Longstreet himself contributed to this misunderstanding 
by saying in one of his accounts that he left Lee “quite late on the 
night of the 1st.”25 
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The errors that crept into Longstreet’s documents are no doubt at- 
tributable in part to his use of ghost writers, the most famous of whom 
was the Atlanta editor, Henry W. Grady. Grady likely contributed 
some of the striking passages in Longstreet’s accounts. But the gen- 
eral used other writers too, because of his crippled right arm, and he 
apparently was not careful or experienced in editing and let errors 
creep through. 

Longstreet may have meant merely that he left late in the evening 
of July 1. In another account he placed the time at seven o’clock. 
In still another he quite clearly suggests that he had no contact with 
Lee between the time he saw him on Seminary Hill in the evening, 
sometime between five and seven, and their meeting on the morning 
of July 2. Colonel Long told of Lee’s addressing Longstreet and 
Hill on the “evening” of July 1 but specified no time. “Evening” is 
an indefinite word in the South. 

But there is external evidence bearing on Longstreet’s actions that 
is conclusive. He left Seminary Ridge and rode to his camp beyond 
Marsh Creek. He had progressed half a mile when he encountered 
Dr. J. S. D. Cullen, the Third Corps medical director, who said it 
was “about dark.”*® That, on July 1, would mean after eight, but in 
any case after seven-thirty. He traveled four miles or more to his 
headquarters and was moody. Fremantle rode back with him and left 
an account of it. The British correspondent Ross was traveling with 
Barksdale, near whom Longstreet camped. He said it was “pitch 
dark” when the fires were lighted for supper. Some doctors joined 
them, and Longstreet and his staff “presently came up” and confirmed 
news about the first day’s fighting. This would place Longstreet’s 
return from Gettysburg at around 9:30 p.m. More time would have 
been consumed at dinner. McLaws said he met Longstreet coming 
from Gettysburg that night about ten o’clock, which is more definite. 

According to Longstreet’s testimony, he was up the next morning 
while the stars were still shining. “It was still dusk,” said Ross, when 
he went to the general’s tent for breakfast.‘ Longstreet must have 
arisen sometime between three and three-thirty. The earlier time is 
usually used. 

Considering that half an hour to forty-five minutes would have been 
required for normal night riding between Longstreet’s and Lee’s head- 
quarters, it does not fit in that Longstreet could reasonably have at- 
tended any night conference with Lee. It would have involved a round 
trip in the middle of the night with no apparent purpose. 
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Had he felt that other business was necessary he would scarcely 
have returned to his camp in the early evening; had he been with Lee 
in a conference that did not end until around midnight, why would 
he have ridden five miles to get two hours’ sleep and return by day- 
break, when by remaining on Seminary Hill he might have got three 
or four? It does not appear that Lee called him. Lee’s courier, F. S. 
Gore, left a letter saying he was sent that night to summon Ewell.$ 
There is no reference to anyone’s summoning Longstreet from Marsh 
Creek, and Lee did not mention his presence. Manifestly he was not 
there. 

When, then, did Lee issue his orders for Longstreet to attack early 
on July 2, if at all? On this point Longstreet said that at the time of 
his departure from Lee on the night of July 1, “I believed that he had 
made up his mind to attack, but was confident that he had not yet 
determined as to when the attack was to be made.”!® Certainly if 
Longstreet had been ordered to attack, he or someone else would have 
known of it that evening. Here Longstreet’s memories are well con- 
firmed and to be trusted fully.2° Not only was Lee uncertain that night 
about when the attack was to be made, but also where, as his later 
movements attest clearly. 

When Longstreet met McLaws he said nothing about his division 
attacking in the morning, as he surely would have if Lee had ordered 
it at “sunrise.” 

As Lee went to sleep his last words to his secretary, Long, showed 
that indecision still existed. 

“Colonel Long,” he said, “do you think we had better attack with- 
out the cavalry? If we do, we will not, if successful, be able to reap 
the fruits of victory.”?? 

Long thought it would be best to go ahead. The time when Stuart 
might come was uncertain. 


4. An Anxious General Roams the Lines 


How thoroughly unsettled Lee was is evident by his dispatch of Colo- 
nel Venable at sunrise with a further message to Ewell, inquiring 
again what Ewell thought of an attack from his position. Daylight per- 
mitted a better reconnaissance and Ewell might have new thoughts. 
That Ewell’s reply was negative is suggested by Venable’s statement 
that the corps commander “made me ride with him from point to point 
of his lines, so as to see with him the exact position of things.” 
Ewell was not likely to assent to an attack in Early’s absence! Ven- 
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able did make it clear that the purpose of Lee’s message—Lee was 
explicit about this—was to determine whether he should move Ewell’s 
troops around to the right. The old question was thus reopened. 
Lee’s prudence still emphasized that Ewell’s concave lines, largely 
isolated from the rest of the army, were unsound and invited attack, 
which, incidentally, Meade was at that instant considering. Venable 
did not think when he went to Ewell that Lee was contemplating any 
“sunrise attack.” Manifestly his plans were still being formed. 

Not satisfied with sending Venable, Lee soon followed. His first 
concern was with his exposed left and with Culp’s and Cemetery 
hills. To carry those eminences would win the battle. 

Ewell was engaged in his reconnaissance with Colonel Venable 
when Lee reached the corps headquarters. Trimble, unemployed 
since stalking away from Ewell on the previous evening, met the com- 
manding general there. Lee wished to survey the country from an 
elevation and get a view of the enemy’s position. 

The cupola on the almshouse was not so commanding as the cupolas 
on the Lutheran Seminary or Pennsylvania College but it was the best 
point in their vicinity. Lee and Trimble climbed to the top. They 
had a good view of Culp’s Hill and Cemetery Ridge and in the dis- 
tance could see the Round Tops. 

Lee turned to Trimble: “The enemy have the advantage of us in a 
shorter and inside line and we are too much extended,” he said. “We 
did not or we could not pursue our advantage of yesterday and now 
the enemy are in a good position.” 

Those words—“we did not or we could not pursue our advantage of 
yesterday”—were, for Lee, a rebuke, indicative of his deep displeasure 
with the closing events of July 1. Anyone might see that Ewell “could” 
have continued his attack, and therefore Lee considered it a matter 
of neglect. In any event, he repeated the words several times that 
morning, as he met Early, Rodes, and others.** Trimble said their 
significance was impressed on him especially in view of Lee’s state- 
ment at Hagerstown that he would fall on the enemy as he came up 
and crush him in detail. That plan was not working out so readily as 
he had a right to expect. 

The precise hours at which Lee made his trips about the battlefield 
that morning are difficult to determine and if they were known would 
not be especially significant since they did not contribute either to the 
development of plans or the progress of the battle. For the better part 
of the morning Lee was groping for a means to launch a co-ordinated 
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offensive that would have the wholehearted support of his corps com- 
manders; failing in this, he finally was compelled to make an arbitrary 
decision and order Longstreet to attack the Federal left forthwith. The 
hour at which the positive orders were issued was probably about 
eleven o’clock—it could scarcely have been earlier.24 Too, that is the 
hour given by Colonel Taylor. 

Lee’s eagerness to have Longstreet’s men on the field began to ex- 
press itself soon after daybreak. Needless to say, no offensive could 
be undertaken anywhere until these fresh divisions were present. Dur- 
ing the morning Lee made two visits to Ewell’s lines on the left, passed 
along A. P. Hill’s front, and was now and again in consultation with 
Longstreet, Hill, and others on Seminary Ridge. His anxiety to get 
the battle under way expressed itself not in any severity of tone or 
language, but in a restless wandering. 

Lee was not in good physical condition on July 2. His difficulty 
may have been induced or aggravated by his mental distress. Several 
noticed his agitation, which was not dissimilar to that observed by 
Dr. Suesserott in Messersmith’s woods near Chambersburg three days 
before. 

Major Justus Scheibert of the Prussian Royal Engineers—who was 
on Seminary Ridge as an observer, as he had been at Chancellorsville, 
and whose admiration of Lee was almost boundless—made a revealing 
comparison of the commanding general’s attitude in the two battles. 
At Chancellorsville Lee was “full of calm, quiet, self-possession, feel- 
ing that he had done his duty to the utmost.” 

This calmness was wanting at Gettysburg, where: 


Lee was not at his ease, but was riding to and fro, frequently chang- 
ing his position, making anxious inquiries here and there, and looking 
care-worn. . . . This uneasiness . . . was contagious to the army, as 
will appear from the reports of Longstreet, Hood, Heth and others, 
and as appeared also to me from the peep I had of the battlefield.?¢ 


Lee’s manner has sometimes been attributed to the wounding and 
capture of his son Rooney.?7 Rooney had received a leg wound at 
Fleetwood and had been taken to Hickory Hill, the home of W. F. 
Wickham near Richmond, to recuperate. The house was raided by 
Federal cavalry and Rooney was captured. But General Lee does not 
appear to have heard of the capture until he was at Williamsport after 
the battle of Gettysburg,?* although he knew his son had been 
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wounded. In no case could it have been the cause of such evident agi- 
tation. Lee as a soldier had steeled himself to loss. Moreover, the 
uneasiness was temporary. Scheibert emphasized that the general after 
the battle “resumed his accustomed calmness.” 

Longstreet treated the difficulty as emotional: “He seemed under 
a subdued excitement, which occasionally took possession of him 
when ‘the hunt was up,’ and threatened his superb equipoise.” A 
Texan’s view was that temperamentally Lee was a “game cock” when 
challenged by the enemy.?® This was not far from the opinion of 
Heth, who looked on the commanding general as the most aggressive 
man of the army, “not even excepting Jackson.” 

Still, his agitation at Gettysburg was above any normal combative- 
ness. Lieutenant Colonel Blackford offered what is perhaps the most 
plausible explanation, that Lee was suffering severely from diarrhea. 
That could explain also the unusual actions observed in Messersmith’s 
woods by the Chambersburg physician. Blackford, after the army had 
been located for Stuart, rode ahead of the cavalry and was sent 
to report to Lee on some brushes that day with the Federals. A staff 
officer told him he could not see Lee, whom he had usually found 
accessible for such reports. So he made his report to either Venable 
or Taylor—he could not recall which—and then sat at headquarters 
half an hour relating some of the events of Stuart’s long ride. 

In that period Lee came out of his tent several times hurriedly and 
went to the rear, walking as though weakened and in pain. Blackford 
inquired and was informed that the general was suffering from diar- 
rhea. This, he thought, could explain why some things were not 
pushed with their accustomed vigor on that day.*° 

The difficulty of diarrhea or flux was so common in the armies that 
it was often termed the “‘old soldier’s disease.” Particularly was it 
present in the early fruit season, and the Confederate army, as we 
have seen, had been partaking freely all along the route. Early apples 
grown on Seminary Ridge were just ripening. They were being eaten 
heartily and it is not unlikely that Lee had been enjoying these and 
cherries, too. As we saw earlier, he had relished fresh raspberries in 
Maryland.#? 

The British correspondent Ross rode with Longstreet in the faint 
dawn to Gettysburg. Daylight had come when they mounted Seminary 
Ridge, where they met Lee. They “lay about for some time looking 
through glasses at the Yankees,”’** who were so close that each indi- 
vidual figure could be distinguished. 
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Ross saw at once that it would be “a long time” before Longstreet’s 
corps could be put into position, so he rode into Gettysburg with two 
doctors of Barksdale’s brigade. They found the battlefield of July 1 
well policed. Both Confederate and Federal dead had been buried 
and the wounded had been removed to hastily set-up hospitals. They 
met Ewell, “a gruff-looking man.” They took note that the town had 
not been sacked, or even disturbed, and returned to find the generals 
still conversing on the ridge, having been joined by A. P. Hill and 
Heth.** Heth, wearing a bandage about his head, was not yet fit for 
action. 

The Gettysburg district was finding the sudden descent of more 
than 150,000 men a severe strain on its water supply, and the wells 
were failing by the morning of July 2.34 On Seminary Ridge Hill 
asked for a drink and one of the men brought him “some dirty stuff 
in a pail,” with apologies; if he could wait, good water could be 
brought up from about a mile. 

“Oh no, that will do very well,” said the sickly general. It caused 
the correspondent Ross to understand that he was on a battlefield.®° 

Longstreet soon after his arrival again broached to Lee his plan for 
a flanking movement and found Lee no more receptive than on the 
previous afternoon. A hard loser, Longstreet urged as much as he 
thought a fairly tense situation would stand, then desisted. Lee had 
given it the most careful thought and decided against it. The two 
armies were face to face and a battle was the only solution for either 
of them. 

Longstreet’s corps, in its own view of things, was the main army. 
As one of Kershaw’s brigade put it: 


There was a kind of intuition, an apparent settled fact . . . that 
after all the other troops had made their long marches, tugged at the 
flanks of the enemy, threatened his rear, and all the display of strategy 
and generalship had been exhausted in the dislodgement of the foe, 
and all these failed, then when the hard, stubborn, decisive blow was 
to be struck, the troops of the First Corps were called on to strike it.5¢ 


Old Pete put it differently in addressing Lee: “My corps is as solid 
as a rock—a great rock.”3” 

Mrs. Chesnut saw the troops two months after Gettysburg as they 
were going to Chickamauga: “Not one man was intoxicated; not one 
rude word did I hear.” She felt a thrill of sympathy when “a knot of 
boyish, laughing young creatures” passed her.*® 
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But these carefree youths had an esprit de corps and a confidence 
in their commander unsurpassed in the Confederate service. Accord- 
ing to D. August Dickert, the brigade’s scribe: 


No battle was ever considered decisive until Longstreet, with his 
cool, steady head, his heart of steel and troops who acknowledged no 
superior, or scarcely equal, in ancient or modern times, in endurance 
and courage, had measured strength with the enemy. This I give not 
as a personal view, but as the feelings and confidence and pardonable 
pride of the troops of the First Corps.*° | 


Now they were coming down out of the mountains to deliver the 
coup de grace on a field where the other corps had fought brilliantly 
but without the power to put in the finishing blow. 

Much of the day of July 1 they had waited idly at Greenwood 
while Johnson’s division and then his long train—miles of caissons 
and wagons, including those of Rodes’s division as well as his own, 
that had awakened Jacob Hoke as they rumbled through Chambers- 
burg—had the right of way on the road to Gettysburg. The wagons 
broke and rutted the soft road and made it more difficult for infantry. 
Here was a signal example of Lee’s inadequate staff work. Men should 
have been given preference. The fifteen miles of creeping vehicles 
kept McLaws’ and Hood’s divisions waiting by the roadside four to 
six hours and then slowed their progress when they were finally in 
column. Johnson, in turn, had been forced to wait until Anderson 
cleared the road ahead of him. The single pike was woefully inade- 
quate for the great demands suddenly put on it, and it was employed 
in almost a haphazard fashion while Lee was figuratively wringing 
his hands for troops at Gettysburg. 

George Pickett with his three Virginia brigades remained at Cham- 
bersburg. The task of guarding the rear and the army trains would 
normally have been Stuart’s. Since he was missing, a division had to 
be sacrificed until Imboden could come over the mountains from 
Cumberland and McConnellsburg and relieve it. Here was an unfor- 
tunate, possibly a disastrous consequence of Stuart’s absence. A 
whole division was kept away from Gettysburg at a time when it was 
most urgently needed. 

McLaws’ troops had not camped or marched compactly and some 
of them had not halted until 3:00 a.m. If a “dawn attack” had been 
ordered they could not have been present. Kershaw’s brigade pulled 
up at what the general called midnight and some of the others 
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3:00 a.M., and from the eminence beyond Marsh Creek surveyed 
the sleeping Confederate army strung out toward Gettysburg, “a great 
sea of white tents, silent and still.”4° Kershaw’s South Carolinians 
“learned with delight” that the Palmetto Regiment had planted the 
first flag in Gettysburg. A man coming up asked the scribe Dickert 
if he would have a drink. “You may have heard angel’s voices,” he 
recalled. “I was so tired, sleepy and worn . . . I said ‘Yes, Yes!’ ” 
There was enough in the jug for Color Captain John W. Watts too.*1 

Longstreet gave Hood first place in the early morning march of 
July 2, and the Texan was in the lead as the First Corps began to 
reach Gettysburg. 


5. Hood’s Men Stack Arms and Rest 


Hood’s division had left Chambersburg at two o’clock on the afternoon 
of July 1, about the time Early and Pender were preparing their 
assaults. He lost only about four hours at Greenwood while Johnson’s 
trains passed. But there were further delays. After moving only a 
hundred yards the command was halted and this irritating halting was 
repeated time after time, a process more tiring than straight marching. 

Broken marching continued until 2:00 a.m. when Hood reached 
Cashtown. The men stretched out on the bare ground and almost 
immediately were asleep. Two hours later came the drum roll and in 
ten minutes the division was on the way to Gettysburg. It arrived at 
Lee’s headquarters soon after sunrise. 

Both Hood and his men clearly understood the urgency. Soon 
after daybreak Hood rode with his staff into the field where Lee was 
in consultation and reported to the commanding general. In a field 
a short distance back the troops were ordered to stack arms and rest 
until further notice. 

Through the early morning Hood, Longstreet, and A. P. Hill were 
with Lee on the heights inspecting the Federal lines on the opposite 
ridge. Although it was a sultry July morning Lee had his coat but- 
toned to the throat.*2 He was walking back and forth under some 
towering trees and seemed to Hood to be both hopeful and “buried 
in deep thought.” At one of his pauses he remarked to Hood: “The 
enemy is here, and if we do not whip him, he will whip us.’’43 

That was a simple conclusion but one which some of his subordi- 
nates had not grasped yet. Their thought was not whether the army 
could gain a victory, but the method by which that victory could most 
readily be obtained. Defeat was not dreamed of. Longstreet heard 
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Lee’s remark as he came up. When he had a chance he took Hood 
aside. They sat on the ground, leaning against a tree trunk, and 
Longstreet explained: “The general is a little nervous this morning; 
he wishes me to attack; I do not wish to do so without Pickett. I never 
like to go into battle with one boot off.’”’** 

Thus, as Hood observed, the morning of July 2 wore away. 

Neither Lee nor Longstreet, who were together, seemed to be ready 
for Hood’s troops after all the haste to get them there. They waited 
an hour and a half in the field, and when they were moved it was 
not into line for an attack. They were marched about a mile south to 
a valley where they could get water and fuel. The Texas brigade was 
ready for the skillet wagon to unload, fires were being built and the 
men were awaiting their issue of flour, when a small incident occurred 
that threw light on the status of Lee’s attack plans at this hour, which 
was perhaps eight to nine o’clock. 

A Confederate soldier, Private Ferdinand Hahn of the 4th Texas, 
wandered to the crest of the rising ground and saw a group of Confed- 
erate generals conversing. As a clerk in the Menger Hotel in San 
Antonio, he had become acquainted with many of the officers of the 
old army who were often at that famous hostelry during their tours of 
service in the Southwest. He moved up as close as he dared and iden- 
tified Generals Lee, Longstreet and Hood, all of whom had stopped at 
the Menger. Sacrificing his breakfast, he stayed in hearing range for 
half an hour, then returned to his company loaded with information. 
Some of the men were still heating their skillet lids, on which to cook 
biscuits. 

“You might as well quit bothering with those skillet lids, boys,” said 
Hahn. “It’ll not be twenty minutes before we are on the move again.” 

Several shot at him the same question: “What have you heard, 
Hahn?” 

“Only this. I got up pretty close to General Lee and old Longstreet 
and Hood awhile ago, and while I stood there an officer rode up and, 
addressing General Lee, reported that the Yankees were moving troops 
to Round Top. General Lee at once turned his glasses in that direc- 
tion and, after looking through them a minute or two, said: “Ah, well, 
that was to be expected. But General Meade might as well have saved 
himself the trouble, for we'll have it in our possession before night.’ 
That means, of course, that we’ll have to take it, and to do it, we'll 
have to move from here as soon as Hood can send orders.” 

True to his forecast, the brigade was called to attention within ten 
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minutes, and for the next six hours Hood’s division was on its devious 
journey, with many long waits, to a position from which it could launch 
its attack on the Round Tops.*¢ 

Longstreet’s reserve artillery under Colonel E. P. Alexander was in 
camp at Greenwood and for some unaccountable reason had heard 
nothing about the battle being fought at Gettysburg sixteen miles away. 
Darkness brought the news, along with an order for the artillery to 
move at 2:00 A.M., and Alexander had his own battalion of 26 guns 
and the Washington Artillery of 10 guns, which together composed 
the artillery reserve, on the road punctually. 

The moon was bright, the infantry was out of the way, and the 
marching was easy, and at an hour given vaguely as “about 8 or 
9 A.M.,”—certainly much too late for an attack at sunrise—the guns 
were hauled into a woods in the vicinity of the battlefield.*7 

Alexander reported at once to Lee and Longstreet, who were to- 
gether, showing no sign of haste, on a hill behind the Confederate posi- 
tion. He was informed that the enemy’s left flank would be attacked; 
that he should take command of Cabell’s and Henry’s battalions, each 
having 18 guns, and his own, making a total of 62 guns; that the 
Washington Artillery should be placed in reserve and that he should 
reconnoiter the ground and co-operate with the infantry. He was 
cautioned against exposing the guns to the view of the signal station 
on Little Round Top. 

Alexander did not get the impression that General Lee felt things 
were being delayed unnecessarily.48 He made his reconnaissance, 
which consumed three hours.*® The time must have been between ten 
and eleven o’clock when he went back for his battalion, and probably 
it was nearly noon before he had it at the schoolhouse near the Herr 
Tavern west of Willoughby Run. 


6. The Armies Are Finally Face to Face 


One reason for Lee’s delay in ordering an attack on the Federal left 
was that he wanted a report on a reconnaissance on which he had sent 
one of Longstreet’s engineers, Major J. J. Clarke, and Captain S. R. 
Johnston of his own headquarters. They left early, and while they 
were absent McLaws arrived, about eight o’clock, riding ahead of his 
men, who had given way to Hood on the road. 

Lee showed him, both on the map and by pointing, the objective of 
the pending attack. The Confederates would move up the Emmitsburg 
road and take Cemetery Hill in reverse. Lee thought the Federal 
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army faced mainly to the north, with lines running east and west 
across Cemetery and Culp’s hills, but recessed on the left flank an 
indeterminate distance. The attack would sweep up the east side of 
the Emmitsburg road, with the Confederate left flank on the roadway. 

When Lee asked McLaws if he could carry this line the Georgian 
replied noncommittally that he knew of nothing to prevent it but that 
he would like to take some skirmishers and reconnoiter the position. 
Lee told him a reconnaissance already was in progress and he volun- 
teered to join it. Longstreet here stepped in and declared forcibly 
that he did not want McLaws to leave his division. 

The corps commander seemed disturbed about the whole proposi- 
tion. Nobody knows whether he was perturbed because the frontal 
attack he opposed was becoming more and more inevitable, or was 
merely piqued because Lee was issuing orders over his head to Mc- 
Laws directly. That was what had caused A. P. Hill to explode against 
Jackson, and it may have been a source of Longstreet’s irritation here. 
The compassionate Lee made no issue of the matter and Longstreet 
prevailed. McLaws was not allowed to make his reconnaissance. 

In one other matter there was danger of sparks flying between Lee 
and Longstreet. The corps commander touched the map and told 
McLaws where he should place his division when it came up. 

“No, General, I wish it placed just opposite,” Lee corrected him.®° 

Where either of them meant for McLaws to fall in cannot now be 
determined, but soon Clarke and Johnston returned from their recon- 
naissance and the time had arrived for the attack. About all the infor- 
mation they had was that, sure enough, the Federal army occupied 
the opposite ridge. They could not be so positive about Little Round 
Top. They clambered up a shoulder—perhaps Vincent’s Spur or Dev- 
il’s Den—and could see no Federals on Little Round Top. 

With respect to that eminence, Lee had already recognized what 
many later-day students of the battle have ignored, that its occupation 
by the Federal army was to be expected momentarily. The situation 
here was different from Culp’s Hill, where Confederates were at the 
base. To reach Little Round Top they had to operate at a distance, 
and Federal troops were always nearer, first Geary, then Sickles, Sykes, 
and Sedgwick. Any Confederate advance against it was fairly certain 
to be detected. Round Top, the larger and more heavily wooded emi- 
nence, might be approached under better cover. 

Even though the Federals had left the summit of Little Round Top 
unoccupied they probably could beat an enemy force to it. The first 
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baseman’s foot is not on the bag but he can ordinarily get there in 
advance of the runner. Lee must have had that in mind when through 
his glasses he saw Federal troops moving in the direction of Little 
Round Top. Probably this was Sickles trying to find a good position 
around the base. 

But the report of Major Clarke and Captain Johnston was of high 
significance in that it cleared the way for Longstreet to step off. Still, 
there was one more obstacle. Law’s Alabama brigade, an essential 
part of Hood’s division, was marching at top speed for the battlefield. 
Because Longstreet had not been allowed to “get his other boot on” 
by awaiting Pickett’s arrival, he set down what he might have con- 
sidered his bare foot about moving before he had Law. The Ala- 
bamians had left New Guilford at 3:00 A.M. and marched through 
without a break. They got to Gettysburg, according to Law, “shortly 
before noon,” which meant they had marched twenty-four miles in 
less than nine hours. That Lee had become reconciled to the need for 
preparations could be seen from the permission he gave Longstreet 
to await Law’s arrival. Longstreet called this the best marching in 
either army, and it did exceed anything except Sedgwick’s march from 
Manchester. Sedgwick’s was eleven miles farther and any soldier 
would say that the last eleven miles are the hardest. 

Law found the balance of Hood’s brigade in the Willoughby Run 
valley—they had not made much progress since Private Hahn brought 
back his news—and thus Longstreet had two full divisions at hand. 

After Lee issued his orders he left to see Ewell again and explain 
his plan for the army to attack by brigades en echelon. Beginning on 
the army’s far right, the attack would progress in sequence through 
Longstreet’s corps, then A. P. Hill’s. Ewell would not wait until Hill’s 
nearest brigade attacked, but would get his signal from the sound of 
Longstreet’s guns. As the observant E. P. Alexander pointed out, it 
was getting rather late in the day for an echelon attack. Such a method 
is good on some mornings. If it is begun in the afternoon, darkness 
may come before the last brigades can attack. Perhaps it would have 
been better for the entire army to attack in unison. 

At noon, with Law coming in, Longstreet began his movement and 
the rest of the army awaited its turn. Lee and Meade faced each other 
with about the same degree of concentration. Lee was minus Stuart’s 
cavalry and Pickett’s Virginians. Meade still was waiting for the 
Sixth Corps. He had left French’s 10,000 men back at Frederick, a 
rear guard that would have posed a problem for Lee in any flanking 
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movement. After an inspection by Slocum, who recommended against 
it, Meade had abandoned any thought of taking the offensive against 
Lee’s lett. 

Meade’s peak campaign strength was 105,750 and Lee’s 88,754, 
but as they faced each other on the field, with allowance for absen- 
teeism from many causes, Meade’s infantry and artillery aggregated 
probably 82,000 and Lee’s 68,000. Infantry and cavalry, Meade 
probably brought to the battle area about 92,000 and Lee about 
79,000 men. The Federal army had 354, the Confederate 272 guns.*1 

The high hope of the South for freedom, the firm determination of 
the North to preserve the Union intact—issues long argued in the 
legislative halls—were about to be resolved at last on the battlefield. 
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The Story of the Missing Canteens 


1. The Guide Doesn’t Know Where He’s Going 


Longstreet’s two divisions now set out on as strange a march as was 
ever made on an American battlefield. They had been lying all morn- 
ing in the depressions behind McPherson’s and Herr’s ridges. When 
the order came they were hurried back, some for the better part of 
three miles toward Cashtown, along the road they had traveled earlier 
that day in their hasty march to Gettysburg. 

McLaws’ division was in the lead, accompanied by Alexander’s 
reserve artillery, while Kershaw, already well advanced, had first place 
among the brigadesX Lee sent Captain Johnston, who had made the 
morning reconnaissance, as a guide. The artillery was dragged along. 
That it was to be a factor in preparing for the assault was inconsistent 
with the element of surprise if anything like Chancellorsville was to 
be duplicated. Yet stealth was, to Longstreet, a much more vital con- 
sideration than speed. Of time he appeared to have an abundance 
when he selected his long, devious route for reaching Meade’s flank. 
But while he did not rush, neither were his actions so deliberately slow 
as to warrant a charge of sulking. 

The march can be reconstructed with difficulty, because no two 
units covered the same distance and different routes must have been 
employed. In the beginning Longstreet’s two divisions were spread 
over the country west of Gettysburg, with Law resting in the neighbor- 
hood of the McPherson farm—he said he was a mile from the town— 
and Kershaw, the forward element of McLaw’s division, already was 
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near Black Horse Tavern, where he had been most of the morning. 

Approaching Seven Stars, the main body struck south along a little- 
used road following the course of Marsh Creek and leading to Black 
Horse Tavern, where the 26th Pennsylvania Regiment had stumbled 
into a Confederate picket on the previous evening. Johnston rode part 
of the time with Longstreet and part with McLaws, but he did not turn 
out to be'a well-informed guide for either. Lee accompanied Long- 
street for a time, having returned from visiting Ewell. 

Johnston himself was appalled when he learned the others were 
relying on him for directions. He said later that he “had no idea that 
I had the confidence of the great General Lee to such an extent that 
he would entrust me with the conduct of an army corps moving within 
two miles of the enemy lines while the lieutenant general was riding 
in the rear of the column.””* 

Lee had asked Johnston to make a sketch of the country he had 
covered on his reconnaissance and on the basis of this map had ap- 
pointed him to escort Longstreet. What he had covered in his recon- 
naissance, however, was the terrain east of Willoughby Run and the 
approaches to the Round Tops. Now he was traveling roads and by- 
ways apparently as unfamiliar to him as if they were in Africa or 
Massachusetts. Longstreet had a guide, to be sure, but a guide who 
had to feel his way, Indian-fashion, through the woods and valleys 
and hope for the best. 

Johnston told Fitzhugh Lee that he did not even know where Gen- 
eral Longstreet was going. He thought he was there only to provide 
the benefit of the reconnaissance he had made earlier in the morning. 
He was not conducting the column, merely going with it. 

From his position near Black Horse Tavern, Kershaw could look 
across the fields about two miles to the Emmitsburg road in the region 
of the Kerns house, southwest of the Round Tops. There, during the 
morning, he had witnessed the passage of a large Federal body, pro- 
tected by flankers to the left, moving to join Meade’s army.* This 
obviously was De Trobriand’s brigade hurrying up from Emmitsburg— 
it arrived at 10:00 a.m. At noon or one o’clock—the hour was indefin- 
ite to Kershaw—he got the order to take the road leading along Marsh 
Creek, and to advance but remain concealed from the enemy. 

Kershaw passed the Black Horse Tavern and “followed the road 
leading from that point toward the Emmitsburg Pike,”’* which runs 
past the Plank farm to Willoughby Run, turns south, follows the west 
bank of the run, crosses it, and reaches the Pitzer schoolhouse about 
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midway between the Sachs and Flaharty farmhouses. Kershaw went 
only a fifth of a mile, moving southeast, to the crest of the hill, where 
the road forked. If he had passed over the crest beyond this fork, he 
could have been seen from Little Round Top. 
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Longstreet had come to the front, and Captain Johnston explained 
to him the danger of being detected at the crest. Longstreet and Mc- 
Laws went cautiously up the hill and, sure enough, the wooded sum- 
mit of Round Top and the craggy slopes of Little Round Top were 
clearly visible. When they returned both “manifested considerable ir- 
ritation.”® But Johnston was using good judgment for a guide who did 
not know where he was going. By passing around the shoulder of the 
hill and through a field, he told Longstreet, the column would still be 
hidden from the enemy, if the enemy should, indeed, be looking out 
from the Round Tops toward Black Horse ‘Tavern. 

Johnston said that when Longstreet went to the top of the hill his 
march was discovered, but there is no other evidence of it,6 and the 
report from Little Round Top is to the contrary. If they were seen, 
it benefited no one, for Longstreet was disgusted and peremptorily 
called off the entire movement. He wanted another route. He ordered 
an about-face and a return toward the Cashtown road. This meant 
that Hood, who was in the rear of McLaws, now headed the column, 
and owing to the readjustment McLaws had to wait an hour before 
he could move at all. Alexander passed through the meadows with 
his artillery by a route he did not describe very clearly, and wondered 
why the infantry did not follow. He estimated that two to three hours 
were lost by the countermarch.* 

On reaching the region of the Cashtown road again, Longstreet 
marched toward Gettysburg until he found another little-traveled road 
leading south and following generally Herr Ridge and the bank of Wil- 
loughby Run. He moved partly down this and partly along the bank 
until he came at last to the Pitzer school; he had been near this point 
at Black Horse Tavern. Thence he cut across country through Pitzer’s 
and Biesecker’s woods toward the Emmitsburg road. 

A check of the distances involved in Longstreet’s flank march shows 
that the route covered about thirteen miles. This does not mean all 
the troops marched that far, nor, indeed, that very many of them 
marched the full distance. But if the tail of the column on Willoughby 
Run had followed the route all the way to Black Horse Tavern, then 
retracted its steps to and along the Cashtown pike, and eventually 
reached the region of Round Top, it would have traveled thirteen 
miles or more, while those who assailed the Wheat Field would have 
gone almost thirteen miles. 

Considering that McLaws lost an hour at the tavern while the tail 
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of the column was being turned about and moved far enough ahead 
to release the front elements, and that broken terrain was traversed, 
Longstreet’s men did some respectable marching that afternoon. It 
is reasonable to assume that the average soldier covered eight miles 
to reach his stepping-off place. That would mean a minimum of two 
and a half, and perhaps three hours. Where some mileage may have 
been saved by not using the roads, time probably was sacrificed by 
the slower pace in the rough woods and fields. 

It is quite clear that Law’s brigade could not have made this entire 
march and performed as nobly as it did during the remainder of the 
day. But what it did was not pleasant. “We moved very slowly,” Law 
said, “with frequent halts and deflections from the direct course.”® 
In the fields the two divisions doubled and moved abreast each 
other and at length Hood passed across the front of McLaws. This 
put Law’s brigade on the extreme right of Lee’s army. 

From Kershaw’s statement that Willoughby Run was dry,® it may 
be conjectured that the Confederates had to rely on the map Johnston 
had drafted hurriedly for Lee. The run had had plenty of water 
farther upstream because of the heavy June rains. Kershaw must not 
have been oriented on his map, or else was forgetful when he wrote in 
later years. 

Kershaw’s men were toiling along when Longstreet passed them 
“his eyes cast to the ground, as if in deep study, his mind disturbed.” 
He had “more the look of gloom” than had ever been noticed before.1° 
Obviously disconsolate, he was none the less submissive. 

Did Longstreet unnecessarily delay the attack that should have been 
delivered in the morning? There are these points: Lee consented to 
await the arrival of Law’s brigade before attacking.11 Law came at 
noon.’* The time of the delay is thus reduced to three and a half 
hours, from 12:00 until 3:30 p.m., when Hood was in position to 
begin his bombardment.1* These hours are well accounted for by 
Longstreet’s march behind the battlefield, as he groped for a good 
route by which to reach Meade’s flank undetected. The afternoon may 
have been filled with mistakes, but not with stalling. Some have ac- 
counted the lost hours precious, but none can ever know. 

The original fault unquestionably goes back to Stuart. Had he 
been playing his accustomed role he would have explored the roads 
and known the routes Longstreet should follow to gain the enemy 
flank. That was the purpose of cavalry. Also Lee did not have a 
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large enough staff to make the necessary reconnaissance in a strange 
country, where he could draw but little on the civilian population 
either for guides or reliable information. 

But with conditions as they were—without Stuart and without ade- 
quate knowledge—the fault in the main undoubtedly was Longstreet’s. | 
He should have investigated the routes in the wasted morning hours 
while Law was hastening to join him. He should have checked just 
how much Johnston knew before the column reached Black Horse 
Tavern and was about to be exposed. 

Longstreet’s ardor mounted as he went forward. He wanted to fall | 
suddenly and unexpectedly on the Federal left and roll it up, as Jack- 
son had done at Chancellorsville. All that was lacking was a touch 
of Jackson’s ingenuity and intuition. In the end, nobody in the army 
was more impatient to begin than Longstreet,'* and when he finally 
launched his divisions, nobody could have attacked more furiously. 

Did Longstreet’s march and countermarch impair Lee’s chances of 
victory and damage the Southern cause? Careful critics are compelled 
to wonder, because there were events also on the Federal side of the 
valley, some of them errors of alignment that unquestionably assisted 
Longstreet’s assault. 


2. Sickles Finds Butternuts in the Woods 


Cemetery Ridge, extending south from Cemetery Hill, loses elevation 
just as Seminary Ridge recedes immediately opposite it. 

One of those large lumps of ground that seem to complicate battle- « 
fields rises at this point about midway between the two ridges. Colonel > 
Long had observed the ground, had reconnoitered it as a position for | 
Confederate artillery and was apprehensive the Federals would get . } 
there before Longstreet.15 Some felt the Confederate line should rest 
here and continue along the Emmitsburg road instead of in the woods RS 
to the west along the lower Seminary Ridge. N 

At the summit of the hump, where the Emmitsburg road crosses it 
a byroad leads back to the Taneytown road. At the southwest corner 
of the intersection was a peach orchard, opposite which was the 
Wentz farmhouse. This high ground, constituting a short ridge that 
commanded the depression between Cemetery Ridge and Little Round 
Top, might be used to advantage by either Confederate or Federal 
artillery; under certain conditions it might become the key to the 
battlefield, as the similar rise of Hazel Grove was at Chancellorsville. 

Having little cover except the thin foliage of peach trees, it could 
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be hammered by the artillery of either army and turned into a 
charnel house. It was not so much a place to be on as a place not to 
let the enemy hold. It could serve the Confederates better than the 
Federals because just west was Pitzer’s woods, where supports would 
have cover, while on the eastern side were cultivated fields that af- 
forded little protection to infantry. Should the main Federal battle 
line run through the Peach Orchard, a salient would be created, with 
neither face of the salient possessing any natural strength. 

Meade’s orders to Sickles contained some of the ambiguities that 
at times ruin battles or empires. He told Sickles to fall in on the left 
of the Second Corps, in the position that had been occupied by the 
Twelfth Corps during the night. Geary’s division of the Twelfth 
Corps, by Hancock’s instructions, had camped at the base and sent 
two regiments to the summit of Little Round Top, which gave security 
to the Federal left. Now Meade—and here was an uncertainty—told 
Sickles to extend his corps to the left to Little Round Top, “provided 
it was practicable to occupy it.” When Sickles extended his lines, he 
found he was not on high ground, but rather in a depression between 
Cemetery Ridge and Little Round Top, with fields made mushy here 
and there by the recent heavy rains. In front of this low land a creek, 
Plum Run, emerged to flow down a narrow valley into Rock Creek 
south of the battlefield. 

Early in the morning Meade sent his son and aide, Captain George 
Meade, to Sickles to inform the corps commander where army head- 
quarters would be located, and to ascertain if the Third Corps was in 
its proper position. Having been up most of the night, Sickles was 
taking a nap in his tent, so Meade, Jr., talked with Captain George 
E. Randolph, commander of the Third Corps artillery. Randolph 
went into Sickles’ tent and came out with word that the corps was not 
in position and that Sickles had some doubt about where he should 
place it. The time was about 6:00 a.m.17 

At 7:00 a.M. young Meade returned with more positive instructions 
for Sickles—to take over the position vacated by Geary. Geary had 
left at 5:00 A.M. to join the rest of the Twelfth Corps near Culp’s 
Hill, but he had been so concerned about Little Round Top that he 
had sent a staff officer to describe it and request that, if troops were 
not to occupy it at once, Sickles should send a staff officer to see the 
ground. Sickles answered noncommittally that he would attend to the 
matter. Neither troops nor staff officer came, and Geary finally pulled 
out and left Little Round Top untenanted. 
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Birney, commanding one of Sickles’ divisions, came up at 7:00 A.M. 
and extended his line to cover Little Round Top; all again appeared to 
be well. Still Sickles was dissatisfied, feeling that it would be harder to 
defend the valley if pounded by artillery than the elevation along the 
Emmitsburg road. He requested Meade to inspect the ground in per- 
son. When Meade did not come, Sickles about the middle of the 
morning rode to headquarters. Meade told him again that he was to 
occupy the position Geary had held on the previous evening. Sickles 
informed Meade, according to Meade’s explanation of the conversa- 
tion, that Geary had had no position so far as he could see, though in 
the neighborhood of his corps was good ground for artillery. He de- 
sired Meade to send a staff officer to see if it would not serve that 
purpose. This high ground was the Peach Orchard ridge. 

When Sickles asked Meade if he were not authorized to align his 
corps in the manner he judged most suitable, Meade, by his own 
account of the conversation, replied, “Certainly, within the limits of 
the general instructions I have given you; any ground within those 
limits you choose to occupy I leave to you.” 

Meade then directed his chief of artillery, Brigadier General Henry 
J. Hunt, to look over the ground in question. 

The New York Herald correspondent on the field, who claimed to 
have made the closest possible investigation of the meeting between 
Meade and Sickles and other phases of this episode, did not credit 
the commanding general with words so gentle. To Sickles’ complaint 
that his front was exposed, Meade was quoted as replying: “Oh, gen- 
erals are apt to look for the attack to be made where they are.” 

Meade was capable of sharpness and may have so worded it. 
Sickles did not take time to determine whether it was a jest or a jibe, 
but implored Meade to look over the ground himself. Meade, still 
concerned about his right, declined. 

But Hunt went, looked over the situation, and tended to agree with 
Sickles that the high ground in front was superior to what he occupied 
in a direct line between Cemetery Ridge and Little Round Top.*® 
Still, Hunt saw disadvantages and declined to issue any orders, until 
he could consult with Meade; orders would no doubt be forthcoming. 

Careful and intelligent as Meade’s course had been to that time, it 
is difficult to understand his stubborn reluctance personally to investi- 
gate his left flank. Perhaps he believed with Lee that the battle lines 
were running mainly east and west, and that the armies faced north 
and south. The Round Tops then would be too far in the rear to 
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require more than garrisoning. Whatever was in his mind, Meade 
ignored Sickles’ pleadings. 

Meade was justifiably concerned about his right. He could not un- 
derstand why Johnson would be coiled around him there unless the 
plan was to attack the soft underside of the Federal army along the 
Baltimore pike, a lifeline as essential to Meade as the Cashtown road 
was to Lee. But his left was worth a glance at least. 

The afternoon rolled along and no orders came to Sickles. He 
learned that Buford’s cavalry, which had been protecting the Federal 
left in the region of Round Top, had been ordered back to Westmin- 
ster to recuperate. Thus the left flank of the army was exposed, and 
Ward’s brigade of Birney’s division became the left element of the 
army. Sickles remonstrated to Meade that Buford’s withdrawal had 
left his flank naked, and Meade replied that he had not so intended 
and would have Buford recalled. But the cavalryman was well on his 
way toward Westminster and did not return to the theater; all the other 
cavalry, except a few corps details, was on the army’s right. 

Having no cavalry protection and with woods in his front that might 
hide a lurking enemy, Sickles sent out some of Berdan’s regular army 
sharpshooters and a good Maine regiment, the 3rd, which all after- 
noon had been puzzled by what it considered the “unaccountable 
sluggishness”!? of the Confederate army, the aggressiveness of which 
it knew from many other fields. Under Colonel Moses B. Lakeman 
the Maine men crossed the Emmitsburg road, moved west beyond the 
Sherfy house and entered the deep Pitzer woods, where on the previous 
evening the pickets of the 4th Maine Regiment had heard the soft 
drawling words of men obviously not Yankees. It was now twelve 
o'clock. 

They had advanced less than a hundred yards into the heavy timber 
when ahead of them they detected skirmishers of what proved to be 
the 8th, 10th, and 11th Alabama infantry regiments of Wilcox’s bri- 
gade, Anderson’s division, Hill’s corps. 

Working with Berdan’s sharpshooters, the Maine infantry drove 
these skirmishers back and soon unveiled three long enemy infantry 
lines, waiting 300 yards away. The Maine men claimed that the regu- 
lar sharpshooters had taken all the trees and they had only the open 
spaces, but they looked on themselves as “one of the hardest fighting 
regiments in the Army of the Potomac.” They declined to give way 
until they had battled Anderson’s division for twenty-five minutes. 
Then they went back through the woods, across three quarters of a 


240 HIGH TIDE AT GETTYSBURG 


mile of open farmland, reached Sickles’ lines in the depression, and 
reported to the corps commander that the main Confederate army 
was not facing Culp’s and Cemetery hills, or menacing Meade’s right, 
but was ready to step off from the woods directly in his front.?° 


3. Sickles Takes the High Ground 


That was enough for the burly old politico-warrior who commanded 
two of the army’s most distinguished divisions. He had asked Meade 
for help and had been treated cavalierly, at the very least. Now the 
only things left to him were the drums and bugles. The Army of the 
Potomac was about to witness one of the great sights of its spotted 
and often spectacular career. It was three o’clock. 

Across the open ground, three quarters of a mile in depth, moved 
the two veteran divisions in battle order, drums beating the quick 
step, flags waving, artillery rolling, heavily laden caissons growling on 
their axles, cavalry patrols on the flanks, a cloud of skirmishers in 
front. Old Dan Sickles was going to the war. 

The right division, once Hooker’s, was now commanded by Briga- 
dier General Andrew A. Humphreys, commonly recognized as one of 
the most capable general officers in the Federal Army. Meade had 
wanted him for his chief of staff but did not judge it prudent to drop 
Butterfield in the middle of a campaign. His grandfather had designed 
and built the frigate Constitution, which had figured in great moments 
of American history. Humphreys, a Pennsylvanian, had become an 
engineer after being graduated from West Point, but he could not be 
spared from infantry commands, where he was repeatedly cited for 
gallant and meritorious service. 

Sickles’ other division was led by the Alabama-born David B. 
Birney. It had been commanded earlier by one of the most gallant 
of Americans, Major General Philip Kearny, who had been killed at 
Chantilly. The tradition and spirit of this soldier of fortune, who had 
fought on three continents, still hung over the division; long after the 
war the legend persisted that he might be seen at night riding a white 
horse through the sky or across the Jersey meadows, calling his men 
to follow him in quest of glory. 

One of his old regiments, the 20th Indiana raised at Lafayette, 
became known as the “Fighting Three Hundred.” They were mostly 
farmers’ sons, clerks, and Lafayette high-school boys, and they liked 
to say that they were all Western-born except Patrick Maloney, who, 
when he enrolled and was asked about his birthplace, replied, “I was 
born in Ireland, sir, but I think Indiana is me native state.”*1 
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The Hoosiers were observers on the Peninsula when Kearny, punc- 
tilious in his military requirements, saw several officers of another 
command loafing by the roadside. Thinking they were of his division, 
he admonished them for straggling—he had a stinging tongue. They 
listened to him courteously, then one saluted and said with quiet dig- 
nity that the general was mistaken and they did not belong to his 
command. . 

“Pardon me, gentlemen,” Kearney said apologetically. “I will take 
steps to know how to recognize my men hereafter.” 

On returning to headquarters he devised a diamond-shaped piece 
of red cloth for all of his division to wear on their caps. The soldiers 
called it the “Kearny Patch.” The division wore it and eventually 
the corps adopted it.??_ The idea spread and when Hooker took com- 
mand he assigned to each corps its identifying insignia. The custom 
has prevailed in the American army to the present day, though the 
patches are now worn on the sleeve. 

From no point along the line was the advance of Sickles’ ten thou- 
sand soldiers a more spectacular sight than at Hancock’s position on 
Cemetery Ridge. Hancock had just ridden up and dismounted, and 
was talking with Brigadier General John C. Caldwell, commanding 
his 1st division, Colonel Patrick Kelly, commanding the 88th New 
York, and Colonel Richard Byrnes of the 28th Massachusetts. A few 
minutes after three o’clock, many of the soldiers were playing euchre 
while others were toasting hardtack and frying bacon. The day was 
warm and now clear; open fields stretched away to the Emmitsburg 
road. Suddenly the Second Corps men detected a commotion on their 
left. They dropped their cards and hardtack and crowded to where 
they could witness the simultaneous and orderly movement of this 
great body of men. “How splendidly they march!” “It looks like a 
dress parade, a review.”°° 

Hancock leaned on his sword and rested one knee on the ground. 
He watched with surprise, even with some amusement. The placement 
of the Third Corps half to three quarters of a mile in advance of the 
main line left a great gap between it and his left. Grave as this was, 
it was almost ludicrous. Turning to the other officers, he smiled and 
said, “Wait a moment, you will see them tumbling back.” 

But it was more than a moment. An hour passed before he called 
quietly, “Caldwell, get your division ready.” 

The period of grace allowed the Third Corps at its Peach Orchard 
salient was due to Lee’s plan of attacking en echelon. The storm had 
not yet broken on the far Federal left. Sickles would be given enough 


242 HIGH TIDE AT GETTYSBURG 


time to align his men, post his artillery, and make ready for the enemy. 
He leveled fences to facilitate the movements of his troops and to 
provide a field of fire. Birney’s division was on the left, stretched thin 
from the orchard to the great hump of rocks in front of Little Round 
Top called the Devil’s Den. He could not reach back as far as Little 
Round Top, and so it was left uncovered. The line ran along the front 
of a wheat field and faced southwest. 

Humphrey joined Birney north of the Wentz farmhouse and ran 
along the Emmitsburg road, facing northwest. This left a sharp angle, 
or salient, at the Wentz house and the Peach Orchard. The advance 
of the corps had invited Confederate fire, and now the shells crashed 
through the Peach Orchard and apple trees farther up the road. The 
men hugged the ground, knowing it was a prelude to an infantry at- 
tack. The 3rd Maine had not been permitted to rejoin its brigade, 
Ward’s, which was on Birney’s left at the Devil’s Den, but had been 
retained with Graham after it had come back from Pitzer’s woods. 
It faced along the Emmitsburg road behind the orchard fence. It was 
3:45 P.M. 

Colonel Lakeman could look out to the south across the country 
beyond the Emmitsburg road, and there he saw the gray ranks and 
glistening bayonets of heavy masses of Confederate infantry moving 
far on the left. Hood’s division was marching toward the Round 
Tops. Lakeman hurried off word to Captain Randolph, the artillery 
chief of the Third Corps, who threw some shells at the distant gray 
columns. Thus the battle of July 2 was opened.?¢ 

Meade, meantime, had called a council of his corps commanders at 
his headquarters cottage just behind the lines on the Taneytown road. 
There appears to be little basis for the contention that he intended at 
this stage to retreat to his Pipe Creek line, though he did not seem 
warmly attached to the position. Nothing had happened to make his 
situation worse, and much to improve it, since he had reached the field. 
The Sixth Corps was coming up and formidable works had been con- 
structed on Cemetery and Culp’s hills, where artillery had been skill- 
fully placed to enfilade the approaches. The arrival of the Sixth Corps 
allowed him to shift his reserves. The bulk of the corps was placed 
on his right, where the Fifth Corps had been in support. He moved 
the Fifth to the left and the units were marching or resting behind the 
Round Tops while the council was in progress. 

Sickles was not prompt to answer Meade. He was busy arranging 
his new lines. But at a final peremptory summons he left the work to 
Birney and Humphreys and rode more than a mile to the rear. 
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At the door of the headquarters he was met by Meade, who had 
heard the voice of Longstreet’s guns opening far down the line to his 
left. “General, I will not ask you to dismount,” Meade said to Sickles. 
“The enemy are engaging your fronts. The council is over.”?? 

Under the pressure of Longstreet’s guns Meade at last rode with 
Sickles to inspect the lines along the wheat fields and at the Peach 
Orchard salient. With him rode Brigadier General Gouverneur K. 
Warren, chief engineer of the Army of the Potomac, whom he hurried 
off to Little Round Top to make certain it was garrisoned. The con- 
versation with Sickles has been variously reported. Meade is alleged 
to have berated Sickles. But the New York Herald correspondent 
talked with “several officers” who heard him; their version was proba- 
bly more accurate than the account after the wording had been pol- 
ished up for the official reports or for exhibits in the Meade-Sickles 
controversy that followed.?® 

“Are you not too much extended, General?” Meade inquired. “Can 
you hold this front?” 

“Yes,” replied Sickles, “until more troops are brought up. The 
enemy are attacking in force and I shall need support.” 

Meade again indicated his uncertainty about the amount of front 
covered by the corps, which was stretched thin indeed. 

Sickles said, rather defensively, “General, I have received no orders. 
I have made these dispositions to the best of my judgment. Of course 
I shall be happy to modify them according to your views.” 

“No,” said Meade, “I will send you the Fifth Corps and you may 
send for support from the Second Corps.” 

“T shall need more artillery,” said Sickles. 

“Send for all you want to the artillery reserve,” Meade told him. 
“I shall direct General Hunt to send you all you ask for.”?° 

Such was the situation at the time Longstreet’s blow was delivered 
against the Federal left. 

Had Longstreet’s delay been disastrous, or had his attack been 
delayed until the happy hour when the Third Corps would be caught 
isolated and exposed? A short time before, Longstreet could not 
have attacked up the Emmitsburg road because it was merely a 
no-man’s-land between the two armies. There would have been 
nothing to attack. A short time before, Birney’s troops covered Little 
Round Top and, even moderately defended, it would be impregnable. 
The Federal line ran straight along Cemetery Ridge. Longstreet would 
have had to change front and deliver his blow across three quarters 
of a mile of open land to reach the Third Corps line. 
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Longstreet’s slowness did indeed seem fortunate. If he could launch 
a strong assault and Lee could follow it with timely companion as- 
saults by Hill and Ewell, the battle might be won between four o’clock 
and darkness. This much is clear: that if Sickles erred in marching 
to the Peach Orchard, Longstreet was lucky in having delayed his 
attack. 

Sickles has been called a Bully Boy,®° and the name is apt if it 
implied guts and gusto. While Gettysburg ended the war for many, 
it merely began it for Sickles. Always there was divided sentiment 
about the prudence of his move. The intolerant Frank Aretas Haskell, 
Gibbon’s aide, attacked him because “‘he was neither born nor bred 
a soldier,” which might have been said about many of the regular 
officers, and as “a politician and some other things’—“a man after 
show and notoriety, and newspaper fame, and the adulation of the 
mob!’’3! These comments occurred in a private letter which was pub- 
lished during Sickles’ lifetime. Two months before Gettysburg Sickles 
had seen Chancellorsville lost because he was pulled back unnecessar- 
ily from Hazel Grove. He was taking no chances. Spunk was a good 
thing to infuse in the Army of the Potomac, which from the beginning 
had woefully needed some fighting souls among the officers, whether 
they carried the union cards of the regular army or not. 

In a survey of 56 generals who participated, Colonel John B. Batch- 
elder, the official governmental historian of Gettysburg in the genera- 
tion after the battle, found the opinion respecting Sickles’ advance 
about equally divided. But Meade condemned him both in his official 
report and later, and the army tended to side with Meade, which gave 
the Bully Boy a lifelong issue. In the end, fighting all the way, he won 
handily because he outlived his detractors and went down swinging at 
the age of ninety-five. He got fifty years of argument, political appoint- 
ment, and glory out of one afternoon of fighting, but never a monu- 
ment—like the other corps commanders—on the battlefield. 

In all that time the only man to reduce the controversy to its proper 
proportions was Lincoln. The President had to pass on Sickles’ re- 
quest for a court of inquiry to determine the fairness of Meade’s 
charges that he brought on the battle before the Federal commander 
was prepared and thereby endangered the whole army and cause. 
Lincoln met him thus: 


Sickles, they say you pushed out your men too near the enemy, 
and began the fight just as that council was about to meet, at three 
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o’clock in the afternoon of the battle. I am afraid that what they say 
is true, and God bless you for it. Don’t ask us to order an inquest to 
relieve you from bringing on the battle of Gettysburg. History will set 
you all right and give everybody his just place, and there is glory 
enough to go all around. 


Sickles’ advance was unsound, though none can be certain how he 
would have fared in his old position. The one at the Peach Orchard 
meant a ragged battle line. With all his importuning for guidance from 
headquarters, the blame is scarcely assessable against the corps com- 
mander alone. The old veterans, in their stories of the affair, usually 
said he “stuck out like a sore thumb.” He offered Longstreet a pretty 
target and distressed his fellow corps commanders, but he did succeed 
in getting the two armies locked in a combat from which they could 
not emerge until they were reeling and spent, and until the future 
courses of the two governments were fairly determined. That much 
Sickles contributed, and it is rarely judged an outrage of grave propor- 
tions when a general whose commanding officer is preoccupied, be- 
' lieves his purpose on a battlefield is to go forward and fight. 


4. Hood Discovers an Exposed Flank 


As soon as he received notice from Longstreet that he would attack 
the enemy’s left, General Hood sent Lieutenant John McPherson 
Pinckney, of Hempstead, Texas, with a detail of five others from the 
4th Texas Infantry, Robertson’s brigade, to determine the Federal 
army’s position and locate its flank. 

They crossed the Emmitsburg road, scouted through the oils 
climbed to the summit of Round Top, looked down on the Federal 
army with its trains and artillery reserve that had been parked with a 
scant guard in the rear of the Round Tops, and discovered that its 
flank was in front of these eminences. Thousands of Federal soldiers 
could be seen along lines extending to the north but none were on the 
summits. 

Pinckney sent two of his scouts in haste to Hood with a message that 
the left flank of the Army of the Potomac was in the air and that be- 
hind it were trains and artillery parks which might be made an easy 
prize by a prompt movement to the south and to the rear of Round 
Top. He urged that the high points, Round Top and Little Round 
Top, be occupied by the largest force possible.*” 

Pinckney’s scouts reached Hood just as Longstreet had finally got 
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his and McLaws’ divisions into line for the assault. It was approach- 
ing four o’clock. Hood saw at once the importance of the intelligence 
and hurried to the corps commander a request that the impending as- 
sault, instead of being directed up the Emmitsburg road and toward 
the Federal concentration already detected at the Peach Orchard, 
should envelop the enemy left, pass around Round Top, and take the 
trains in the rear. 

‘No more difficult question could have been presented to Longstreet 
at this moment. The turning movement recommended by Hood, 
though more limited, was of the nature he had been urging on Lee 
ever since he reached the field, and in his bluff and uncompromising 
manner he had insisted to a point where their relations were becom- 
ing strained. 

Longstreet has been severely censured by some writers for not 
at once revising his entire attack plan; at least, he should have halted 
Hood until he could again consult with Lee. It may be easily imag- 
ined that Lee, having waited what seemed almost interminably for the 
sound of Longstreet’s guns, and finding the day slipping away from 
him, would have been provoked in the extreme had the attack again 
been checked to submit a modified version of the proposal that he had 
rejected again and again in the last two days. Such a last-minute 
delay would have seemed a mere pretext, and would have given him 
ample grounds for relieving Longstreet of his command. 

These considerations must have passed through Longstreet’s mind, 
for he flatly rejected Hood’s recommendation. Accounts vary, but 
the story as told by Hood has become the accepted version. Hood 
said that after receiving the intelligence from his scouts he opened with 
some of his guns and developed the Federal line, which had its left 
resting on or near Round Top and ran concavely to the Emmitsburg 
road, with a considerable force on high ground near a peach orchard.*# 

All the difficulties of an attack across a country strewn with great 
boulders and broken by sharp ravines, which would disorganize and 
scatter an attacking force, now impressed themselves on Hood; he 
perceived also that an assault on the Peach Orchard and up the 
Emmitsburg road would expose his force to an enfilade fire from the 
main Federal line running from Cemetery Hill to the region of the 
Round Tops. He consequently judged it his duty to report even at 
this late hour that an attack up the Emmitsburg road was unwise, 
and to suggest the envelopment of the enemy’s flank and rear. 
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Longstreet’s reply was prompt and blunt: “General Lee’s orders 
are to attack up the Emmitsburg Road.” 

Hood was not satisfied, having by now developed a strong convic- 
tion against the direct assault. He sent a second aide to Longstreet, 
only to receive the same unyielding and unelaborated answer: “Gen- 
eral Lee’s orders are to attack up the Emmitsburg Road.”** 

Clearly Longstreet judged that his province of discretionary action 
had been so sharply circumscribed that all he could do was to obey 
Lee’s words implicitly. Hood meantime continued to explore with 
his batteries. If, as he thought, the enemy now occupied Round Top, 
it would be impregnable. It could be defended, he believed, without 
gunfire. The enemy would merely have to roll the huge boulders down 
the mountain side as his men started up. So he sent his adjutant gen- 
eral, Colonel Harry Sellars, whom he judged an officer of great ability, 
to explain the hazards and request Longstreet to come and inspect the 
ground himself. 

Sellars returned with the same monotonous answer. Major John 
W. Fairfax of Longstreet’s staff followed with equally emphatic notice 
that General Lee’s orders would have to be obeyed. 

Hood’s disappointment was keen. “After this urgent protest against 
entering the battle of Gettysburg, according to instructions—which 
protest is the first and only one I ever made during my entire military 
career—I ordered my line to advance and make the assault.” 

As he moved out, Longstreet rode up. Hood again voiced regret 
that he was not being allowed to take Round Top in flank. He quoted 
Longstreet as replying: “We must obey the orders of General Lee.”°° 

The evidence from Hood is not one of a sulking Longstreet. Though 
Longstreet had now discovered that his own views were strongly and 
independently supported by a division commander regarded as one of 
the best strategists and fighters in the army, he expressed neither per- 
sonal satisfaction nor bitterness over Lee’s rejection of them. The pic- 
ture obtained from Hood is one of co-operation, not pique. Hood’s 
reports were enlightening, yet they contained nothing that might not 
have been assumed by Longstreet when he made his initial recom- 
mendations. Longstreet would have moved the entire army whereas 
Hood would begin with a division, perhaps even a brigade. But Lee’s 
plan was bolder and more aggressive. He would strike where the 
enemy was, not where he was not. 

Another interesting account is available. William Youngblood, of 
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Birmingham, Alabama, a courier, said that Lee was present at the 
final meeting of Longstreet and Hood just before Hood’s division went 
into action. He said that Lee shook hands with both generals and 
said “God bless you” as they departed. He heard Hood beg Lee to 
be allowed to send a brigade around the right of Round Top, through 
a pass or ravine which his scouts had described to him, that would 
lead to the enemy’s rear, apparently the depression between Round 
Top and Little Round Top. Hood insisted that he could flank the 
Federal army and attack Round Top from two sides. But Lee had 
personally decided against Hood. 

Youngblood quoted Lee’s words: “I cannot take the risk of losing 
a brigade. We must do the best we can. When the signals are given 
you, General Hood, advance your men and do the best you can.”36 

The statement of a scout, made voluntarily when the incident was 
under discussion, cannot be disregarded. Also even a general may 
be forgetful about the details of how his proposal came to be rejected. 
Youngblood’s account is persuasive, for one reason, because it places 
General Lee at the point where he might be expected when the main 
attack was launched. The commanding general would not normally 
be five or six miles away when Hood was about to make the decisive 
movement of the day at the opposite end of the line. Nobody was 
riding behind Lee with a notebook on July 2 and his movements can- 
not be reconstructed, but he saw Longstreet repeatedly and must 
have been near by at the time of the assault. Possibly Hood received 
a first report while Lee was there and had more complete information 
later that caused him to repeat his pleas to Longstreet. 

One thing is certain: there was ample notice to Hood and, in turn, 
to his subordinates, that the flanking movement around Round Top 
was not favored by the commanding general. 

Hood launched his attack with his right brigade, Law’s, from the 
neighborhood of the Bushman farm, between the Emmitsburg road 
and Round Top. The Round Tops are two craggy mountains, the 
smaller a spur of the larger, and they are about 1,000 yards apart on 
a line from summit to summit. Little Round Top is more accessible 
mainly because it is 120 feet lower, but the ascent of both is steep 
and rugged except on the eastern side of the larger, where the drop 
is sheer. Superficially Little Round Top came to be rated as having 
greater military value, partly because artillery could be drawn up its 
sides more readily, but mainly because the Weikert brothers, Charles 
and John, had taken off the timber in the fall of 1862 to help meet 
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sf the war’s ravenous demands for lumber. Round Top was heavily 
wooded; Little Round Top was a bald crag. Visibility was difficult 
through the trees from Round Top; it was open and easy from Little 
Round Top. 

That accounted for the placing of a Federal signal station on Little 
Round Top instead of Round Top, which commanded more of the 
surrounding country. The trees on Round Top also seemed to make 
it unsuitable for posting guns. 


5. Colonel Oates Looks from Round Top 


Brigadier General Evander Mclver Law, a professor of history and 
belles-lettres, was twenty-six years old at the time of Gettysburg. A 
South Carolinian, he had a heritage of in-the-woods fighting. His 
grandfather and two great-grandfathers had been soldiers under Fran- 
cis Marion and one had lost his life while serving in the “Swamp 
Fox’s” little band. General Law had taught at Kings Mountain Mili- 
tary Institute, then had established a military school at Tuskegee, Ala- 
bama, of which he was principal when the war came. From his 
captaincy of the Alabama Zouaves to his command of the Alabama 
brigade of Hood’s division, his service had been brilliant and his 
promotion rapid. Now, after Hood, he was the senior officer in what 
would probably have been rated, by public opinion in the South, 
Lee’s outstanding combat division. 

Law had opportunity to rest his brigade only a few minutes after 
its march of twenty-four miles to the battlefield. Then he fell in with 
Hood, marched and countermarched, and eventually reached the far 
right of Lee’s army in the woods in front of Round Top. 

Law’s brigade was formed with the 44th and 48th Alabama on the 
right, the 47th and 4th on the left and the 15th Regiment, commanded 
by Colonel William C. Oates, in the center. Robertson’s Texas bri- 
gade was next in line to the left, then “Tige” Anderson’s Georgians. 
“Rock” Benning with another Georgia brigade was in the rear of the 
center as a division reserve. 

Irrespective of the long delay that had attended Longstreet’s prep- 
arations, the attack signal came a few minutes too soon for Oates’s 15th 
Alabama. The line had been formed at 3:30 p.M.°" and shortly 
thereafter Hood drew fire from Federal batteries in the Devil’s Den 
region in front of Little Round Top. During this bombardment which 
destroyed any remaining element of surprise, and while the regiment 
was awaiting the attack signal, the canteens were found low on water. 
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Colonel Oates‘detailed two men from each of his eleven companies 
to take the ¢anteens to a well about 100 yards in the rear—probably 
that of the Snyder or Bushman farm—to supply the regiment with 
fresh water before it went into battle against the formidable-appearing 
hills ahead. The twenty-two water carriers would have returned in 
another five minutes, but, as Oates pointed out, it was never the custom 
to ask the colonels if they were ready. When it was time to attack, 
then attack it was, without question. He wanted to await the water 
detail, but “the order was given and away we went.”?® 

When the detail discovered that the regiment had gone on, it tried 
to follow, but it went in the wrong direction, inclining to the left. 
The twenty-two men entered a woods and shortly found themselves 
inside the Federal lines, prisoners, carrying virtually every canteen 
of the regiment.®® The day was hot, cloudless, sticky, and in such 
an assault water was as essential as cartridges. 

Oates moved the regiment along but found that Law had recessed 
his two right regiments, the 44th and 48th, then had sent the 44th to 
participate in the attack on the Devil’s Den and had dropped the 
48th back as a reserve. This put the 15th on Lee’s far right flank— 
under Lee’s plan of attack, the step-off regiment of the army. Oates 
noted that the Texans and Benning were moving en echelon. He com- 
pared the Confederate line to the rim of a half-opened fan. When 
Law struck the base of the Round Tops, which were treated as a 
single mountain in much of the Confederate comment, each brigade 
would hit the enemy a flank or quartering blow. That plan, however, 
was deranged somewhat by Sickles’ advance and now the brigades 
were compelled to assail Sickles’ line in front and not obliquely. 

Oates complained that Law’s skirmishers, five companies from two 
regiments, were commanded by two captains instead of one field 
officer. They did not work in harmony, but finally bore to the right, 
passed around Round Top, and reached the eastern side. Both cap- 
tains, A. O. Dickson, of Brooksville, and J. Q. Burton, of Opelika, 
Alabama, confirmed this.*° Oates complained that had these com- 
panies continued entirely around the mountain and joined him he 
could have captured the Federal ordnance trains behind Round Top. 

As Hood’s and Law’s other regiments pressed ahead, they made a 
half left wheel in order to assault Birney’s line, but the skirmishers 
ahead of Oates continued straight ahead against Round Top. Oates 
thought that an informed field officer would not have allowed this to 
happen, but the regimental commanders did not know the objective 
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of the attack until they were on the march. Oates followed the skirm- 
ishers. 

Law finally rode alongside Oates, to tell him that his regiment was 
the right of the army, that he should go up the valley between the 
two Round Tops, feel for the Federal left flank, and do it all the 
damage possible. He said also that the 47th Alabama on his imme- 
diate left had been ordered to guide on the 15th and act under Oates’s 
orders.*4 

Oates emerged from the woods, crossed Plum Run without stop- 
ping for water, and entered the heavy woods in front of Round Top, 
where he found himself confronted by the 2nd United States Sharp- 
shooters under Major Homer S. Stoughton, part of Sickles’ command, 
posted behind a stone wall close by the southern face of Round Top. 

Oates continued despite the fire but noticed that he was being de- 
prived of aid from the 48th Regiment, which was marching off in the 
rear to support Robertson’s brigade, already warmly engaged at Devil’s 
Den. A second round from the sharpshooters brought down Lieu- 
tenant Colonel I. B. Feagin and some of the men, and Oates con- 
cluded that he would have to oust these marksmen before going any 
farther, which he did by swinging to the right with the 15th and part 
of the 47th, and moving against the front of the sharpshooters with 
the balance of his command.*? This took him farther south and farther 
from the gap between the Round Tops. 

Then followed what must have been one of the most onerous 
labors of the war, the advance of the two Alabama regiments up the 
south side of the Round Top Mountain in the face of an annoying and 
often effective fire from the retreating sharpshooters. 

Here the mountain is steep and treacherous. Oates said his men 
caught hold of the ledges and bushes and clambered over the giant 
boulders in the face of the enemy bullets, while the sharpshooters 
took cover and fired from crags and rocks “thicker than gravestones 
in a cemetery.”*? Most were vastly larger than gravestones, and be- 
hind them whole squads might hide and fire in volleys. 

Only young men as lightly equipped as these Southern regiments 
could have made the ascent even if freed from harassment by expert 
riflemen. But they were fortunate in that here the sharpshooters belied 
their name and usually shot over the heads of the oncoming Confed- 
erates. Halfway up the mountain they abandoned the battle, divided, 
passed around the waist of Round Top, and disappeared, apparently 
issuing into the heavily wooded trough between the two Round Tops. 


: 
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Colonel Oates was now alone on Round Top with two regiments, 
one having no water. He moved Company A to protect his right and 
continued the toiling journey up the southern face of the mountain, 
which is more difficult of ascent than the western. Hanging onto the 
bushes and clutching the edges of stones, the two regiments made their 
way finally to the summit. 

During this tortuous struggle the 15th had ceased to think of blue- 
coated enemies, of rocks, bushes, the great oak trees that rose above 
them, or anything except one vital element—water and their missing 
canteens. Many fainted on the final lap, succumbing to heat and 
thirst. Oates halted them at the rocky peak, his right resting where 
the observatory now stands. The ascent is such that this point cannot 
be reached even today by motorcar, but only by a winding pathway, 
which meanders up the western face. One who climbs to the summit 
can appreciate the difficulties of the Alabamians, opposed halfway 
by sharpshooters and afflicted by an increasing intense craving for 
fresh water. 

As Colonel Oates looked out through the trees, he saw below him 
Devil’s Den, which Robertson’s Texans were beginning to assault. 
The smoke of battle billowed away slowly, to hang like a cloud in 
the heavy upper strata of air. He saw the long battle line of Sickles’ 
corps running like a thin ribbon from Devil’s Den to the Peach Or- 
chard, then bending and following the Emmitsburg road to the north- 
east. Farther away he could see the town of Gettysburg sprawling on 
the plain between Oak and Cemetery hills, while the flat land stretched 
away to the north as far as eye could reach. 

Immediately beneath him, as though he could throw a stone to its 
summit, was Little Round Top. North of it, but within artillery range, 
was Cemetery Ridge, dense with Federal troops, and behind it the 
busy little white house, with its adjutants and couriers, where Meade 
had his headquarters. 

As the commander of the 15th Alabama gasped at the view, he saw 
something else even more clearly. Guns planted on Round Top 
would make Little Round Top untenable. He could visualize their 
explosive shells falling into Birney’s line and the abundant Federal 
artillery from Devil’s Den to the Peach Orchard. In fancy he could 
see the Federal army dislodged from Cemetery Ridge, and the long 
gray column on the road again, marching on Washington. He could 
picture his Alabamians on Pennsylvania Avenue; the new red flag with 
its blue cross and eleven white stars floating above the Capitol; South- 
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ern independence ratified at the cannon’s mouth; the war ended and 
the boys going back to the loamy plantations of the Alabama black 
soil belt, free and independent at last. 

Let Law give him cannon on Round Top and the battle of Gettys- 
burg was won! 

Law’s brigade had marched twenty-four miles and Oates’s regi- 
ments had ascended without water the steep sides of a rugged moun- 
tain, carrying their muskets, ammunition, and haversacks. Few men, 
according to Oates, would have been able to climb it even without 
accouterments. “Greater heroes never shouldered muskets than these 
Alabamians,” he said. It was, indeed, a superb accomplishment. Now 
they required rest.** 

The two regiments had been halted five minutes when Captain 
L. R. Terrell, Law’s assistant adjutant general, appeared on horse- 
back, having picked his way through the boulders on the southeast 
side of the mountain, which is close to the sheer face, an extraordinary 
feat of horsemanship. Terrell had been the author of a report charging 
the 55th North Carolina with the loss of a gun at Suffolk, which 
caused Colonel John Carr Connally to demand satisfaction. Terrell, 
to give it, had specified double-barreled shotguns loaded with buck- 
shot. But the matter had been adjusted. Now Connally had fallen 
maimed near the railroad cut in the very first fighting at Gettysburg, 
and Terrell had entered into a leading role at a high point of the battle, 
where he might be able to give greater purpose to Connally’s sacrifice. 

His first inquiry was why Oates had halted his men. The answer 
was before him: they were exhausted. Terrell brought information 
that Hood had been wounded, that Law now commanded the division, 
and that Law wanted Oates to press ahead immediately, turning the 
Federal left and capturing Little Round Top. Oates explained his 
present position. He pointed out the near-precipice on the northern 
and eastern sides, and the difficult nature of the ascent over the stones 
and through the timber on the west. The enemy, he declared, could 
reach the summit only by the long wooded slope on the northwestern 
side, where the pathway now winds to the observatory, which ap- 
proach, he insisted, could in half an hour be converted into a Gibraltar 
that he could hold against ten times his numbers. It should be occu- 
pied with artillery without delay; being higher than Little Round Top, 
it commanded the entire battlefield.*° 

The question of whether or not artillery could have been drawn to 
the summit of Round Top has often been answered in the negative. 
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But artillery, in the course of war, has been taken up difficult ascents. 
Wolfe in his quest for glory dragged two fieldpieces up the cliff at Anse 
du Foulon and fired grape on the Heights of Abraham.*® Napoleon 
pulled his artillery over the Alps. 

The Confederate army happened to have an engineer officer on the 
field who was an expert in such matters. He had served as guide for 
the advance of Twigg’s division of Winfield Scott’s army at Cerro 
Gordo, over what young Lieutenant Ulysses S. Grant would later call 
“chasms so steep that men could barely climb them” and “animals 
could not.”47 They broke down the guns and drew them up the oppo- 
site slopes piece by piece, by ropes slung from the tops of the cliffs. 
The engineer who picked out the route and supervised the operation 
could easily have shown how guns might be taken to the summit of 
Round Top.*® He was probably not more than a mile away and his 
name was Robert E. Lee. 

Oates urged that Round Top be held; though Terrell agreed it no 
doubt would be the best thing to do, he had no authority to change 
old or initiate new orders. Oates understood. Had the adjutant sanc- 
tioned it, he would have remained on what he regarded as the key to 
the battlefield until he could consult General Law.*® But Law was on 
the left of the division, where Hood’s other brigades were beginning 
to close with Birney, and Terrell’s own mission was to urge Oates to 
hurry on-and drive everything in front of him. 

Here again may be seen how the inadequacy of Lee’s and, in turn, 
Longstreet’s staff hampered these generals in the conduct of the battle. 
The high command had no representative on the far right. No liaison 
was maintained. From the times Oates went into action against the 
sharpshooters on Round Top, until the morning of July 3, when on 
his part of the field the battle was over, he did not have contact with 
a single general or any staff officer except Captain Terrell, who 
merely brought a reiteration of his orders.”” 

If the Confederate soldiers who were lost a few minutes later in the 
assault on Little Round Top could have been concentrated to hold 
Round Top, and had Law devoted his main effort to dragging a bat- 
tery to or near the summit, the story of the battle on the Confederate 
right surely would have had a different ending. More trees than the 
Weikert brothers had felled on Little Round Top in an autumn could 
have been cut by 500 Alabama axmen before sundown. Who could 
doubt .aat had Meade looked out on a well-supported battery on 
Ruund Top before going into his council of corps commanders that 
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night, he would have reflected even more earnestly on the advantages 
of his Pipe Creek line and the prudence of withdrawing the badly 
hammered Federal army? 

Oates, in compliance with his orders, moved his command down 
the northwest side of the mountain, meeting not a single squad of Fed- 
eral soldiers. Perhaps it was with the descent of these Alabama regi- 
ments from Round Top, step by step, that the cause of Southern inde-~ 
pendence languished. The Confederates passed to the rear of what 
has become known as Vincent’s Spur, a toss-up of earth and rocks 
between the Round Tops. Less than 300 yards away was the great 
park of Federal trains, the supply and ordnance wagons of the army 
that had been concealed behind these hills at the time the main battle 
line was presumed to be farther north at the town. Oates thought 
them an easy prize, so he detached Company A of the 15th Alabama, 
Captain Shaaf, to pick them up.*! A single regiment from Early’s 
division, which Lee had wanted to shift to the right but which Ewell 
and Early had held tenaciously on the left, would have proved con- 
venient for the Confederate cause on the right at this juncture. 

With all but this one company, Oates moved toward Little Round 
Top. At a ledge of rocks forming a natural bastion he came up 
against four regiments—the 16th Michigan, 44th New York, 83rd 
Pennsylvania, and 20th Maine—composing the brigade of Colonel 
Strong Vincent, of Barnes’s division, Fifth Federal Corps. 

They had, according to Oates’s calculations, been in position ten 
minutes—the ten minutes he had lost resting his men on the summit 
of Round Top because the 15th Alabama had been compelled to step 
off without its canteens.® Longstreet’s assault may have been sorrow- 
fully delayed on the afternoon of July 2, because of thoroughness, 
Sluggishness, recalcitrance, coincidence or other cause, but finally it 
had been launched five minutes too soon for Oates to recover his can- 
teens and get his Alabamians on top of Little Round Top. 


CHAPTER 
SEVENTEEN 


The Prize of Little Round Top 


1. A Decision on the Far Flank 


Although Little Round Top had defenders hurrying to it from front 
and rear, the man who first reached the menaced peak was Colonel 
Strong Vincent, whose quick energy prevented Law from turning the 
left of the imperiled Northern army. 

Vincent was on the Taneytown road in the rear of Round Top, 
awaiting orders near the home of John Weikert, when a messenger 
sped up from Sykes looking for Brigadier General James Barnes, who 
commanded the division of the Fifth Corps that included Vincent's 
brigade. Barnes was hard to find that day and, according to Oliver 
Wilcox Norton, Vincent’s bugler and flag-bearer, had not been seen 
since morning, was not at the head of the column, and “if he gave 
an order during the battle to any brigade commander I fail to find a 
record of it in any account I have read.’”* 

So Vincent intercepted the orders from Sykes to Barnes to send a 
brigade to Little Round Top, and declared he would take the respon- 
sibility of getting one there. 

Vincent, who was not long out of Harvard, had been warmly ad- 
mired by most other officers because he had made his regiment, the 
83rd Pennsylvania, so precise and splendid in drill that McClellan 
had rated it first in Porter’s division. That was an achievement for 
one who had prepared himself in the liberal arts and his father’s iron 
foundry at Erie, Pennsylvania, instead of at military school. But 
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Strong Vincent’s personality was like his first name and would have 
marked him for advancement in any citizen army. 

His young wife, a skilled equestrienne, had visited him on the Rap- 
pahannock and their long horseback rides, their gaiety, and their strik- 
ing good looks made them familiar figures to the army, greatly 
admired for their ideal love. Vincent had passed his twenty-sixth 
birthday on the march north toward Gettysburg. All the while he 
knew the desperate nature of the impending battle. Near Hanover, 
on the evening of July 1, as he watched the flag of his beloved 83rd 
Pennsylvania unfurled at headquarters after the long march, he took 
off his hat and said prophetically to a staff officer, “What death more 
glorious can any man desire than to die on the soil of old Pennsyl- 
vania fighting for that flag.”? 

After telling Colonel James M. Rice of the 44th New York to bring 
up the brigade, Vincent dashed ahead to find a position, which he 
selected with an eye on the slope instead of the summit. It would 
require his men, if they had to fall back, to go toward rather than 
from the peak, and would allow reinforcements coming up on the 
other side of the mountain to form a line above him. That is precisely 
what happened. General Warren had been seeking other help. When 
he reached Little Round Top after leaving Meade, he caused a rifled 
battery at the base to send a shell into the woods east of the Emmits- 
burg road, which he suspected of concealing the enemy. He caught 
the gleam on the gun barrels and bayonets of Hood’s men as the shell 
whined overhead, and learned, as Sickles had earlier, how the Con- 
federates were massed on Meade’s left, when they were supposed to 
be clustered around Gettysburg. Warren rushed off word to Meade, 
who ordered Sykes to secure the hill with the Fifth Corps. 

The results came rapidly. Before Warren descended, First Lieu- 
tenant Charles E. Hazlett brought up a battery of rifled cannon and 
planted two of them—all he could find room for—on the summit, with 
Warren’s help. The horses were lashed ahead but the straining men 
supplied most of the motive power, pulling and pushing at the spokes 
of the gun-carriage wheels and tugging them around the boulders 
and jutting ledges. Warren and Third Corps stragglers lifted one to 
the top. 

When the guns were up, Warren, not knowing that Vincent was 
already beneath him in the woods to the left, descended the forward 
slopes of Little Round Top and almost at once caught the rear of 
Weed’s brigade of Ayer’s division, Fifth Corps, moving west on the 
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Defense of Little Round Top and Devil’s Den. July 2, 1863. 


Peach Orchard road to support Sickles. Warren’s old regiment, the 
140th New York, was last in the column, under command of the schol- 
arly Colonel Patrick H. O’Rorke. 

Warren, “apparently greatly excited,” spoke to O’Rorke in his 
“usually impulsive style.” The colonel replied that he was expected 
by his brigade commander. 

“Never mind that,” said Warren; “bring your regiment up here and 
I will take the responsibility.’’* 

That was all the young colonel required. He had distinguished him- 
self in the Rochester, New York, schools and had been first in the 
class of 1861 at West Point, in which the cavalryman, George A. 
Custer, now one of Pleasanton’s brigadier generals, stood last. 
O’Rorke’s perception was quick; he saw Warren’s need and responded. 
When Weed learned the cause of O’Rorke’s about-face, he took his 
entire brigade to Little Round Top. Much as Vincent had anticipated, 
the reinforcements came in above him and soon his line of battle, 
drawn around the waist of Little Round Top, was being supported by 
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Hazlett’s battery, then by O’Rorke above him, and finally by Weed’s 
entire brigade, which fell in on his right. 

Vincent had tossed the bridle rein of “Old Jim” to Norton, had 
reconnoitered the mountainside on foot for a few minutes, and had 
selected a line of strength before his regiments arrived.° The most 
critical post went to the 20th Maine, commanded by Colonel Joshua 
Chamberlain, a former Bowdoin professor, for whose stanchness dur- 
ing the next hour and a half Congress would vote him the Medal of 
Honor. 

Oates with his two Alabama regiments that had passed over Round 
Top now assailed the right of Vincent’s brigade, and were joined on 
their left by Law’s other Alabamians from beyond Devil’s Den and 
the 4th and 5th Texas of Robertson’s brigade. The Confederates 
attacked Vincent’s rocky citadel with desperate drive, seeking both to 
break the Federal line and turn it. Oates said the first greeting from 
the Federals was the most destructive fire he ever encountered; it 
shook but did not shatter his regiments. He drove in the Maine 
skirmishers, who could be seen through the smoke dodging from tree 
to tree, then advanced his right and overlapped the left of the 20th 
Maine Regiment, which constituted the extreme left flank of the Fed- 
eral army. 

Oates hoped, prayed, and cried out for support. Here was what 
chance does not often award a regimental officer, a second oppor- 
tunity to win a great battle. Before him was the Federal flank he had 
been ordered to find and strike with all his power. Where now were 
some good Confederate regiments to help hit and destroy it? Where 
merely one regiment which might prove sufficient? This was what 
Oates believed: “If I had had one more regiment we could have com- 
pletely turned the flank and have won Little Round Top, which would 
have forced Meade’s entire left wing to retire.’¢ 

Even the five companies of skirmishers that had gone around the 
mountain to the east side and then disappeared would have helped. 
But there was not enough power to make the flanking movement ef- 
fective. Chamberlain promptly refused his left companies and the 
Maine regiment held, though it was badly mauled and its front was 
subjected to a destructive enfilade fire. “The edge of the fight swayed 
backward and forward like a wave,”* Chamberlain said. Captain 
Howard L. Prince of the 20th used similar words: “Again and again 
was this mad rush repeated, each time to be beaten off by the ever- 
thinning line that desperately clung to its ledge of rock.”8 The regi- 
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ment consisted of lumberjacks and fishermen from the rocky coast. 

Strong Vincent exposed himself recklessly and fell early. His last 
words were typical: “Don’t yield an inch.” That night Meade sent 
a telegram to President Lincoln, who issued his brigadier general’s 
commission, dated from the field. President Charles W. Eliot of Har- 
vard recalled Vincent’s student days: “He was one of the manliest 
and most attractive persons that I ever saw.” Longstreet later ac- 
knowledged him as the man who saved Little Round Top and the 
Federal army.® 

Oates was now in the front rank, fighting over the blood-stained 
rocks on which his two regiments were being wasted away by the 
burning yellow spurts from the Federal muskets. Often the lines 
surged so close together that neither side had time to load. They 
battled with bayonets, gun butts, and stones. Small parties broke 
through both lines and fought until beaten down. For a moment the 
Alabama colors floated over the Federal defenses. The Maine colors 
seemed certain to be lost, but when the next cloud of black smoke 
lifted, the flag was aloft, attended by no more than a single color 
sergeant, Andrew J. Tozier. He was holding his little sector alone. 

Chamberlain had prepared for the fight by calling up the pioneers 
and provost guard, releasing the company prisoners, putting every 
spare man on the firing line. The sick list responded, dropping their 
pills and taking up their muskets.1° Still the line looked knife-thin in 
many places. 

Farther to the Confederate left the fight raged with equal fury. 
Gallant, gray-haired Lieutenant Colonel M. J. Bulger, commanding 
the 47th Alabama, was shot through the lungs. The old squire knew 
little of drill and nothing of discipline but had more than ample cour- 
age to compensate for those wants; although fifty-eight years old, he 
was unchallenged in the leadership of his regiment. As an Alabama 
delegate he had voted against secession; none now supported the 
Southern cause more ardently. He sat with his back against a tree, 
stranded when his line was driven back. 

A captain of the 44th New York demanded his surrender and 
threatened to shoot him if he did not immediately hand over his 
sword. 

“You may kill and be damned,” said the lieutenant colonel, who 
had seen enough years not to worry about a few more when his men 
were dying about him. 

He declined to yield except to an officer of equal rank. Colonel 
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Rice was brought forward to gratify the old colonel’s whim in what 
were regarded his last moments. But he astonished his captors by 
living, and living lustily. The next year he was exchanged and was 
promoted to full colonel; after the war he graced heartily the town of 
Dadeville, Alabama, until 1900, when he expired at the age of 
ninety-five.1! 


2. The Lone Star Over Devil’s Den 


While Law’s brigade assailed the brigades of Vincent and Weed, an 
equally desperate battle was being fought along the banks of Plum 
Run, on ground that came to be known as the “Valley of Death,” 
and about Devil’s Den, a citadel as rugged as but lower than Little 
Round Top. When Robertson attacked it was held by Ward’s brigade, 
Sickles’ corps, consisting of New York, Pennsylvania, Maine and In- 
diana regiments. 

Two of Robertson’s regiments, the 4th and 5th Texas, were helping 
Law on Little Round Top, while his other two regiments, the 1st 
Texas and 3rd Arkansas, threw themselves against Devil’s Den, where 
a little later they were joined by Benning’s Georgians. Robertson 
directed the Devil’s Den attack personally,!? while on the front slope 
of Little Round Top his other regiments, like the Alabamians farther 
around the mountain, fought on their own, without a brigadier general. 

Devil’s Den is no more than a sharp fissure, though the name is 
usually applied to the great mass of rocks that rise into a hill about it, 
and which are separated from Little Round Top by the narrow val- 
ley of Plum Run. In all directions were boulders, ranging in size, by 
a Texan’s comparison, from that of a hogshead to a small house. 

The Federals had managed to get Captain James E. Smith’s 4th 
New York Battery in position at Devil’s Den, on the extreme left of 
Sickles’ line, with the 4th Maine and 124th New York in support. 
Four guns were on the crest and two were 75 yards in the rear. The 
battery opened with destructive fire, one shell killing or wounding 
15 men. 

Private James O. Bradfield, Company E, Ist Texas, described the 
Devil’s Den fighting as “one of the wildest, fiercest struggles of the 
war, '® and none who was there disputed him. 

The Texas brigade had a kind of symbol of its spirit in a jolly youth 
under twenty, Will Barbee, who served as a courier for Hood, and 
whom Private Bradfield described as “a reckless daredevil” utterly 
without fear. When a battle was joined he managed to get to the firing 
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line and the soldiers had learned to watch for him. Now, as the fight 
grew desperate, someone called, “Here comes Barbee!” 

The men saw the high-spirited lad dash up on a little sorrel, waving 
his hat. His horse fell but he “hit the ground running,” grabbed a 
gun, jumped on top of a high rock behind which there were already 
many wounded, stood erect, exposed and fearless, and began firing. 
Below him the wounded loaded and passed up their guns, and he 
blazed away at any exposed bluecoat. Bradfield, a few paces away, 
knew that no man could live in the leaden hail where the lad stood. 

Finally Barbee was knocked off with a wound in the leg. But he 
crawled back. Then he was hit in the other leg; again he got to his 
exposed perch. At length he was wounded so severely that he could 
not climb back unaided. He was last seen “crying and cursing” be- 
cause the boys would not restore him to his place of danger. 

In front of Little Round Top and on its forward slopes the reckless 
charges continued. Colonel Van H. Manning, commanding the bri- 
gade’s Arkansas regiment, was wounded, and Colonel R. M. Powell of 
the 5th Texas was riddled. Major Rogers took command of the 5th. 

John Haggerty, a courier for Law, rode up the slope. He said: 
“General Law presents his compliments and says hold the place at 
all hazards.” 

“Compliments hell!” roared Rogers. “Who wants compliments in 
such a damned place as this? Go back and ask General Law if he 
expects me to hold the world in check with the Fifth Texas Regi- 
ment.”?° 

When the fighting was at its hottest the men noticed a pint-sized 
private of the 3rd Arkansas behind a stump, biting the cartridges, 
aiming, and firing as rapidly as he could, all the while, between bites 
and shots, singing lustily: 


“Now let the world wag as it will, 
Pll be gay and happy still.”*® 


Private Joe Smith of the 4th Texas was feeling the heat when he 
went in. He soaked a white handkerchief in Plum Run, tied it around 
his head, and started. When they buried him, they counted eleven 
holes through the neat white target. 

Private Bradford complimented the Federals on their bravery at 
Devil’s Den. But the Southern fire was too hot. Benning’s Georgia 
brigade came up—“Old Rock, that peerless hero,” the Texan called 
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him.'” It was 5:30 p.m. Benning walked back and forth along the 
front of his line issuing only one order: “Give them hell, boys—give 
them hell.”?® As the near-by private Bradford observed, the boys 
were following instructions. Within twenty-five minutes after the 
Georgians struck the 20th Indiana, it lost its Colonel John Wheeler, 
shot through the temple in the first fire, and 146 of its 268 men. 

The Federal line bent in the Plum Run valley, then broke on 
Devil’s Den. As Bradford put it: “The Lone Star flag crowned the 
hill and Texas was there to stay.’’!® It was six o’clock. 

Meade threw in two fresh Fifth Corps brigades, and the advance up 
Plum Run Valley was checked, but the Texans and Georgians held 
grimly to Devil’s Den until the last gun was fired at Gettysburg. Ben- 
ning captured about 300 prisoners and three of the six guns of Smith’s 
battery, one having been disabled. His loss was heavy, among the 
dead being two of his regimental commanders. 


3. The Retreat Is Made up the Mountain 


From the eastern to the southern and western slopes of Little Round 
Top the battle rolled, with the same resolute vigor being displayed 
on both sides. On the western face the Texans and Law’s other Ala- 
bamians battled Weed’s brigade. The Texans and O’Rorke met head- 
on and in the first blast O’Rorke and 27 of his officers and men were 
killed. Warren had greatly admired the youthful colonel who an- 
swered his summons. “He was glorious,” Warren said in simple 
tribute. 

The battle lines wavered up and down the hill, like ribbons flutter- 
ing in the wind. The Federal commander, Brigadier General Stephen 
Hinsdale Weed, twenty-nine years old, a native of New York City and 
an artillery specialist at and after West Point, was on the bald summit 
of Little Round Top, exposed to the Confederate sharpshooters now 
concealed among the rocks of Devil’s Den. He was hit and killed 
almost instantly. Captain Hazlett was standing beside him and stooped 
to catch any words he might utter. In an instant Hazlett, too, was 
shot dead. He did not speak, but Lieutenant Colonel David T. Jen- 
kins, of the 146th New York, who stood near by, thought he heard 
Weed say, “My sister.” 

While the fighting surged up and down the slopes and among the 
giant boulders of Little Round Top, marked by charge and counter- 
charge and frightful carnage all along the line, the final decision was 
to be reached on the flank where Oates battled Chamberlain. 
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On another advance, Oates found the fire so destructive that his 
line inclined forward as it moved—he compared it to a man trying 
to walk against a heavy wind. Oates saw his brother, Lieutenant John 
A. Oates, fall mortally wounded close by. The loss of officers was 
appalling. But the gallant regiment with a shout made its final charge 
against the ledge of rock where it had already spilled so much blood. 
Oates used his pistol “within musket length,” but the Maine soldiers 
would not be dislodged. “Five times they rallied and charged us,” he 
said. As he looked back on this fighting, he thought the outcome of 
the battle was decided in this deadly struggle amid the rocks on the 
far left of Meade’s army.”° 

The Confederate position was rapidly becoming desperate. It was 
6:30 p.m. Stoughton’s sharpshooters appeared from nowhere and 
threatened the Alabama rear. Oates said, “The blood stood in pud- 
dles in some places on the rocks.” Still hoping for reinforcements, he 
told his captains: “Return to your companies; we will sell out as 
dearly as possible.”?! But soon with better judgment he ordered a 
retreat. Chamberlain saw the fagging of the Southern pressure and 
called for the bayonet. Oates claimed the retirement was by his 
order, but this spirited bayonet charge was persuasive also. Oates 
described his retirement: “When the signal was given we ran like a 
herd of wild cattle.” 

Dismounted Federal cavalrymen in the rear near Stoughton’s sharp- 
shooters were nearly crushed by the Confederates as they passed over 
and through them. Some of the troopers were grabbed by the collars 
and carried off prisoners. Alongside Oates was an Alabama private 
whose windpipe had been severed by a bullet; his breath screeched 
through his open throat as he ran. Captain D. B. Waddell, regimental 
adjutant, had been on the extreme Confederate right. He escaped 
but some of his men were cut off and captured. Oates thought he 
lost 40 or 50; Chamberlain thought he captured 400 or 500. The 
Federals probably picked up the companies of skirmishers that disap- 
peared on the back side of Round Top. They vanished from sight and 
from the accounts. | 

Captain Shaaf rejoined the 15th Alabama with Company A that 
had been looking hungrily at the Federal trains without having quite 
the dash to move against them or the judgment to rejoin the regiment 
during the emergency on the slopes of Little Round Top. Shaaf had 
seen guards in the woods, some of the sharpshooters perhaps, and 
one Maine company, and had hesitated. 
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On Round Top Oates stopped Chamberlain with a determined stand 
and formed a line for a time along the lower northwestern slope. Then, 
in one of the amazing episodes of the battle, he retired to the very 
summit of Round Top. His men toiled a second time up the rugged 
Slopes as though they had not marched twenty-four miles to the field, 
marched and countermarched for four or more miles getting into 
position, lost their canteens, and fought one of the most desperate bat- 
tles of American history, all in a single day. 

On the crest of Round Top Oates made an effort to re-form his 
survivors. But the men were scattered and the heat was still intense; 
numerous details were helping the wounded. Finally the gallant com- 
mander whose spirit had been the dominating factor of the attack on 
Little Round Top went down, overcome by exertion and heat. When 
he was revived by his physician, he ordered the regiment to form a line 
at the foot of the mountain. Darkness was coming on. The extreme 
right regiment of Lee’s army rested at the base of Round Top on the 
night of July 2. 

That night the Texans on Devil’s Den could hear the bluecoats 
talking and working on Little Round Top. According to Private Val 
C. Giles, 4th Texas, the Yankee officers on top of the ridge were 
“cursing men by platoons,” and in reply the men were telling the 
officers to “go to a country not very far from them.” Something ap- 
proaching hell could be found anywhere near by. The lines in some 
places were fifty yards apart. Giles thought there was not much good 
spirit on this sector that night. “Both sides were whipped and all 
were mad about it.’’?? 

Robertson’s brigade (formerly Hood’s) had helped win Devil’s 
Den, but its regiments had been stopped on the slopes of the higher 
hill on the Federal left. The battle here was summed up succinctly, 
from the Texas viewpoint, in one of the postwar orations: “At the. 
first roll of the war drum, Texas sent forth her noblest and best. She 
gave the Army of Northern Virginia Hood’s matchless brigade—a band 
of heroes who bore their country’s flag to victory on every field, until 
God stopped them at Little Round Top.’”24 

There were other versions of why the Confederates failed to take 
the hill. Colonel Elijah Walker of the 4th Maine, fighting in the 
Plum Run valley, thought that if Benning had gone to Law’s rather 
than Robertson’s support the Confederates would have carried Little 
Round Top as they did Devil’s Den. Hood had placed Benning in 
the rear to serve as Law’s support, but in the advance through the 
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woods and smoke the front-line units could not be readily identified. 
Emerging, Benning followed what he thought was Law’s brigade. It 
proved to be Robertson’s, and when Robertson called for help he 
responded. It was a natural but probably a costly error. 

Longstreet, far off to the left, never knew until after the battle— 
years later, according to Oates—that two of his regiments had passed 
‘over the summit of Round Top. Oates took into action what he re- 
garded “the finest and strongest regiment in Hood’s division,” num- 
bering 500 officers and men, and came out with 223, a loss of more 
than 50 per cent. 

Colonel William Calvin Oates, of Abbeville, Alabama, was twenty- 
seven years old when he became the main factor in the Confederate 
attack on Little Round Top. He was wounded six times in the war 
and lost his right arm at Petersburg, but being a man of capacity as 
well as courage, went on to serve his southern Alabama district seven 
terms in Congress, was governor of his state, and commanded a bri- 
gade at Camp Meade, Pennsylvania, in the Spanish-American War. 
With his left hand he wrote a gripping account of the desperate battle 
for the Round Tops. He omitted only one thing: He never did tell 
when his Alabamians finally got some water. 

That evening the Federal army awoke to the importance of big 
Round Top. Colonels Rice and Chamberlain met Colonel Joseph 
Fisher, commanding a Pennsylvania brigade of Crawford’s division, 
Fifth Corps, and they concluded that if the enemy should fortify it, 
Little Round Top would have to be abandoned. The decisions in both 
armies on this far flank were being made that day by junior officers. 

Rice ordered Chamberlain to take the 20th Maine up the moun- 
tain. At 9:00 p.m. Chamberlain began the slow ascent, guided by 
the moonlight streaming through the foliage. At the summit his men 
captured 25 prisoners, then labored to construct a defensive line. The 
stone wall they built still shows that the New Englanders knew their 
rock work even by moonlight. Later they were joined by the 83rd 
Pennsylvania and 44th New York, and the extreme left of Meade’s 
army was at last secure. 


CHAPTER 
EIGHTEEN 


Crushing the Orchard Salient 


1. McLaws’ Belated Attack 


John Clark Ridpath, biographer and historian in the generation fol- 
lowing the Confederate War, in writing his Life and Work of James 
A. Garfield, described the incessant volume of orders transmitted 
from headquarters during the battle of Chickamauga, where the future 
President served as chief of staff to the Federal army commander, 
Rosecrans. 

He contrasted this with Gettysburg, where few orders were issued, 
and said Meade “had little to do with the battle.” The country around 
Gettysburg being open, the division commanders merely stationed 
troops where they would do the most good. 

This was a pertinent observation, but the striking fact often lost 
sight of is that it applied to Lee’s army even more than to Meade’s, 
and still more pointedly to Lee’s corps. After the fighting was begun, 
at few points did the corps commanders exercise more control over 
the action than the greenest corporal. About all they could govern 
was the time at which the different divisions or brigades might be sent 
in; once a command was embattled the soldiers took over and the 
top generals became simply onlookers. Eager observer Fremantle 
noted that throughout the battle of the afternoon of July 2, Lee sent 
only one message.” 

Longstreet, in the decades after the battle, was made the object of 
some just and many trumped-up criticisms—“jaundiced and malicious 
charges,”’* one of his men called them—but his main error was largely 
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overlooked. It was that of withholding McLaws for an hour and a 
half, under the unfortunate echelon plan of attack, while Hood fought 
STHaided> with almost unprecedented fury, against the two Federal 
corps of Sickles and Sykes, and ultimately some of Hancock and 
Sedgwick as well. 

Here, at a point where he had full control, Longstreet let his tem- 
peramental slowness hold sway. Instead of allowing McLaws to follow 
Hood in a matter of minutes, he restrained the Georgian and in turn 
his impatient brigadiers. The sharp edge of Hood’s attack was dulled 
to butter before the lieutenant general gave the signal that sent in 
McLaws, and this tardiness slowed the rest of the army. 

Hood had been wounded severely in the arm twenty minutes after 
the action commenced. Knocked from his horse, he was compelled 
to leave the field. The wound was a calamity to the Confederacy on 
more than one count. It deprived Lee’s right wing of the supervision 
of a combat leader of great courage, experience, and mental agility, 
and left it under the professor of belles-lettres, McIver Law, an excel- 
lent young general, but lacking in Hood’s inspirational and rugged 
combat qualities and experience in divisional command.* 

The wounding of Hood also had a more far-reaching effect, for it 
sent him to his first recuperation in Richmond, to be followed by a 
second after he lost his leg at Chickamauga. There he established a 
circle of ardent friends; his winning personality even warmed chill 
President Davis. His conversation around the capital—with his critical 
analysis of the conduct of the Gettysburg campaign—stamped him in 
the civilian mind as a man who knew how to lead an army and win 
a battle. The result was his appointment later in the war to replace 
Joseph E. Johnston commanding the army confronting Sherman. 
Here again one of Lee’s capable division leaders showed that although 
he possessed a full measure of courage and dash, he lacked the moder- 
ating qualities of caution. and discernment required for for high, inde- 
pendent command; thus, in moré ways than one, was the Confederate 
War lost on the field of Gettysburg. 

McLaws was more phlegmatic than Hood. He possessed a Grant- 
like stolidity but had strong compensating points, such as reliability 
and some of Grant’s doggedness, which made his division as hard to 
dislodge as any in the army. His complexion was swarthy, his hair 
was very black, and his eyes were “coal black,” according to the good 
reporter, Robert Stiles. He was short and compact, with big, square 
shoulders, deep chest, and large, muscular arms, and Stiles thought 
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that “of his type, he is a handsome man.” But in dealing with him 
one thought more of his tenacity than his grace, for impassiveness 
and unflinching fortitude seemed to show all over him. Stiles com- 
pared him to the Roman centurion who stood at his post in Hercu- 
laneum until the lava flowed over and engulfed him.° 

Born and reared in Savannah, McLaws had been a student at the 
University of Virginia when he received an appointment to West 
Point. After his mature traits began to assert themselves, he was 
found to have the same deliberate tendencies as his West Point class- 
mate and present commander, Longstreet, though, unlike Longstreet, 
who rarely showed a tender side and shunned paper work, he was 
fond of detail and innately sentimental. On the Rappahannock he 
and Barksdale would go to the river-bank at night and listen wistfully 
to the Federal bands playing the familiar old army songs.® Stiles told 
of riding with him through camp. He made “quite a notable figure on 
his small white horse,”* but his men went on with their work, cleaning 
equipment and guns, and paid no attention to him unless questioned. 
They were respectful but not enthusiastic. He was not the most bril- 
liant of Lee’s division commanders. Because of his persistence he was 
perhaps the superior of Early or Richard H. Anderson or Heth, 
though not equal to Hood, Johnson, or Pender. And he was an officer 
who could probably get more out of a situation than either Ewell or 
A. P.-Hilt- 
- Hood went in at four o’clock, McLaws at five-thirty. McIver Law 
contended that he halted the advance of Hood’s division because of 
lack of support on his left. He went to Kershaw, who commanded 
McLaws’ right brigade, found he had received no attack orders, urged 
him to move forward, and thus initiated the attack of McLaws’ entire 
division. Kershaw, however, said he stepped off at a signal from 
Cabell’s artillery, which opened about four o’clock.? The brigade 
leaped over a stone wall, and Kershaw thought they moved with 
“great steadiness and precision.” Longstreet walked on foot with 
Kershaw at the head of the South Carolinians until they reached the 
Emmitsburg road. They could hear on their left Barksdale’s drums 
beating the assembly to take up the echelon attack in due season. 
They marched east, then wheeled to face Birney’s line and the Federal 
battery east of the Peach Orchard. 

McLaws was moving in the form of a right angle against the Peach 
Orchard salient. Kershaw, supported by Semmes, faced north to at- 
tack past the Rose house to the Wheat Field. Barksdale, with Wofford 
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in his rear, faced east and attacked the Peach Orchard and Wentz 
farm. Kershaw came into line on the left of Hood’s left brigade, com- 
manded by Brigadier General George Thomas Anderson,!° who had 
been assailing the right of Ward’s brigade west of Devil’s Den while 
Robertson and Benning were pressing back its center and left. Ker- 
shaw attacked at 5:30 p.m.11 

Kershaw’s cultured sensibilities may have influenced the South to 

call that first major battle of the war Manassas instead of Bull Run. 
According to a Richmond report, he had asked Beauregard to change 
e name of the stream because “Bull’s Run was so unrefined.” Beau- 
regard countered with: “Let’s try to make it as great a name as your 
South Carolina Cowpens.” 
Manassas prevailed, though probably for other reasons. Kershaw 
had written up his independent account of the battle and made it 
public without reference to Beauregard, who was astonished, but Mrs. 
Chesnut, often the final arbiter of such matters, explained, “He meant 
no harm. He is not yet used to the fine arts of war.” 

Now, two years later, Kershaw had learned that the “fine arts of 
war” usually simmered down to spirited rushes and rapid volleys, 
matters in which his South Carolinians had become expert. He began 
against De ‘Trobriand, who was worthy of the best South Carolina 
could offer. The emotional Frenchman, heedless of his own danger, 
rode up and down in front of his line, unaccompanied even by an 
orderly, exhorting his men to hold. The division commander, Birney, 
was in De Trobriand’s rear, while Bully Boy Sickles roamed the lines 
insensible to the devastating fire from the Southern cannon.%* 

The battle of the Wheat Field and Peach Orchard was rendered 
complex by the converging of numerous brigades from both armies 
over a period of three hours. For an hour Anderson and Kershaw 
assaulted De Trobriand with great vigor and scant success. The 
Wheat Field was a triangular parcel of land about 400 yards on each 
of the three sides, defended in front by the 17th Maine, 5th Michigan, 
110th Pennsylvania, and, at the Peach Orchard, by the 3rd Michigan 
and 3rd Maine, linking De Trobriand with Graham. The 17th Maine 
had the advantage of a stone wall at the southern edge of the field, 
where it had aiready met the successive attacks of Robertson and 
Anderson of Hood’s division before Kershaw assailed the right of 
De Trobriand’s line. 

The two brigades of Barnes’s division remaining after Vincent had 
tushed to the defense of Little Round Top—those of Sweitzer and 
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Tilton—were sent by Sykes to the aid of Birney and fell in on De 
Trobriand’s right. Kershaw and Anderson attacked in concert and 
at six o’clock they were supported by the resolute advance of Paul 
Semmes’s Georgia Brigade of McLaws’ division, which came in on 
Kershaw’s right. The Confederate pressure asserted itself. Semmes, 
whose brother, Raphael Semmes, was commanding the Confederate 
cruiser Alabama at that hour making for the South African coast, fell 
mortally wounded at the first fire. But Barnes’s brigades were pushed 
back and De Trobriand’s flank was threatened. 

The miserable showing made by Barnes at this juncture was the 
source of complaint, denial, and recrimination. Certainly the brigades 
which later fought with great resolution under a new commander, 
failed to stand in the Wheat Field under Barnes. The New York 
Herald correspondent on the scene wrote that after Barnes gave way 
he refused to go back into line, while De Trobriand asserted that he 
fell back even before being engaged. Birney stated that when he saw 
Barnes withdraw without firing a shot he remonstrated, but without 
effect.1* Barnes’s retirement enabled Kershaw to advance through the 
woods on the west side of the Wheat Field and threatened De Tro- 
briand’s exposed flank and rear, at the very moment when McLaws’ 
other brigades became menacing. 

The Frenchman found great difficulty in disengaging his troops 
from their fierce struggle in front. “Third Michigan,” he cried, 
“change front to right! I give ze order three or four times. Change 
quick, or you will be gobbled up. Don’t you see you are flanked? Ze 
whole rebel army is in your rear.” 

Birney, fearful that his entire line was about to collapse, ordered 
a charge by the 17th Maine, which was momentarily effective and 
gave the 17th and the 5th Michigan a position halfway across the 
wheat. Barnes’s two brigades remained from 100 to 300 yards in 
their rear. 

Sickles was watching the action near the Trostle house behind the 
Peach Orchard-Little Round Top road when he was hit by a cannon 
ball that shattered his leg. Captain M. J. Foote of the 70th New York, 
Sickles’ old regiment, fearful that the men might be affected on the 
Third Corps line, formed a detail of a sergeant and six soldiers, who 
quickly covered the corps commander with a blanket and carried him 
into the Trostle farmhouse. His leg was amputated above the knee 
that night and he passed out of the Army of the Potomac. When 
Meade heard he had fallen he rode hurriedly to Hancock and placed 
him in command of the Third Corps as well as his own. 
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On the Confederate side, Robertson and “Tige” Anderson were 
wounded. Colonels in both armies were taking over the brigades. 

Meade had already directed his cavalry commander, Pleasanton, 
at about 5:00 p.M., to get together what cavalry and artillery he could 
find, take a position in the rear, and be prepared to cover a retreat of 
the army from Gettysburg.1° It was a wise precaution, because the 
battle was not developing satisfactorily for the Federal commander 
and it was good judgment to be prepared for the worst. 

Birney meantime had called desperately on Hancock for help and 
now at 6:40 p.m. Caldwell’s division, consisting of the brigades of 
Cross, Zook, Kelly, and Brooke, reached the region of the Wheat 
Field. 

Colonel Patrick Kelly commanded the famous Irish Brigade, for- 
merly led by Brigadier General Thomas Francis Meagher, that flew 
the green flag with golden harp alongside the Stars and Stripes from 
Manassas to Gettysburg and on to Appomattox. Possessing a pre- 
ponderance of Catholics among its members, the brigade chaplain was 
a Catholic priest, the Reverend William Corby. 

On every side was evidence of the desperate fury of the battle. As 
the Irish Brigade prepared to enter, the men were drawn up in column 
of regiments, with arms “at order” so that Father Corby might give 
absolution. Major St. Clair A. Mulholland, commander of the 116th 
Pennsylvania, which was attached to the brigade, described the strik- 
ing ceremony.” Hancock stood close by, surrounded by his staff and 
high officers from other commands. Father Corby, mounted on a large 
rock, explained that absolution could be obtained if each individual 
made an act of sincere contrition and resolved to confess his sins at 
the first opportunity. He declared that the Catholic Church would 
refuse Christian burial to the soldier who turned his back on the enemy 
and deserted his flag. The men dropped to their knees, the chaplain 
stretched out his right hand, and spoke the words of general absolu- 
tion. For many it was their last prayer. Said Mulholland, “It was 
awe-inspiring.” *® 

Across to their left the battle roared around Little Round Top and 
the Peach Orchard. Caldwell moved his eager division toward the 
Wheat Field in the center of the distressed Federal lines. 

Hancock looked on fondly as Caldwell went in. As Colonel Edward 
E. Cross, commander of the 1st Brigade, who had led the 5th New 
Hampshire in earlier battles, passed with his four trim regiments, 
Hancock called out to him, “Cross, this is the last time you'll fight 
without a star.” 
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The laconic colonel did not even halt. “Too late, general. This is 
my last battle.” Ten minutes later he was dead.” 

Zook was in the lead. As they approached the Wheat Field, his 
way was blocked by the disorganized troops of Barnes’s division. “If 
you can’t get out of the way,” stormed Zook, “lie down and we will 
march over you.” 

Birney, who was close at hand, also gave blunt orders for Barnes’s 
troops to lie down, and Zook’s brigade passed over their prostrate 
bodies as they went into line on De Trobriand’s left. Zook began an 
advance through the Wheat Field and was driving the enemy when 
he was shot dead. Samuel Kosciusko Zook, of New York City, was 
a native of Chester County, Pennsylvania, who as a young man had 
won notice by his discoveries and inventions in electricity and had 
got into the army by prewar service in the New York State Militia. 

Caldwell’s division had marched south from Cemetery Ridge and 
had deployed in front of Little Round Top, then swept up to the 
Wheat Field, with each brigade joining the action as it arrived. After 
Cross and Zook, Kelly went in on their right and was soon at close 
quarters with Kershaw. Mulholland said his regiment, armed with 
smooth-bore muskets, was firing “buck and ball,” consisting of one 
large ball and three buckshot, with which “a blind man could not 
have missed his mark.”*° Brooke made a spectacular charge through 
the wheat. After fifteen minutes the fresh Federal division prevailed, 
and the brigades of Kershaw and Semmes were driven back. The old 
Third Corps line was maintained and in some places advanced. 

De Trobriand’s wearied regiments passed to the rear through Cald- 
well’s line. The 5th Michigan and 17th Maine had stood as sacrifices 
during some of the fiercest fighting of the battle. One soldier of the 
3rd Maine was picked up with 48 wounds." 

That night when De Trobriand was making his inspection he came 
to the bivouac of the 5th Michigan and saw the pitiful little group of 
survivors. He inquired about others and was told, “These only are 
left.” Quickly his eyes filled with tears, and he exclaimed with all his 
Gallic fervor, “Oh! My little Fifth! My little Fifth! I would rather 
command you than to command a division." 


2. Barksdale’s “Most Magnificent Charge of the War’ 


But the battle of the Peach Orchard and the Wheat Field was about 
to take a new turn. Under the en echelon plan, the attack passed to 
Longstreet’s only Mississippi brigade, commanded by William Barks- 
dale. 
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The big Mississippian possessed a national but not everywhere an 
enviable reputation. This was not so much because of his ardent 
championship of the Southern cause in Congress, but because he was 
reputed to have walked to the Senate chamber with his fellow veteran 
of the Mexican War, Representative Preston S. Brooks, and looked 
as though he might hold off interference at the time Brooks rained the 
vengeful blows of his gutta-percha cane on the head of Massachusetts 
Senator Charles Sumner. Identities may have been mistaken.**> A 
friend who accompanied Barksdale in Mexico commented, “What a 
noble, generous heart beat in that broad bosom!” Although a quarter- 
master with the Mississippians in Mexico he could be seen coatless, 
with a big sword, at the very front when fighting was promised.** 

The Virginia artilleryman Stiles said Barksdale’s was the brigade 
“TI knew and loved best of all in Lee’s army”;?° he felt safe when it 
supported his guns. The Mississippians were described as “irrepressi- 
ble” by a Southern observer,”¢ and the careful scribe J acob Hoke, who 
tried to detect the distinguishing characteristics of soldiers from the 
different states as they passed through Chambersburg, decided “those 
from Mississippi and Texas were more vicious and defiant... .”*" 

As he waited for an opportunity to attack, Barksdale was nettled 
by Longstreet’s delay and irritated by the battery that Graham had put 
up at the Peach Orchard, which kept his men pinned down only a 
quarter of a mile away. Longstreet passed along the lines. 

“I wish you would let me go in, General,” said Barksdale. “I 
would take that battery in five minutes.” 

“Wait a little,” Longstreet replied. “We are all going in presently.”’°* 

“Presently” was not good enough for Barksdale, but he bore 
the orders. Longstreet objected when the men began tearing 
down a fence, saying it would draw the enemy fire, but when he 
rode off they leveled everything in front of them. Some, contemptu- 
ous of the Federal artillery, roamed about getting water and cherries. 
They began to hope when Alexander brought up twenty or more guns 
to their immediate rear. The guns were unlimbered behind the hill 
and the infantrymen rolled them up by hand. The delightful roar and 
stomach-shaking concussion were suddenly experienced as the guns 
were unloosed on the Peach Orchard, where Graham’s bluecoats were 
scooping the earth with their bayonets and fingernails and hiding be- 
hind fences. After an hour or so the Mississippians heard an order 
for the guns to cease firing, and they knew their moment at Gettysburg 
had come.”° 

Barksdale rode along the line hatless. The great shock of sandy hair 
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that had tossed in the halls of Congress was now white, a beacon for 
his brigade. When he rode he leaned forward as if trying to push his 
horse faster. “He had a thirst for battle glory,” said one of his men. 
It was generally noticed that the fury of conflict kindled in him an 
incandescence that warmed all near by. His brigade was in line, with 
Colonel Benjamin Grubb Humphreys, planter, lawyer, and legislator, 
commanding the 21st Mississippi on the right. Humphreys had been 
dismissed from West Point after the great Christmas Eve riot of 1826, 
when the army authorities demonstrated that letting off steam was 
reserved for the liberal-arts colleges. A man of marked leadership, 
he was the first governor of his state after Appomattox. 

The roar of Law’s battle sounded on the far right, and nearer at 
hand Kershaw and Caldwell were locked in a deadly, unyielding 
struggle. It was six o’clock. Barksdale had about 1,500 avid soldiers 
who thought the war might be ended here. 

The clearest, most ringing voice was Humphreys’, and as he called 
his regiment to attention it brought the men up “like an electric 
shock.’’?° Barksdale moved out in front of his old regiment, the 13th, 
and took his place before the flag. The men cast off their scanty packs 
—a blanket and a change of underwear—and each regiment heaped 
them and assigned a single guard to them. The field and staff officers 
dismounted. Orders were that none below the rank of brigadier gen- 
eral might ride because, as the brigade chronicler naively observed, 
“the government had a great deal of difficulty replacing the horses.”1 
Then the drum rolled and Barksdale started, his shock of white hair 
waving in the evening breeze. The men let out the savage rebel yell, 
took the double-quick and, as they emerged from the timber, rushed 
the two rail fences lining the Emmitsburg road. The fences seemed 
to disappear as if by sorcery. 

George Clark, of Wilcox’s Alabama brigade, immediately on Barks- 
dale’s left, observed the unbroken line at the salient and called it “the 
most magnificent charge I witnessed during the war,” and so it came 
to be termed in Mississippi annals.?2 Clark, later a Waco, Texas, 
judge, declared Barksdale seemed to be fifty yards in front of his 
men. John S. Henry of the 17th Mississippi quoted a Northern colo- 
nel as saying, “It was the grandest charge that was ever made by 
mortal man.” 

Captain G. B. Lamar, Jr., aide of McLaws, who carried the step- 
off orders to the brigade, said Barksdale’s face “was radiant with 
joy.” The general’s long white hair reminded Lamar of the white 
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plume of Henry of Navarre.?? The enraptured captain watched him 
as far as his eye could follow, still out in front. “I have witnessed many 
charges marked in every way by unflinching gallantry . . . but I never 
saw anything to equal the dash and heroism of the Mississippians,” 
Lamar said. 

The British correspondent Ross who had been trailing Longstreet 
up and down the lines, was on hand to witness Barksdale’s attack: 


It was a glorious sight. The men who had been lying down sprang 
to their feet and went in with a will. There was no lagging behind, 
no spraining of ankles on the uneven ground, no stopping to help a 
wounded comrade. Not one fell out of line unless he was really 
hurt. . . . The guns in the Peach Orchard were pounced upon, and 
half of them taken in a thrice, whilst the others limbered up and made 
off. Hundreds of prisoners were captured, and everything was going 
so satisfactorily for a time we hardly doubted the enemy would be 
driven from his very strong position on the hills in front.** 


Graham’s brigade had plenty of spunk. It, too, had been pinned 
down, not for an hour, as Barksdale’s men estimated the length of 
the bombardment, but for two hours according to Captain E. C. 
Strouss of the 57th Pennsylvania. When the enemy line was seen 
emerging from the woods, Graham’s men did not wait. The 57th and 
the 114th Pennsylvania ran forward across the Emmitsburg road to 
meet them. The 57th jumped into the Sherfy house and outbuildings. 
About them the battle raged furiously for a time, and then the Mis- 
sissippians swept on, having captured many trapped in the house and 
barn. 

When the 114th Pennsylvania retired from the Sherfy buildings in 
front of the 18th Mississippi, the only avenue of retreat was up the 
Emmitsburg road. Captain A. W. Given, who had taken command 
when the higher officers fell, conducted the regiment, closely pressed 
by the enemy. Soon the road was filled with dead and wounded. One 
of the wounded officers of the 114th, prostrate on the road, witnessed 
a Confederate battery dash up with its guns. When the officer in 
charge saw the dead and wounded, he stopped the horses, had his 
men lift the dead to the side and carry the wounded into a cellar, 
probably that of the Klingle or Rogers house. He left them with a 
supply of water and said he would return after he had “caught the 
rest of the Yankees.’*® Who he was they never knew. He was off 
again quickly with his guns. 
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Break-through of Barksdale and Wofford at the Peach Orchard. 
July 2, 1863. 


The 141st Pennsylvania, stationed immediately behind the Wentz 
house, went in with 9 officers and 200 men. In “several minutes” it 
lost 6 officers and 145 men. After the regiment retreated a battery 
dashed up and unlimbered in the Wentz yard. The young gunner in 
charge dismounted and looked over the familiar surroundings. Ser- 
geant Henry Wentz had come home from the South, wearing a gray 
uniform.*® 

The 68th Pennsylvania was at the angle. Here General Graham, 
personally directing the firing line, was wounded and he was carried 
to the rear. He insisted on returning and this time he was pitched to 
the ground when his horse fell; being stunned, and weak from loss 
of blood, he could only grope about when he rose. The attack of the 
21st Mississippi passed over him and he was captured. 


— _ 
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A native of New York City, Charles Kinnaird Graham had already 
built a career in the Navy when war came. He had served in the Gulf 
in the Mexican War, then had become a civil engineer at the Brook- 
lyn Navy Yard. When he volunteered for the army, 400 coworkers 
followed him and he organized the 74th New York Regiment of 
Sickles’ Excelsior Brigade. 

As about 1,000 prisoners were being taken back by Major Fair- 
fax, of Longstreet’s staff, Graham among them, the Southern Artiller- 
ist William M. Owen talked with him. Fairfax had ordered a courier 
to dismount in order that the wounded Federal general might ride. 
Graham asked the name of the officer who had led the charge against 
his brigade. “Our generals do not do that sort of thing,” Owen quoted 
him as saying.?? 

“It was a terrible afternoon in that orchard,” said Private Alfred 
J. Craighead of the 68th Pennsylvania, which faced south at the 
corner.*® In the orchard 12 of the regiment’s officers were killed or 
wounded, leaving but 4 to extricate the regiment in the retreat. Colo- 
nel A. H. Tippin of the 68th took command of the brigade when 
Graham was captured. The 105th Pennsylvania, called the “Wildcat 
Regiment,” left half its men along the Emmitsburg road. 

Graham’s men fought gallantly and retired slowly, pressed step by 
step by the relentless Barksdale, who stayed in front, all the time call- 
ing, “Forward, men, forward!” Eventually the Federal retirement 
became a rout. Barksdale drove straight ahead, indifferent to his 
flanks. 

As Longstreet had escorted Kershaw, so he accompanied Wofford’s 
brigade that followed Barksdale. It attacked the flank of Birney and 
Caldwell, left exposed by the rout of Graham. The courier William 
Youngblood, who accompanied Longstreet, said the general’s attention 
was so occupied trying to see what Hood’s troops were doing farther 
to the right that he did not notice how far he had advanced in front 
of Wofford’s line. Youngblood had to warn him to save him from 
capture, and they checked their horses to let the infantry pass. 

Wofford, a native of Habersham County, Georgia, had become a 
prosperous plantation owner and lawyer in Cassville, Georgia, before 
the war. He published the weekly newspaper and opposed secession 
to the very end. He had been a captain under Scott in Mexico. 

Kelly’s Irish Brigade was battling Kershaw and Semmes when 
Major Mulholland noticed a column passing from the Peach Orchard 
toward his rear. It looked like Confederates. Uneasy, he reported 
it to Kelly, who sent him to inform one of Zook’s regiments a short 
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distance behind in support. This regiment moved fifty yards and 
discovered that the column was indeed Confederate. It was Wofford’s 
brigade coming in on Barksdale’s right and threatening to cut off 
Birney and Caldwell. 

Sickles’ old line had now been penetrated in two places—at Devil’s 
Den by Robertson and Benning and at the Peach Orchard by Barks- 
dale followed by Wofford. Between these two points Graham’s frag- 
ments and the remnants of Birney still faced Anderson, Kershaw, and 
Semmes. Being all but surrounded, the entire Federal line suddenly 
collapsed. Some units managed a fairly orderly withdrawal to the 
east side of Plum Run; others broke into a rout. “We were in a 
trap,” said Mulholland. “A line of the enemy was advancing on the 
Wheat Field from the South, and Wofford’s brigade . . . was closing in 
from the North.’’8® He told his men of the 116th Pennsylvania to 
look to their own safety in the region of Little Round Top, furled the 
regimental colors, and moved down the corridor between the two lines 
of Confederates. Cross and Brooke were extended beyond Wofford’s 
advance and were not critically exposed, but Kelly and Zook “were 
completely surrounded, and the only way out of the trap was to pass 
down between the two lines of the enemy.”*° Caldwell’s division 
managed to extricate itself at frightful loss. The disorganized units 
found security behind Ayres’s fresh division of the Fifth Corps, con- 
sisting largely of Regular Army troops. 

Barksdale advanced about three quarters of a mile and came to 
Plum Run, behind which was a slight ridge. The Federal chief of 
artillery, Hunt, who in going about the field had been attracted by 
defensive positions much as a bootblack is by a pair of dirty shoes, 
had noted this ridge and labeled it the Plum Run line, keeping it in 
mind as a possible substitute for the Peach Orchard in its front or 
Cemetery Ridge in its rear. Here Barksdale hit something solid. Only 
the redoubtable West Point rioter, Colonel Humphreys, got his Mis- 
Sissippi regiment across Plum Run, where it ran smack into three 
fourths of the Federal army being rushed forward by Meade. 

In the new line were elements of Burling’s New Jersey brigade of 
General Humphreys’ division, called back from the Emmitsburg road, 
but mainly some of Hancock’s fresh troops. Burling had seen Barks- 
dale in front of his men and assigned a company to pick him off. The 
new Federal line came out of the elderbushes along the creek and 
poured a withering fire into Barksdale’s front, which was ragged and 
disorganized by the long advance over rough, broken ground. Barks- 
dale fell; the Mississippians recoiled, then retreated. 
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Private J. C. Lloyd of the 13th Mississippi, who was close to 
Barksdale, was hit by a Minié ball; as the retreat passed over him a 
comrade stopped long enough to make a sling for his arm. Left be- 
tween the lines, he heard a weak voice speaking on his right, and, 
turning, saw Barksdale on the ground. He crawled over and held his 
canteen to the general’s mouth, but there was no water. The canteen 
had been pierced by a ball. He ran back for litter bearers, wandered 
into the Northern lines, escaped in the thick smoke, made a wide 
circuit, and got back to a field hospital the Confederates had set up in 
a barn. Meanwhile the Federal line had advanced and the general 
could not be reached.*! That night Barksdale was found in front of a 
Vermont regiment. On the next morning he died.* 

Meade continued to rush reinforcements to his imperiled left wing, 
stripping his center and right heedlessly in the supreme emergency. 
Soon most of the Federal army was marching rapidly toward the 
Round Tops. Ayers was brought up from the Baltimore pike half a 
mile west of Rock Creek to the defensive line established behind 
Devil’s Den. Part of Gibbon’s division marched from Ziegler’s Grove 
on Cemetery Ridge to Hunt’s Plum Run line. Newton, commanding 
the First Corps, sent in the weakened divisions of Doubleday and 
Robinson. Finally Meade ordered the Twelfth Corps, posted behind 
the walls and trenches it had been constructing on Culp’s Hill, to 
hurry to the left, and it moved quickly, leaving a single brigade behind. 
Two Sixth Corps brigades were rushed to the left. 

Longstreet was not much in error in saying Hood and McLaws 
faced upward of 50,000 soldiers. Said Longstreet with pride: “History 
records no parallel to the fight made by these two divisions on the 2nd 
of July at Gettysburg.” 


CHAPTER 
NINETEEN 


Cemetery and Culp’s Hills 


1. Humphreys Extracts His Division 


Humphreys, commanding the remaining division of Sickles’ corps 
after the defeat of Birney, was left strung out along the Emmitsburg 
road destitute of support on either side. Graham’s survivors, who had 
guarded the Peach Orchard on his left, were streaming back beyond 
Plum Run, their leader captured, their organization destroyed, their 
effectiveness ended. His right, far out in front of the main Federal 
line, was suspended, resting on no more than a fence corner where a 
Jane ran south of the great red barn of the Codori farm. The lower 
part of this barn, a center of the fighting on July 2 and 3, was of 
stone and provided good shelter; the upper was wood, painted red, 
after the Pennsylvania Dutch custom established in Colonial times. 
It served as a landmark readily seen from almost every part of the 
battlefield. 

Humphreys’ position clearly was untenable. He stood alone, far 
out in front of the army. Before he had much opportunity to appraise 
it or attempt a withdrawal, he was hit by two brigades of A. P. Hill’s 
corps—Wilcox’ and Lang’s—who were prompt to attack after Barks- 
dale went in on their right. 

Meade and Hancock, well aware of the danger, took measures to 
save Humphreys, who began a withdrawal which he hoped to keep 
systematic and unhurried, but which in time became chaotic. Hunt 
had combed the field for guns and now brought up 40, chiefly from 
the artillery reserve, and opened on the advancing Confederates to give 
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Humphreys time. Hancock detached Willard’s brigade from Hays’s 
division and then reinforced it with three regiments from Harrow’s 
brigade, Gibbon’s division—the 106th Pennsylvania, 15th Massachu- 
setts, and 1st Minnesota—to help fill the yawning gap between Hum- 
phreys and his own Second Corps, the unemployed portions of which 
were still back on the main line—almost theoretical at this stage—that 
ran from Cemetery Hill across the low ground to Little Round Top. 
Meade, seeing the approach of Lockwood’s brigade, a newly-attached 
New York and Maryland unit, placed himself at its head and led it 
into position. 

The troops assailing Humphreys, who threatened to overlap his right 
and sever him from Hancock, were the fresh division of Major General 
Richard S. Anderson, who had reached the field too late on July 1 
to take part in the battle. For most of the day Anderson’s men had 
been lying in the woods west of the Emmitsburg road, waiting for the 
attack order to reach them as it moved through the succession of 
brigades. Of Hill’s three divisions, Anderson was on the right, Pender 
on the left connected with Rodes of Ewell’s corps in the town, and 
Heth, commanded by Pettigrew, was in reserve behind them on Sem- 
inary Ridge. As Anderson attacked, the order of his brigade from right 
to left was Wilcox, Perry, Wright, Posey, and Mahone. Perry was 
suffering from typhoid fever, and his small Florida brigade was com- 
manded by Colonel David Lang, of the 8th Florida. 

Anderson, whose influence on the progress of the battle promised 
to be of the first significance, was an officer who, as Sorrel pointed 
out, was loved so warmly by all who knew him that they hesitated to 
criticize him; yet he was, in fact, indolent. Longstreet had been able to 
get good service out of him when he commanded a brigade and he had 
performed well with a division in a defensive role at Chancellorsville. 
But Gettysburg was his first battle under Hill, who lacked Long- 
street’s blunt firmness and was likely at times to be so temperamental 
or erratic as to leave a slothful subordinate indisposed where Long- 
street would have enforced action. Sorrel rated Anderson’s capacity 
and intelligence as excellent: “but it was hard to get him to use them.” 

At about 6:15 P.M. on July 2, he arrived at the greatest opportunity 
of his career, when the question of his capacity was to receive its clear- 
est test. Meade had been weakening his center, along with his right, 
by the dispatch of troops to succor his hard-pressed left, and some- 
where there must be soft spots. Hancock, who manned the Federal 
line here, could expect no further service that day from Caldwell, and 
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thus one third of his corps was gone. He had been using elements 
of his other two divisions piecemeal to bolster the endangered line, and 
while Gibbon’s division was fairly intact, it had been left with a long 
front between Howard—who was still licking his wounds on Cemetery 
Hill—and the mass of the army that had been concentrated on the 
Plum Run line. If Anderson should hit with all his power, he was 
likely to discover something worth exploiting somewhere along his 
front. 

Perhaps one of the tragedies of the battle, from the Confederate 
standpoint, was that in the alignment of the divisions, in which the 
order of their arrival was highly influential, Pender was not on Hill’s 
right in place of Anderson, where he would have followed McLaws. 
But Pender remained on the ground he had won, and Anderson, com- 
ing later, was stationed on his right and ahead of him in the progress 
of the battle from Lee’s right to left. 

Anderson’s brigades were to attack “individually and successively,” 
and in that manner they began. Wilcox, an officer from the old Regu- 
lar Army, was a bit on the shelf as a brigade commander alongside the 
zestful young men who in their twenties were giving Lee such out- 
standing performance, and he was disquieted at being passed over for 
divisional command. He always turned in a creditable, rarely a bril- 
liant performance. His Alabama troops were as good as could be 
found in the army but things seemed not to work out for the best for 
their commander. 

Wilcox, followed by Lang on his left, drove Humphreys ahead of 
them as they advanced to the base of Cemetery Ridge, all the time 
meeting a devastating artillery fire from guns on the crest of the ridge 
and musketry from behind the stone walls. Wilcox passed the Emmits- 
burg road about 300 yards south of the Codori house, while Lang 
brushed the farm buildings with his left flank as he advanced, passing 
over ground that would be traveled a day later by Kemper of Pickett’s 
division. 

Even the most adept of generals may lose their discretion in a su- 
preme emergency. Humphreys, laboring desperately to extricate his 
division, had ordered the brigade of Colonel William R. Brewster, 
formerly Sickles’ “Excelsior Brigade,” to change front to the rear, an 
army method of saying things were getting too hot and the men had 
better get out, presumably in an orderly way at a double-quick, but in 
usual practice at a run. Hancock had sent reinforcements, and the 
19th Maine of Harrow’s brigade was lying in the grass in the rear of 
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the Excelsiors, who, when they received the “change front to the rear” 
order, seemed about to break into a rout. Humphreys hurried back 
to Colonel Francis E. Heath of the 19th Maine, 150 paces in the rear, 
and asked him to have his regiment stand up and stop the Exceisiors 
with their bayonets. 

Heath apparently thought that was not what his boys had come 
down from the Maine woods to do and declined to obey Humphreys— 
although the reason given later was that he did not want his own men 
disorganized by the broken troops. Humphreys then rode down the 
Maine line and ordered the men, over their colonel’s head, to give his 
fleeing men the bayonet. Heath immediately countermanded the 
order; it is not difficult to know which officer the men obeyed. 

Humphreys, enraged, ordered Colonel Heath to the rear, but the 
colonel, who had been stationed by Hancock, said firmly, though still 
respectfully, “I was placed here by an officer of higher rank [than 
you] for a purpose,” he said, “and I do not intend to go to the rear. 
Let your troops form in the rear and we will take care of the enemy 
in front.”* 

The Excelsior men were now passing; some in good spirits shouted 
to the Maine regiment, “Hang on, boys! We will form in your rear.” 

They did that, but when Hancock tried to put Humphreys’ division 
into the hole that had been left by the departure of Caldwell, the divi- 
sion had virtually been dissipated. Said Hancock, “I directed General 
Humphreys to form his command on the ground from which General 
Caldwell had moved . . . which was promptly done. The number of 
his troops collected was, however, very small, scarcely equal to an 
ordinary battalion, but . . . composed of the fragments of many shat- 
tered regiments.” 

Wilcox and Lang were not fortunate enough to strike a soft spot, 
but they moved ahead, firing and advancing until about 7:00 P.M. 
Colonel Lang claimed his command routed everything in its front 
until it reached a small stand of timber in front of the main Federal 
line. Here he called a halt to allow his wearied men to rest briefly. 
Wilcox’s attack had fallen principally on Brewster’s Excelsiors, while 
Lang attacked the brigade of Joseph B. Carr, a mixed command com- 
posed of Massachusetts, New Hampshire, New Jersey, and Penn- 
sylvania regiments. The battle waged by these two brigades, which 
had comprised Humphreys’ forward line along the Emmitsburg road, 
was more destructive to the Federals than the assailants, and Lang, 
who was applying a pressure on Carr’s front and flank, declared that 
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at no time in the war had he seen so many dead Federal soldiers on 
the ground over which he passed. 


2. The Georgians Perch on Cemetery Ridge 


Anderson’s next brigade was commanded by Brigadier General Am- 
brose R. Wright, who had enlisted in the 3rd Georgia regiment as a 
private at the beginning of the war. A poor boy from Jefferson County, 
Georgia, he had literally reared himself by his hoe handle, working 
a small patch of land while he studied at night by the light of a pine 
knot. He became an Augusta lawyer and a man of great force in 
Georgia public affairs, who did not wait for a commission when the 
sudden call to arms was heard. He was president of the state senate 
for a period in 1863 and presided while on furlough, but returned to 
the army after the session. At Sharpsburg he had been wounded critic- 
ally in the breast and at Chancellorsville had been hit in the knee with 
a piece of shrapnel, but he was in his full vigor at Gettysburg, com- 
manding his four Georgia regiments with all the fervor of a natural- 
born leader fighting in the cause of independence. 

Wright took up the march at about six-forty-five across the long 
stretch of open ground between the woods west of the Emmitsburg 
road and the ridge where the center of the Federal army now rested. 
He crossed the road north of the Codori house; there the ground is 
undulating but exposed to artillery and infantry fire from Cemetery 
Ridge, and men were soon dropping from his ranks. His brigade 
front was about 400 yards, and his attack was directed at a battery 
which opened on him from Gibbon’s position between the small clump 
of trees and Ziegler’s grove on the crest of the ridge to the north. 
His brigade would just fit the distance between the clump and the 
grove. 

The excitable Frank Aretas Haskell, Gibbon’s aide-de-camp, de- 
scribed the advance: “The whole slope in our front is full of them; and 
in various formation, in line, in column, and in masses which are 
neither, with yells and thick volleys they are rushing toward our crest.” 

“On they came like the fury of a whirlwind,” said Captain John E. 
Reilly of the 69th Pennsylvania, Webb’s brigade of Hancock’s corps. 
The guns at which Wright aimed his charge were Lieutenant T. Fred 
Brown’s 1st Rhode Island Battery, behind which was the 69th Penn- 
sylvania, while the remainder of Webb’s brigade was over the crest 
in the vicinity of Meade’s headquarters. 

Wright swept up the hill, captured the Rhode Island guns, and 
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stood with his brigade on the crest of Cemetery Ridge, at almost the 
exact spot that would be the focal point of Lee’s attack on the Federal 
center on the following day. While Wright’s lodgement is often called 
a penetration of the Federal center, that was not precisely the case, 
because Webb’s brigade of Gibbon’s division, which manned the line 
at this point, was largely behind instead of on the crest, and had to 
be reckoned with before Wright might claim an actual piercing of the 
Federal army. But he was inspired by a sight of the Baltimore pike, 
loaded with refugees leaving the battlefield. 

The instant was one of the critical moments of the battle for Gen- 
eral Lee, and a continuation of the attack by brigades en echelon 
would have held a distinct promise of breaking the weakened Federal 
center. But Wright was alone and unaided on the ridge. On his right 
Wilcox and Lang faltered. While Lang was in the small woods re- 
forming his command, he saw what he described as a heavy column 
thrown against Wilcox that forced him back.* This was a portion of 
Harrow’s brigade. Hancock personally directed the 1st Minnesota, a 
small regiment which made one of the gallant sacrifice charges of the 
battle and lost close to 75 per cent of its numbers.° Wilcox’s retreat 
was followed by that of Lang, who held to his trees until he saw the 
Federals 100 yards in his rear. Unable to find a defensible line in the 
open fields over which he had passed, he was compelled to retreat to 
the woods west of the Emmitsburg road. 

Lang lost some men as prisoners in his withdrawal. One of them 
was a big Floridian named Lewis Thornton Powell, alias Lewis T. 
Paine, who was sent to Baltimore wounded. He escaped, deserted, 
got into civilian clothes, and became so captivated by John Wilkes 
Booth that he offered himself as Booth’s devoted follower; eventually 
he was a principal in the plot to assassinate Lincoln, his own role 
being the knifing of Secretary of State Seward. 

Wright’s spectacular assault was doomed to failure. His was a 
single brigade a mile in advance of Lee’s main army. His thrust could 
not be regarded a heavy blow from the shoulder, with the weight of 
the body behind it, but more a hard cuff from the wrist, which annoyed 
but did not rock Meade severely. But it was enough of a shock that 
a supporting, straight-from-the-shoulder follow-up blow could have 
knocked the Federal army off Cemetery Ridge.® 

Webb’s brigade made certain it was the Confederates, not the Fed- 
erals, to be knocked off the ridge. While the 69th Pennsylvania 
assailed Wright in front, the 106th Pennsylvania moved against his 
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right, exposed by Lang’s retirement. Lieutenant Colonel W. L. 
Curry had the 106th Pennsylvania put three effective volleys into 
Wright’s flank, then ordered a bayonet charge. 

Hancock was hurrying up other troops, and Wright’s brilliant 
exploit now seemed likely to be turned into a disaster for the courage- 
ous Georgians. Soon they were all but surrounded, but before Curry’s 
attack reached them, they abandoned their captured guns and fairly 
cut their way out of the circle. They halted at a fence at the bottom 
of the hill, delivered a volley, and continued their retreat, only to 
be caught by the shells as the bombardment reopened on them from 
Cemetery Ridge. .A second time they faced about, re-formed and 
battled off their pursuers. 

Wright was followed closely by units of Doubleday’s division and 
by the 106th Pennsylvania, which before reaching the Emmitsburg 
road captured Colonel William Gibson, and a number of his 48th 
Georgia Regiment. Colonel Curry halted his Pennsylvanians along 
the road, threw out skirmishers, and sent back to Webb for orders. 
The brigade commander recalled the regiment. It was about seven- 
thirty. 

If any small-unit action controlled the outcome of the battle, it was 
perhaps the affair in no man’s land brought about when Curry left 
behind two companies, to be deployed as skirmishers, connecting with 
the skirmishers of the 1st Delaware Regiment at the Bliss house and 
barn in the field west of the Emmitsburg road. 

Posey advanced his Mississippians belatedly, after Wright had been 
beaten off, and was arrested by the 1st Delaware skirmishers, whom 
he finally ousted from the Bliss buildings. His fire drove back one of 
the Pennsylvania companies which it took in flank, but the second 
company came up to relieve its comrades. Brigadier General Alex- 
ander Hays, seeing this fighting far out in front of the army about mid- 
way between the two lines, sent five companies of the 12th New 
Jersey, which, with the help of the spirited Pennsylvania company, 
assailed and recaptured the Bliss farm buildings. That was enough 
for Posey. Though his brigade had not been hurt much—he lost 92 
prisoners in the barn—he did not attempt a further movement. Long- 
street had escorted his brigades in, but neither Hill nor Anderson, who 
were not far removed, gave Posey orders or encouragement. 

So the Confederate advance was stopped at the Bliss farm.* Here 
Lee’s echelon plan broke down completely. The small action proved 
one of the most consequential of the battle. When Posey tarried, 
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Mahone on his left withheld his attack and would heed no entreaties 
from the troops engaged. Pender’s division still farther to the left 
was governed by the advance of Mahone. Both Anderson and Hill 
appeared lacking in the necessary enterprise at the moment when a 
resolute attack by Posey and Mahone, acting together, would have 
had an excellent chance to penetrate the enemy line. Anderson, of 
course, should have used his brigades in some sort of concert. The 
en echelon plan ordinarily would be more effective if brigade followed 
brigade in prompt succession, but would be foredoomed to failure 
under lackadaisical management, by which it might become a series of 
individual attacks by isolated brigades, each being repulsed in turn by 
the whole enemy army. 

Another important aspect of the Bliss farm fight was that by dis- 
couraging Posey, it left Hancock free to watch the right of the Federal 
army; he possessed enough unengaged troops to send assistance if 
needed. The 106th Pennsylvania had not been back in its old position 
many minutes before a call came for it to join Carroll’s brigade and 
go to Howard’s assistance on East Cemetery Hill. Certainly Carroll 
could not have been spared had Posey and Mahone attacked. Wilcox 
insisted that had Posey and Mahone been sent in at the time he dis- 
patched his adjutant to Anderson for help, the Federal line could 
have been broken. The opportunity was even more promising when 
Wright captured the battery and held the crest of the ridge. 

At least one southern correspondent with the army saw that here 
a great opportunity to win the battle was cast away. An analysis of 
the action in the center, made five days after the battle and published 
by the Richmond Enquirer, is as clear an explanation of the failure 
of Hill’s corps as any that has yet been written. It embodies the essen- 
tial facts.® 

Pender, anxious to participate and sensing that Anderson’s left bri- 
gades were not entering the action, rode to the right of his division to 
ascertain the cause. Perrin was certain that Pender did not mean to 
be held back by the faltering Mahone. But he was hit in the leg by a 
shell fragment just at the moment of decision. While the wound was 
severe, it was not of a fatal type. Pender was carried back, placed 
in an ambulance and started next day on the journey to his North 
Carolina home. At Staunton, Virginia, there was a hemorrhage of the 
wound. His brother came and he appeared to improve, but a second 
hemorrhage necessitated amputation of the leg. He died within a few 
hours after the surgery.® 
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General Lee, believing that Pender was about to go in with his 
division at the time he was wounded, attributed the loss of the battle 
to his fall: “I shall ever believe if General Pender had remained on 
his horse half an hour longer we would have carried the enemy’s 
position.”’1° 

Major Joseph A. Englehard, Pender’s adjutant general, spoke for 
the division when he said, “Seldom has the service suffered more in 
the loss of one man.”44 The misfortune was indeed akin to the loss 
of Jackson and in view of the critical moment at which Pender fell, 
probably fully as significant to the Southern cause. 

Ewell’s corps on Pender’s left was not included in the plan to attack 
en echelon, but was to be governed by the sound of Longstreet’s guns. 
The guns had been sounding since four o’clock—and now they were 
subsiding—but Ewell had not moved. 

As the battle was dying on the far left of the Federal army, the 
brigade of Colonel William McCandless, of Brigadier General S. 
Wiley Crawford’s division, Fifth Corps, which included the original 
“Bucktails,” advanced across Plum Run and applied enough pres- 
sure on Longstreet to cause him to realign his right division. That 
night he retained the ground from which he had ousted Sickles, but 
lay close to the Federals only where his far right held Devil’s Den 
and rested on the base of Round Top. 

When Longstreet rode back from the lines in the early night, he 
was still trailed by the British correspondent Ross, to whom he de- 
clared, “We have not been as successful as we wished.”22. Then he 
attributed the lack of success to the wounding of Hood and the death 
of Barksdale." Ross and Longstreet tied their horses to a fence, 
used their saddles as pillows, and that night slept on the meadow. 


3. Hays and Avery Attack at Sundown 


The flaming sun of July 2, 1863, that had looked down on some of 
the most sanguinary fighting of modern warfare, gradually sank into 
a red sky after a torrid day. Twilight was creeping across the battle- 
field. Far off to the right the angry booms could still be heard from 
Longstreet’s guns. Bursts of infantry fire told that the attack on 
Meade’s center had subsided but was not yet spent. 

It was seven-thirty. The Carolinians in the hollow of the Culp 
spring were thinking of home. The candles and pine knots would soon 
be lighted on far-off farms. The delicate pink afterglow would be 
crowning the bold summits of the Blue Ridge. Corn must be tossing 
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with full tassel in the Piedmont bottoms. The hungry Yadkin still ate 


the yellow hills. Families would be lingering at the supper tables 
watching the day die out of the sky. In countless North Carolina 
homes the mother was reserving an empty chair, as something of a 
devotion or fetish or symbol of her hope, against the day when her 
boy would be returning from Lee’s army. Now that Lee had carried 
the war into the unscathed regions beyond the Potomac, word of his 
movements was awaited with taut expectancy. North Carolina list- 
ened, anxious, uncertain. 

On East Cemetery Hill the heavily manned Federal line rose above 
the town of Gettysburg. The batteries of Weidrich, Ricketts, and Rey- 
nolds swept the green approaches across the undulating acres of the 
Culp farm. The regiments of Von Gilsa’s brigade, the German im- 
migrants to New York, who had been flanked by Early on the after- 
noon of July 1, manned the stone works and trenches which followed 
roughly the crest of Cemetery Hill. From their elevated position these 
Federal troops could look down on the valley of Rock Creek, through 
which the evening dusk was stealing, and on the red homestead and 
outbuildings of the farm of the Pennsylvania Dutchman, Willia 
Culp, one of whose sons, by a play of chance, was fighting across the 
fields in the army of the South, while another was fighting in the army 
of the North. 

There, in the wheat field near the Culp house, on the outskirts of 
Gettysburg, the Northern soldiers could observe in the twilight the 
forming of a Southern assault column.’* It was composed of the three 
infantry regiments of Hoke’s North Carolina brigade and Hays’s five 
demi-regiments from Louisiana, all of Early’s division. The intrepid 
Hoke, whose soldiers, by their tenacity, were later to give to North 
Carolinians the name of “Tar Heels,”!5 was absent. He had been 
wounded at Salem Church, and his brigade was commanded by the 
senior colonel, Isaac E. Avery, of the 6th North Carolina. 

This regiment, which had been a part of Bee’s brigade at the 
first battle of Manassas, had been partly an outgrowth of the North 
Carolina Military Institute at Charlotte. There many of its members 
had come under the inspiration of the devout soldier, author, mathe- 
matician, and hard fighter, Major General Daniel Harvey Hill, who 
had presided over this institution in the days before the war. 

Hoke’s, or Avery’s, brigade consisted at Gettysburg of the 6th, 21st 
and 57th North Carolina Infantry regiments. It was weakened by the 
detachment of the 54th Regiment, which had been sent back to Staun- 
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ton, Virginia, as the escort for the prisoners of Milroy’s army captured 
by Lee at Winchester. 

Forming on the right of Avery was the brigade of Brigadier General 
Harry T. Hays, known as the Louisiana Tigers, and composed in 
heavy measure of French-speaking Creoles. They had been com- 
manded formerly by Dick Taylor, and with him had won glory under 
Stonewall Jackson in the Valley. A gay, dashing, guitar-playing ag- 
gregation, they could march and fight all day, then sing and dance 
around the campfires the greater part of the night. 

All during the day of July 2 these two brigades had been lying near 
the Culp spring, in a treeless hollow, or in the open wheat under a 
sweltering sun.‘° Major James F. Beall of the 21st North Carolina 
Regiment witnessed the delight with which the men hailed the attack 
order when it finally ended the almost insufferable suspense. Ewell 
had at last acknowledged Longstreet’s guns and in the approach of 
darkness was bestirring himself. 

The clear notes of the bugle called across the fields. The North 
Carolinians moved out in sharp alignment, marching toward the val- 
ley that divides Culp’s and Cemetery hills. Colonel Hamilton C. Jones 
of the 57th North Carolina, the center regiment, noted the striking 
manner in which the men kept their order, guiding right on the Louisi- 
anians. Years later he applied to the advance the single descriptive 
word—“beautiful.’’27 

The federal artillery greeted the movement with sudden blasts from 
both Culp’s and Cemetery hills. “Really,” said Major Beall, “the ene- 
my’s artillery, reopening at the going down of the sun, fell like music 
on our ears.””'® It heralded the moment of decision. The Maine artil- 
lery lieutenant, Edward N. Whittier, using a French ordnance glass, 
had taken the range during the afternoon on all of the positions in 
front of Culp’s Hill and now he blazed away with case shot. The six 
guns of his battery fired simultaneously, startling the Massachusetts 
regiment at the base of Culp’s Hill, which could not yet detect the 
Confederate approach over the broken ground. 

Whittier then ordered the guns to fire at will. Although the range 
was measured and the firing unusually rapid, the attacking line moved 
firmly ahead. It crossed fences and stone walls and worked over the 
rising ground behind the Culp homestead. Loading and firing as they 
advanced, and slowed at times by the 6 guns looking directly down 
on them from Culp’s Hill and the 16 others of the three batteries on 
Cemetery Hill, the Confederate force required almost an hour to pass 


CEMETERY AND CULP’S HILLS 293 


the 700 yards of rocky and uneven ground between the Culp house 
and the wall and trenches at the base of East Cemetery Hill.1® Here, 
with a dash and shout, they crashed through the first Federal line. 

The first assault proved costly. The brigade commander, Colonel 
Avery, had bravely but imprudently ridden his horse. He was the 
only mounted man in the column and was among the first to fall.?° 
Just as his men reached the Federal line at the base of the hill, he was 
hit by a musket ball that passed through his neck and shoulders and 
knocked him from his mount. The attack swept on without him and 
it was some time before the brigade knew he had fallen. Prostrate 
and alone, he perceived that his wound was mortal. His shoulder and 
right arm were shattered. But he took a lead pencil and paper from 
his pocket and scribbled a note to his fellow officer, Lieutenant Colo- 
nel Samuel McDowell Tate, who had succeeded to the command of 
the 6th Regiment when Avery took the brigade. The faltering hand- 
writing showed life was ebbing. The message merely said, “Tell my 
father I fell with my face to the enemy.”?! Nothing needed to be 
added. The place where he fell was marked by his men, but more 
enduring than their marker, which long ago was lost or obliterated, 
were the words of the note which spoke so truly the spirit of the 
Southern army. 

The 57th North Carolina restored its alignment that had been 
broken by the rough terrain. The brigade wheeled to the right and 
looked up the hill toward the main Federal wall and breastworks. The 
commander of the 57th, Colonel Archibald Campbell Godwin, was 
now the senior officer and assumed command of Hoke’s brigade. A 
native of Nansemond County, Virginia, he had heard the call of gold 
when the precious metal was discovered in California and, at the age 
of nineteen, had trudged across the continent on foot. He had been 
among the few able to turn the lure into abundant yellow washings and 
had amassed wealth. But when Virginia seceded he hastened east- 
ward, leaving most of his tangible assets behind. Colonel Hamilton 
C. Jones, writing in later years, bestowed on him the ultimate acco- 
lade: “A Virginian in command of a North Carolina regiment and 
afterwards a North Carolina brigade, he was as much beloved and ad- 
mired by those under him as if he had been a North Carolinian, or 
they Virginians.”’? He fell a year later, at Winchester. 

It was now 8:20 p.m. Darkness came on rapidly after eight-fifteen. 
Hays, by virtue of his seniority, commanded the two brigades. Creoles 
from the Louisiana bayous, together with descendants of the British, 
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Scottish, and German pioneers who had pushed down the mountain 
valleys or westward across the North Carolina plains and Piedmont, 
now began together their ascent of East Cemetery Hill. Hays thought 
his command was saved from annihilation by the gathering darkness 
and the smoke which billowed down the hillside from the three batter- 
ies on the summit and the infantry brigades firing rapidly from three 
directions. The heavy locust trees afforded some protection. But speed 
had bearing on the success. The charge up the steep incline was im- 
petuous. Breaking through a second Federal line halfway up the 
hill, the storming party appeared to gather strength as it pressed for- 
ward. With a confident shout the men at length reached the crest. 

Von Gilsa’s German New Yorkers broke.”? They had not expected 
such internecine fury in New World fighting. The Federal Corps com- 
mander, Howard, was standing on East Cemetery Hill with Major 
General Schurz. “Almost before I could tell where the assault was 
made,” said Howard, “our men and the Confederates came tumbling 
back together.”** The North Carolina and Louisiana troops poured 
over the Federal entrenchments. Daniel Harvey Hill could have asked 
no better from his old cadets. Godwin, the prospector, was finding 
the gold of victory in these Pennsylvania hills. 

The situation on the Federal front was rendered critical by the flight 
of Von Gilsa’s brigade. Colonel Andrew L. Harris, commanding an- 
other of Howard’s brigades, ordered the 17th Connecticut Regiment 
to fill the hole left by the disappearance of Von Gilsa. The movement 
of the 17th Connecticut in turn left an opening in Ames’s front and 
through this gap rushed the 6th North Carolina and 9th Louisiana. 
They pushed out on the plateau occupied by the Federal artillery. 
Here they struck another of Ames’s regiments, the 75th Ohio, and 
rolled back the right companies, causing the balance of the regiment 
to change front and face to the right. The other North Carolina and 
Louisiana regiments continued the battle in their front at the summit. 

The Federal artillery, deprived of infantry support, fought desper- 
ately but ineffectually. Some of the cannoneers seized abandoned in- 
fantry muskets and jabbed and rammed at their assailants with the 
butts, while others fought with handspikes, clubs, and stones. The 
swabbers wielded their sponge staffs and swung them in wide arcs. 
Storming past the guns of Weidrich’s New York battery, the North 
Carolinians unloosed a volley point-blank into Ricketts’ light Penn- 
sylvania artillery. “Over the wall and into the midst of the guns they 
came,” said the Federal Colonel J. P. §. Gobin, “and around these 
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raged the conflict with whatever was in reach to fight with.”?° Two 
of the batteries were overrun and the guns captured. Some of Ricketts’ 
pieces were spiked. Howard was fearful that the Confederates would 
carry off all this precious artillery and scurried about for reinforce- 
ments. Hays hoped to turn it on its owners, given a little assistance 
and time.° 

Suddenly the shouting stopped. Hays noticed that the uproar of the 
guns died away. There were moments of quiet and suspense on the 
crest of Cemetery Hill. “At that time,” said Hays, “every piece of 
artillery that had been firing at us was silenced.”** 

It was an instant of which the people of the South who had been 
eagerly awaiting reports from Pennsylvania might well take note. Here 
was a high point, possibly the high point, of Lee’s invasion of the 
Free States. 

“We had full possession,” said Captain Ray, “of East Cemetery 
Hill, the key to General Meade’s position.”’*® 

But there was a Federal general of quick perception and action only 
a quarter of a mile from the point of the Confederate break-through. 
Hancock, who had just saved the Federal center following the defeat 
of Sickles, now, more by intuition than direct information—“a happy 


inspiration,” a Federal officer called it?®-sensed the menace on his — 


right. Although Howard had not asked him for assistance, Hancock 
ordered Colonel Samuel S. Carroll, commanding a brigade of Ohio, 
Indiana, and West Virginia troops, augmented by the 106th Pennsyl- 
vania that had just returned from beating off Wright, to hasten to East 
Cemetery Hill. Then he added the 71st Pennsylvania as insurance.*° 

Carroll was a young officer of great verve~and-dash, a West Point 
graduate born in the District of Columbia, whose war service was 
marked by a succession of promotions for gallantry on nearly every 
major field of battle. His brigade was in instant motion. Night had 
now fallen. Although a moon had risen and lighted the fields at inter- 
vals, the East Cemetery plateau, wooded, was in darkness. Carroll 
had no guide, but he led his men directly toward the flashes from the 
Confederate infantry fire across the plateau. 

The moment of final decision had arrived. Howard was collecting 
remnants of the First and Eleventh corps. Nearest at hand was Colo- 
nel Kryzanowski’s brigade of 800 men, who went in at the double- 
quick. Newton began to extend the line of the First Corps to enable 
Howard to shorten his front. 

The 6th North Carolina had formed behind the stone wall that had 
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earlier marked the Federal line. Twice the Federal advance was driven 
back by infantry volleys. Anxiously the Carolinians looked for rein- 
forcements. None came. 

Hays heard the approach of Carroll’s brigade through the darkness 
but held his fire. He had been warned that he possibly would encoun- 
ter other Confederate units in his front. Longstreet had attacked on 
the far right and might come crashing through the Federal lines. John- 
son was assailing Culp’s Hill on the left. Rodes presumably would 
be giving support close at hand, to be followed by Lane with Pender’s 
division. This mass of infantry advancing through the darkness might 
be the forward elements of Longstreet’s or Rodes’s triumphant line. 
The memory of how Jackson had been shot by his own men hung 
heavily over the army. 

Hays waited hesitatingly until Carroll had fired his third volley. 
Even then he would not have replied, perhaps, except that Carroll’s 
men were now so close that the flash of their muskets revealed their 
blue uniforms. Then Hays ordered his men to return the volleys. 

But the brigades of Hays and Godwin had been wasted and ex- 
hausted. The feeble fire which the men could offer checked the on- 
coming Federals only momentarily. Hays found the enemy overlap- 
ping him and moving toward his rear. The rear of the North Caro- 
linians was likewise threatened. Reluctantly he ordered a retreat. 
Godwin called back his regiments in concert, forced to abandon a 
greater fortune in fame than he had ever left in gold in California. 
The survivors of the two brigades retired 75 yards to another fence, 
then dropped back to their original position near the Culp farm build- 
ings. Hays brought back 4 Federal flags and 100 prisoners. 

Here Gordon had held his supporting brigade, awaiting word from 
Early before following the assault up the hillside, but Early had not 
cared to risk his sole available reserve. His only other brigade, Smith’s, 
had been sent to the far left to watch for the approach of Stuart. Said 
Captain Neill W. Ray of the 6th North Carolina: “By not supporting 
Hoke’s brigade of North Carolina and Hays’ brigade of Louisiana in 
the storming and capturing of Cemetery Hill, the battle of Gettysburg 
was lost. I do not know whose fault it was, but I feel assured in say- 
ing it was not the fault of the assaulting column.”*! In writing to 
Governor Vance about the 6th Regiment, Lieutenant Colonel Tate 
declared: “Such a fight as they made in front of the fortifications has 
never been equalled.” Then with pride he said, “This regiment has 
had a reputation, you know.”32 
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That was the story. Half a mile in front of the main Confederate 
lines, two brigades again had fought hand to hand unaided, until al- 
most surrounded by reinforcements rushed up from three Federal 
corps. 

Very likely they would have effected a permanent lodgment on 
East Cemetery Hill had Rodes provided the expected assistance on 
the right. Through the afternoon before the advance the negotiations 
went back and forth to establish concert of action between Early and 
Rodes. Late in the day Rodes did make ready. His division occupied 
the town of Gettysburg, and he found it impossible to advance in 
battle order through the streets. He, too, was concerned about his 
right, and about the co-operation of Lane, of Hill’s corps, who had 
taken command of Pender’s division. 

Rodes finally disentangled himself from the streets and notified 
Lane that he would attack at nightfall. Ramseur and Doles advanced 
their brigades toward Cemetery Hill at about the time Hays and 
Avery left the Culp farm but had much farther to travel. That Ram- 
seur’s men were in high spirits was suggested by their countersign: 
“North Carolina to the rescue.’ 

Word passed through the ranks that the attack would be made just 
as the moon rose. Pocketbooks and last messages were given to the 
surgeons. “We marched boldly forward, sweeping through the tall 
wheat,” said a lieutenant. They reached the base of the hill with the 
graveyard above them, facing the opposite slope of the same broad 
elevation Early’s brigades were assailing from the other side. At 
the base a low command passed along the two brigades for the men 
to lie down. Ramseur was crawling ahead personally to inspect the 
position his troops were to assail. The brigades waited in suspense. 
The moon went behind a cloud. Someone said, “Boys, if I come out 
of this battle alive, I’m coming out with a Yankee canteen.”** A 
Confederate canteen “leaked like a sifter,” being two simple tin plates 
often fastened insecurely. 

Finally Ramseur returned. He had reconnoitered, then conferred 
with Doles; together they had concluded that the fortifications on the 
front of the hill, with numerous batteries ready to pour in a direct and 
enfilade fire, made an assault impractical. The order ran along the 
line: “Fall back without noise.” Again, with nobody of higher rank 
at hand, the important decisions were being made by brigadier gen- 
erals. But scarcely were two brigadier generals better qualified to pass 
judgment on the full capabilities of their troops. 
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“Our general saw the foolhardiness and madness of the attempt,” 
said an officer writing home. “For that act there are many Carolina 
mothers . .. who should pray blessings on his head.”*° 

The best Rodes could do that late hour was to consolidate a line 
along an abandoned road bed facing the hill and await the coming of 
morning. 

Responsibility for the failure rested first with Ewell and then with 
Early. Ewell had not established with Rodes the imperative need for 
Rodes and Early to attack simultaneously nor had he co-ordinated 
their movements. He does not appear to have given any personal, 
on-the-spot supervision. Early had sent his brigades into a most 
desperate undertaking without certainty that they would be assisted, 
and then had withheld Gordon while the impetus of the assault was 
being wasted on the plateau and among the stone fences at the sum- 
mit. With Gordon’s help, the army might have obtained a lodgment 
on Cemetery Hill for the night, subject to exploitation at dawn by 
Rodes or by Pickett’s fresh division. 

Either the attack should not have been made or it should have been 
supported. Lack of careful preparation and lack of follow-through— 
the second a fault that would plague Early and ultimately lead to his 
dismissal from the command of an army—explained the repulse of 
Hays and Godwin. Two small brigades could not do more. Early 
had failed to seize the heights on the previous afternoon when the 
opportunity was most inviting. Now he had compounded that error 
by wasting some of the South’s best soldiers against them. 

The penciled note Tate wrote Governor Vance at the first oppor- 
tunity after the assault was in compliance with his promise to the 6th 
North Carolina: “to acquaint you with the truth, that history may 
speak truly of them.” He distrusted Early and said that since Avery 
had been killed “we have no friends” who would tell of their action. 
The official report Early was yet to write was already suspect. Tate 
explained that he knew it had not been written, but he still felt free 
to attack it as a “monstrous injustice.” An irascible general does not 
inspire confidence. “I know the disposition so well that I look for no 
special mention of our regiment,” he said. Then he summed up the 
account of how the regiment and the 9th Louisiana had planted their 
colors on the heights: “The enemy stood with a tenacity never before 
displayed by them, but with bayonet, clubbed musket, sword and 
pistol, and rocks from the wall, we cleared the heights and silenced 
the guns. In vain did I send to the rear for support. . . .”°6 
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The day would come when North Carolina regiments would chant 
of their dislikes: 


“Old Jimboden’s gone up the spout, 
And old Jube Early’s about played out.”°* 


But in July 1863 Jube was making some peculiar decisions for Lee’s 
left wing at Gettysburg. 


4. Old Man Greene Holds the Trenches 


Lieutenant Randolph H. McKim, aide and spiritual counselor to the 
devout Brigadier General George H. Steuart, stood on the far left of 
Lee’s army, east of Benner’s Hill, on the afternoon of July 2 and held 
his watch in hand. It was approaching four o’clock. 

He was counting the artillery discharges after Longstreet opened 
his bombardment on the other flank of the army, and he found that 
Longstreet was firing at a rate of 180 guns a minute. Considering 
that Alexander had put only 46 guns into batteries on the Confeder- 
ate right, and that each gun had to be swabbed, loaded, and rammed 
between discharges, either some astoundingly rapid firing was in 
progress or some woefully poor arithmetic was involved in the gentle 
McKim’s calculations.*® 

But the point was that Ewell, who has often been excused for de- 
laying his attack on the score that he could not hear Longstreet’s 
bombardment, could not have escaped it with a feather bed over his 
head. He must have been at that time in his Hanover road head- 
quarters north of the Culp buildings, between Gettysburg and Rock 
Creek, where he had moved from the almshouse to be closer to his 
troops. But wherever he was along his lines, the bombardment, so 
easily heard by McKim and by the Federals across the Rock Creek 
Valley on Culp’s Hill, was surely audible to him and to his staff, who 
should have been on the alert for it. 

This bombardment, under Lee’s orders, was the signal for Ewell 
to launch an assault on Meade’s right, sustaining Longstreet’s assault 
on the Federal left. Ewell’s attack was an imperative part of Lee’s 
battle plan. After the commanding general had reluctantly assented 
to the entreaties of Ewell and Early that their corps be retained in its 
extended position on the army’s left, encircling Meade’s right even to 
overlapping part of his rear, he had assigned to Ewell a role of easy 
execution but of profound bearing on the Southern army’s prospects 
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of victory. Ewell’s duty was simple and clear: when Longstreet at- 
tacked on the right, Ewell would attack sharply on the left to prevent 
Meade from shifting troops to bolster his left after Longstreet assailed 
it. The advantage Meade would have in moving fresh units to points 
of danger had been clear to Lee when he looked out with Trimble 
from the almshouse cupola. He had taken every precaution to neutral- 
ize that advantage when he finally developed his plan, the main fea- 
ture of which was the simultaneous attack on the two flanks, followed 
by the attack en echelon by brigades moving from the right to the 
center of the army. 

The record of Ewell’s personal activities at this stage of the battle 
remains hazy: apparently his movements were not sufficiently em- 
phatic for anyone to take especial notice of them. For more than 
twenty hours Johnson’s division lay in attack formation east of Rock 
Creek, mainly north of the Hanover road, Nichols on the right, Jones 
in the center, and Steuart on the left, with Walker, commanding the 
Stonewall Brigade, drawn up perpendicularly behind Steuart. He 
faced east in the woods just beyond a little stream that meanders 
southward and joins Rock Creek directly east of Culp’s Hill. Steuart’s 
brigade was thus on Lee’s left flank, with the Stonewall Brigade in 
support. Steuart at his closest point was a mile from the eastern face 
of Culp’s Hill, which under Johnson’s attack plan—when it was finally 
put into effect—he was to assail; he was six miles, following Lee’s long 
front, from Longstreet’s right, but only about two miles away as the 
crow flies.*° 

While Johnson’s division idled through the hours, McKim held 
religious services. The men, awaiting attack orders, seemed thankful 
for this divine worship. For many it was their last.4° Not until after 
6:00 p.M., when Meade was stripping his right of troops to support 
his left and center, did Ewell order Johnson’s division into motion. 
Not until about seven-forty-five—at best three hours late—had the regi- 
ments worked their way to the eastern face of Culp’s Hill. Most of the 
intervening period had been devoted to Ewell’s artillery preparation, 
which was being wasted against the vacant hillside and empty trenches 
that in the afternoon had housed the Twelfth Corps divisions of 
John W. Geary and Alpheus S. Williams, now off to their left giving 
Meade the margin of security he needed against Hood, McLaws, and 
Anderson. They had moved out about six-thirty, and their old lines 
were vacant by seven. 

Johnson’s artillery was commanded by youthful Major Joseph W. 
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Latimer, who rimmed the crest of Benner’s Hill with guns. The Fed- 
erals replied and the exchange gave the illusion of activity on Lee’s 
left, but the six batteries Ewell had put into position on Benner’s Hill 
were stark targets on the open crest, being shielded by nothing re- 
sembling embankments or lunettes, or any natural protective ridges, 
or the stone fences so common in this Pennsylvania section, and hav- 
ing not even a covering of timber for the gun crews. The Federal 
artillery across the sharp valley of Rock Creek had the security not 
only of the heavy woods and numerous natural citadels, but also of 
stone and log fortifications on which Wadsworth’s and Slocum’s men 
had been laboring incessantly, part of them for more than twenty-four 
hours. 

The result of the exchange was unfortunate for Ewell’s guns. In- 
stead of making a quick assault—which would have complied with 
Lee’s orders and held the Federal infantry in place—he undertook a 
sustained bombardment, allowed the Federal infantry to avoid him, 
and ended with most of his artillery silenced and his gun crews crip- 
pled. Among the mortally wounded was the competent young com- 
mander, Major Latimer, who had been a sophomore at the Virginia 
Military Institute when war broke and was not yet twenty-one when 
he fell. He was hit while withdrawing the guns. By Ewell’s orders, 
one battery was left in its exposed position to cover Johnson’s infantry 
advance. 

Meade, in his anxiety to save his left from Longstreet’s crushing 
blows, had denuded his right recklessly. Culp’s Hill had been gar- 
risoned strongly after the arrival of Slocum’s corps. Wadsworth’s divi- 
sion of the First Corps already was on the summit when Slocum took 
his position in the early morning of July 2. Wadsworth held the left 
of the crest, looking north and west toward Cemetery Hill and Gettys- 
burg. Slocum, whose corps included only two divisions, extended 
Wadsworth’s line on the right. Geary’s division was on Wadsworth’s 
right, curving around with the convex crest of the hill and facing east, 
and Williams’ division was to the right of Geary. Williams’ reached 
along the broken, wooded shoulder of Culp’s Hill, passing in front 
of a spring in a grove near the Henry Spangler homestead, but con- 
tinuing along Rock Creek through the woods to McAllister’s Mill. 
The length of the Twelfth Corps line from its juncture with Wads- 
worth to its termination in a marshland near the mill was slightly less 
than a mile. 

Largely on the insistence of Brigadier General George S. Greene, 
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Geary’s division had devoted the morning and early afternoon to build- 
ing entrenchments, which, when completed, were formidable barri- 
cades of logs, fence rails, cord wood, and rocks. Greene’s brigade of 
upstate New Yorkers was on Geary’s left, joining Wadsworth, which 
proved to be a fortunate coincidence for the Federal army because of 
Greene’s dogged character. Slocum objected strenuously to Meade’s 
order stripping his right wing and baring the entire east face of Culp’s 
Hill to an enemy known to be lurking in heavy force in the woods 
on the other side of Rock Creek, and was able to wring permission 
from Meade to leave a single brigade.‘ The order to move the entire 
Twelfth Corps has commonly been characterized with one word— 
“suicidal.” Having Geary’s division on the march toward him no 
doubt gave Meade comfort while Longstreet was hammering on his 
left, but the division remained unemployed and actually was not 
needed. Two brigades, Candy’s and Kane’s, became confused, 
strolled down the Baltimore pike, moving farther and farther from 
the battlefield, and accomplished nothing except to get lost.4? Wil- 
liams’ division gave Meade valuable help in his repulse of Anderson, 
and Lee’s army would have been well served had he been kept en- 
gaged on Culp’s Hill by Ewell. 

Greene’s brigade, being on Geary’s left and next to Wadsworth, 
naturally was selected to remain behind. For three hours that night 
the fate of the battle and possibly the destiny of the Federal cause 
hung on the stanch shoulders of “Old Pop” Greene, whose sturdiness 
had much to do with saving the hill for the Federals when its loss 
would have been calamitous. 

Pop Greene was in his sixty-third year, probably the oldest North- 
ern fighter on the field after the guerilla John Burns had been hauled 
off to his place of safety. His New York youths, mostly under 
twenty-one, looked on him as an ancient out of the Revolution or the 
War of 1812, though he had not graduated from West Point until 
1823 and was a hardy man who spent most of his time in the saddle. 
He outlived many of these soldiers who had thought a bullet would 
hurry to get him before his normal time ran out; he died in his ninety- 
eighth year and retained the West Point longevity record until early in 
Ihe 2 vig 

Greene was a native of Warwick, Rhode Island. He stood second 
in his class at West Point, where he instructed for a time; after years 
of dull garrison duty in the West, he resigned to build railroads and 
other works, among them the reservoir in Central Park, New York, 
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and the enlarged High Bridge over the Harlem River. On the out- 
break of war, he became colonel of the 60th New York, recruited 
along the St. Lawrence River. 

Greene’s five New York regiments on Culp’s Hill aggregated 1,310, 
of whom 70 were officers. To have stretched them over the Twelfth 
Corps’s old front would have meant a musket every four feet, or a 
line as thin as skirmishers. Greene did extend his front more than 
a fourth of the distance, into the rifle pits that had been dug by 
Kane’s brigade; then he set his men to digging a traverse at the end 
of his line, turning back to his right and facing south. When the thin 
line was manned Greene had a single rank, with no reserve, with only 
about one foot between elbows. The Federals could hear in their 
rear the attack being made on Cemetery Hill by Hays and Avery; 
finally in the rapidly approaching darkness J ohnson’s four brigades, 
Jones and Steuart in front, followed by Nichols and Walker, were seen 
descending the opposite slope and entering the waters of Rock Creek. 
It was 7:45 P.M. 

The creek was waist-deep, but the Confederates held their lines and 
began in the twilight to work their way up the rough, eastern slope of 
Culp’s Hill, which though not so precipitous, resembled Little Round 
Top and had the same importance to Meade’s right as the other em- 
inence had to his left. Culp’s Hill rises above Cemetery Hill which is 
due west and looks down to the southwest on Cemetery Ridge, behind 
which was Meade’s headquarters. Scattered around were the reserve 
artillery and ammunition trains. More important still, the hill com- 
manded the Baltimore pike, Meade’s avenue to Baltimore and Wash- 
ington, which many of his less stalwart soldiers were already employ- 
ing. Possession of Culp’s Hill was essential to Meade’s safety. He 
might lose other positions and still hold his lines, but not Culp’s Hill. 

Steuart, on the Confederate left, kept the 1st North Carolina in 
reserve as a flank guard, then worked up the hill until he struck 
Greene’s line in Kane’s old rifle pits. Darkness was coming on rapidly, 
but the engagement soon grew heated. Because of the dim light the 
lines drew close, and Steuart’s losses became so heavy that he sent 
Lieutenant McKim to bring up his reserve regiment. McKim, using 
the flash of the muskets as a guide, led the Carolinians up the incline 
until he encountered a line of troops 100 yards ahead. They were 
discernible through the thick foliage and fading light only by their gun 
flashes, which seemed to be directed downhill. He had the regiment 
open fire, only to learn an instant later that he was firing on the 3rd 
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North Carolina, Steuart’s right flank regiment.** This anguishing 
mistake delayed but did not unnerve Steuart. 

On Steuart’s right Brigadier General John M. Jones led his Vir- 
ginia brigade, supported by Nicholls’ Louisianans, commanded by 
Colonel J. M. Williams in Nicholls’ absence, against Greene’s left. 
Here for more than two hours the battle raged in the dusk, then the 
darkness, with intense fury. Pop Greene would not be pushed aside. 
He retained his mount, riding back and forth behind his lines through 
the trees and boulders. Four times Jones charged the entrenchments, 
but each time the thin line held, and Jones was forced back to the 
foot of the hill, only to re-form his lines for another assault. 

Greene meantime called for help. One of the closest regiments 
was the 6th Wisconsin, which Wadsworth sent. All day the First 
Corps officers in groups on Culp’s Hill had watched Longstreet’s dis- 
tant assault, and gained the bitter impression that Meade was being 
defeated on his left. About dark they heard the Rebel yell sound sud- 
denly on their right. The desperate nature of the battle there was 
speedily apparent. A staff officer directed Colonel Dawes to take his 
regiment and find Greene. When approached, Old Pop, who in his 
fighting clothes looked more like a farmer than a general, wrote 
his name and brigade on a card in the darkness and handed it to Dawes 
to identify himself. The incident suggests the intensity of the firing. But 
he managed an audible order that put the Wisconsin men behind some 
breastworks which, by a quick descent, they recovered from Confed- 
erates already entering them. Dawes was followed by the 14th Brook- 
lyn, and Greene’s left began to take on strength. 

On his right he was less successful. Steuart’s flank skirmishers 
overran the empty trenches reaching toward McAllister’s Mill, then 
the Marylander again worked his way up the hill to Greene’s imme- 
diate front. He found Greene’s entrenchments to be five feet thick, 
made of earth and heavy logs and protected by abatis. Old Greene 
had built railroads, bridges, canals, and was a specialist on entrench- 
ing, as his works showed. Steuart’s men had been fighting in front 
of them for two hours when, at nine-thirty, by a sudden assault, the 
Ist North Carolina and 1st Maryland regiments burst into the works. 
As Lieutenant Green Martin, Company B, 1st North Carolina, led in 
the storming party, he received a mortal wound.* 

Johnson now had a lodgment on Culp’s Hill and easy access to the 
soft underside of the Federal army. He had part of Greene’s trenches, 
but the traverse protected the Federal flank and prevented it from 
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being turned. In the darkness, or fitful moonlight, neither Steuart 
nor Johnson knew at first of the full prize that was open to their 
taking. Two hundred yards beneath them, in easy musket shot, was 
the Baltimore pike, the jugular vein of Meade’s army. Hancock and 
the entire Cemetery Ridge position could be taken in reverse. Surely 
the ridge could be carried from the rear with any kind of co-operation 
from Hiill’s corps in its front. One factor, and only one, nullified the 
importance of Steuart’s achievement—it came at 9:30 P.M. Even in 
the darkness Johnson might have set off a panic by driving into 
Meade’s reserve ammunition trains and thus notifying the Federal 
army that he was operating in its rear. His troops were ample for the 
purpose. The Stonewall Brigade had scarcely been scratched, Jeb 
Stuart had finally reached the battlefield, and Extra Billy Smith, who 
had diligently completed the restful duty of watching for him on the 
York pike, was now available for battle service. 

Skirmishers from the 1st North Carolina managed to locate the 
Baltimore pike and sent back word to Johnson that it was within 
musket shot.*® Johnson tried to get Smith’s brigade in motion but 
Smith lacked orientation. Darkness paralyzed him and he stopped. 

The two armies settled down to await the coming of daylight. 
Spangler’s Spring gave water to both blue and gray soldiers. Water 
details of both armies exchanged banter as if they were all on a 
school picnic. Nobody wanted to deny anyone water, even if he had 
to be disemboweled with a bayonet the next morning. 

Confederate McKim became quite worked up over the assertion 
that the trenches his chief, Steuart, occupied were those from which 
the Federal troops had been withdrawn. The withdrawal orders, he 
asserted, “came from the men of Steuart’s Brigade, and they were 
delivered at the point of the bayonet.’** The Confederate dead in 
front of the captured works told the correct story. 

Late at night the Twelfth Corps brigades began moving back to 
the right and to their amazement found Confederates in their old 
entrenchments. Kane and Candy came back first from their goose 
chase down the Baltimore pike, and eventually Williams. All they 
could do was lie in the fields north of Power’s Hill, reach up to 
Greene’s right and wait. Ewell was aware that the hard part of the 
battle was still ahead of him. He had lent Extra Billy Smith’s brigade 
of Early’s division to Johnson, and followed it now with the brigades 
of O’Neal and Daniel from Rodes’s division. Clearly something 
would erupt on Culp’s Hill on the morning of July 3. 
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Through the early part of the night Johnson’s soldiers trying to 
sleep on the hill heard the rumbling of artillery on the Baltimore pike, 
the sound receding instead of advancing. They reported it to Ewell, 
and the corps commander for a time expected to wake up the next 
morning and find the Federal army gone. The noise stopped soon 
after midnight.*® Could it have been the beginning of a Federal with- 
drawal? Some of the officers of both armies went to their graves 
believing so. It was, in any event, an unexplained mystery that seemed 
to be a part of one of the dramatic episodes of the battle, enacted by 
the Federal officers while the soldiers slept. 


CHAPTER 
TWENTY 


The Council and the Captain 


1. The Corps Commanders Vote on a Plan 


Sometime about 11:00 p.m. Meade called a council of corps com- 
manders to review the fortunes of the army and recommend the 
course for the next day. 

That he called the council was evidence of his uncertainty. It had 
become almost axiomatic to behind-the-lines observers that councils 
were vacillating, pusillanimous, and pretty certain to come up with 
the wrong decision. 

Lincoln was not impressed with them; neither Lee nor Jackson had 
held them. But in the Army of the Potomac they had become some- 
thing of a fixture and they were not wholly unrelated to the checkered 
nature of that army’s career. Meade’s council, it developed, had pos- 
itive opinions about what should be done, whereas the commanding 
general seemed uncertain. It made bold, concise recommendations 
which Meade accepted. It reversed the old proverb that “councils 
never fight.” 

There is much to suggest that Meade wanted to withdraw to his 
Pipe Creek line on the night of July 2, and the evidence is sufficiently 
cumulative not to be brushed aside lightly. Certainly it is not con- 
clusive, but the contention of some of his own officers that he pre- 
ferred withdrawal is a valid part of the Gettysburg story. He did not 
retreat and he did not at any time issue an order to retreat; conse- 
quently, he is entitled to full credit for staying on the field and slugging 
it out with Lee on the third and decisive day of the battle. But quite 
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naturally he was uncertain about the wisdom of this course, and surely 
there was reason for him to be uncertain. 

The Army of the Potomac had, indeed, been severely handled. The 
First, Eleventh and Third corps had been broken up, and while the 
survivors had been reassembled to an extent, troops that had been so 
thoroughly routed and disorganized are rarely fully serviceable in the 
same battle. The loss of field and company officers had been stagger- 
ing. The Second and Fifth corps had fought hard battles, and they too 
had suffered heavily in loss of men and officers. Meade’s casualties 
for that day alone were around 8,000 killed and wounded, plus an 
indeterminate number of missing. The First and Eleventh corps losses 
on the first day aggregated nearly 9,000 in killed and wounded, and 
thus the army had lost 17,000 plus the missing, which would include 
upward of 5,000 prisoners. That night Meade estimated his combat 
strength at 58,000, based on the reports of his corps commanders.* 
The figure seems approximately correct. It shows how his great army 
was being hacked away. 

Two corps were fresh, the Sixth and Twelfth. The Sixth, with the 
exception of Shaler’s brigade, was concentrated, that night, on the left, 
about the Round Tops, and gave ample protection to that flank. The 
Twelfth was on Meade’s right, poised to undertake the recovery of 
its old Culp’s Hill position on the coming of daylight. 

Butterfield, Meade’s chief of staff, testified before the Committee 
on the Conduct of the War that Meade had ordered him on the morn- 
ing of July 2 to draw up a retreat order and had taken pains to see 
that he was uninterrupted in an upstairs chamber until he could com- 
plete the work. But the conference at which this was to be considered 
was the one rudely broken up by Longstreet’s attack on Sickles. Prior 
to Meade’s hasty departure to the front at the time Longstreet struck, 
Butterfield had completed the withdrawal order and handed it to 
Meade. There was no doubt about this order. John Gibbon read it, 
and checked on the map the towns it mentioned.” But here again, as 
in Meade’s instructions to Pleasanton—to be prepared to cover a 
retreat—_the commanding general was merely taking precautions, as 
any conservative general might under similar circumstances. The 
only thing peculiar about this order was that it was later discovered 
that all the copies had been destroyed. According to Assistant Adju- 
tant General Seth Williams, none could be found among his records, 
and: “it must have been destroyed within a day or two after it was 
prepared.”’* The destruction of this order—by whom none ever knew— 
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was one of the weak points in the long insistence by Meade’s close 
followers that he never had the remotest thought of retiring from 
Gettysburg.* 

Some of Meade’s partisans came to believe that there had never 
been such an order; that Butterfield conjured up the whole notion. Of 
course, Meade did not intend to use the order except in an emergency. 
Even while it was being drafted, he sent Halleck a dispatch at 3:00 
P.M., ending: “If not attacked, and I can get any positive information 
of the position of the enemy which will justify me in so doing, I shall 
attack.”® That did not look as if he were considering a withdrawal. 
But Lincoln in his blessing to Sickles clearly believed that a withdrawal 
that afternoon was under consideration. 

Meade sent another dispatch to Halleck at 8:00 p.M.—while the 
fighting on his right was at its height but before he had lost the Culp’s 
Hill trenches: “I shall remain in my present position tomorrow, but 
am not prepared to say, until better advised on the condition of the 
army, whether my operations will be of an offensive or defensive 
character.”® 

Why did Meade, after sending these two messages to Halleck, then 
call a meeting of his corps commanders to pass judgment on the very 
question of whether he should or should not remain at Gettysburg and 
continue the battle? Meade had been around long enough, of course, 
to know that consistency and achievement do not always work together 
under the same yoke. Did he change his mind abruptly after he lost 
the Culp’s Hill trenches? His actions that evening do not give a clear 
picture of his impulses. One thing was elucidated by Birney: that 
when Meade began the council, he stated that he would be governed 
by the verdict of his corps commanders.’ That in itself was a sur- 
prising acknowledgment for a commanding general locked in a des- 
perate engagement about which he, at headquarters, would be 
presumed to know more than anyone else on the field. 

The main room in the quaint little headquarters house was ten feet 
by twelve, and into this crowded Meade, Butterfield, the wounded 
Warren, Newton (First Corps); Hancock and Gibbon (Second) ; Bir- 
ney (Third); Sykes (Fifth); Sedgwick (Sixth); Howard (Eleventh) ; 
and Slocum and Williams (Twelfth). Adjutants and couriers hovered 
outside. Meade seemed to look on Williams as an uninvited guest at 
a wedding, and the men of “Pap” Williams’ division learned of this 
and described it as “droll,”’ apparently believing Williams capable 
of advising God himself in a pinch; but Slocum thought he was still 
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commanding the right wing and brought along Williams as commander 
of the Twelfth Corps, though Meade had not understood it that way 
and thought Slocum’s wing assignment had ended. Pleasanton was 
not there, being engaged, as he explained, in making arrangements for 
the army’s withdrawal, a task that held him until midnight.° 

A rickety bed stood in one corner and a cheap pine table in the 
center, and thus, with candles providing the only light, the council 
began talking. The generals leaned against the walls, some lolled on 
the shaky bed, some sat on the floor, and all were composed. They 
were “as modest and unpretentious as their surroundings,” and “as 
calm, mild-mannered and as free from flurry or excitement as a board 
of commissioners met to discuss a street improvement,” according to 
the report Williams carried back.1° There was a wide range in the 
capacity of these officers of fairly equal rank, as would be the case in 
any army, but Meade must have known that the opinions of Hancock, 
Sedgwick, Slocum, and Newton would have a broader base and be 
more closely reasoned than those of Sykes, or Howard, or some of 
the others. | 

Unfortunately, no actual minutes were kept. Butterfield recorded 
the votes on a yellow slip which years later was found among Meade’s 
personal papers, and by this tally sheet it is known that every corps 
commander voted in favor of remaining on the field.‘ The votes 
were taken in writing and the most succinct statement was that of 
Slocum: “Stay and fight it out.” Prior to the vote, much talk dwelt 
on the possibility of Lee’s undertaking a flank movement to Meade’s 
left—the plan Longstreet had proposed. Newton, who was looked on 
by many as the best engineer and one of the best infantry commanders 
in the army, anticipated the flank movement and also saw faults in the 
details of the line which ought to be corrected; but he voted against 
withdrawal. Gibbon quoted him as saying, “This is no place to fight 
a battle in.”!” 

All the time Meade expressed no opinions and made few comments 
of any nature.‘* Warren was asleep in a corner, said nothing, and 
apparently heard nothing. Hancock’s views coincided with Slocum’s. 
In the discussion, he said the Army of the Potomac already had re- 
treated too much. 

When Meade announced his decision after the voting, different 
generals heard him say different things. Gibbon heard him say, “Such 
then is the decision.” Slocum, whose integrity none could doubt, 
heard him say: “Well, gentlemen, the question is settled; we will re- 
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main here, but I wish to say I consider this no place to fight a battle.”!4 

Doubleday was not present but was so close to Butterfield that the 
source of his information is not to be doubted, and he was positive in 
his assertion: “There can be no question that, at the council referred 
to, General Meade did desire to retreat.”’* Doubleday presented some 
attractive reasons why this would not have been bad judgment; he 
felt that the enemy was weak on ammunition, was too far from base, 
and was too exhausted to pursue; that the Army of the Potomac could 
be refitted where Lee could not; and that it would be the safer course 
not to risk a complete defeat by remaining on the field, when with- 
drawal might win the campaign even if it lost the battle. 

Birney, as he rode back from the council, told his adjutant, Major 
J. B. Fassitt, that Meade had said Gettysburg was no place to fight 
in.‘° Unhappily, one of the methods followed in this and the Sickles 
controversy was to impeach the character of some of those who ques- 
tioned the full measure of Meade’s discernment. The whole matter 
might have been kept minor except that such a controversy makes 
good newspaper copy. When the question of whether Meade did or 
did not want to leave Gettysburg got into the press, Meade’s son and 
aide circulated among the generals who had been at the council and 
found that most of them had not heard Meade express dissatisfaction 
with the battlefield. The wording of the younger Meade’s question 
was either not penetrating enough or too penetrating: he said the 
commanding general (Meade) desired a short statement “giving your 
recollection of what transpired at the council,” and mentioning 
“whether he at any time insisted on a withdrawal of the army from 
before Gettysburg.”!* The word “insisted” was of course out of place. 
Nobody ever contended that Meade “insisted” on a withdrawal. Had 
he done so, the army most certainly would have been withdrawn, for 
he commanded. 

Hancock refused to make any statement to such a query. He had 
appeared before the Committee on the Conduct of the War, and al- 
though he had said nothing there about the withdrawal issue, he 
declined to elaborate on his testimony. He held himself aloof from 
all these petty controversies. No answer was received from Slocum. 
Those who thought Meade had wanted to withdraw, or had been toy- 
ing with the notion, included Slocum, Birney, Pleasanton, Butterfield, 
Doubleday, and, respecting the afternoon conference, Sickles. So 
many high-ranking officers manifestly would not have been engaged 
in a cabal against Meade’s reputation. Those who had not heard him 
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express dissatisfaction included Sedgwick, Newton, Sykes, Williams, 
Gibbon, and Howard. 

The issue had some bearing on how close the Federal army was to 
retreating on the night of July 2; irrespective of Doubleday’s argu- 
ment, retreat would have lost the battle and possibly the war. There 
are, however, other interesting aspects. Meade decided to stay, but 
was it altogether, or even mainly, because of the vote of his corps 
commanders? 

The controversy, the lack of minutes of the council, and the un- 
certainty about what was said, even by the commanding general, left 
open to question the exact nature of what went on behind Meade’s 
lines during the middle hours of the night of July 2, when Ewell’s 
scouts heard the receding rumble of artillery wheels and Pleasanton 
was so busy making withdrawal arrangements that he could not attend 
the council. The suggestion believed by many in the South that 
Meade was actually beginning a withdrawal has been a subject of 
interesting speculation. According to this belief, or deduction, it was 
not the council of war that kept him on the field, but a minor incident 
which had occurred that afternoon on the other side of the mountains. 


2. Lee’s Letters Are Found in the Mailbag 


Captain Ulric Dahlgren had a roving Federal cavalry squadron, which 
on July 2 he took across South Mountain at the Monterey Pass, led 
through Waynesboro, and halted at Greencastle, where he was greeted 
much as if he were a conqueror, to the gratification of his pride and 
vanity. 

He had just reached the age of twenty. His father, Admiral John 
Adolf Dahlgren, after whom the big, bottle-shaped, smooth-bore naval 
guns were named, was one of Lincoln’s close confidants, whom the 
President, with his tinkering and inventive instincts, delighted to visit. 
Ulric was well acquainted with all the great figures of Washington 
whom the President brought to Admiral Dahlgren’s house, stopping 
on visits to the Navy Yard, and probably could have had any type 
of military career he desired. But he had entered the dashing cavalry 
arm and was serving as a foot-loose patrol of Kilpatrick’s division 
around Gettysburg. 

Young Dahlgren was about to engage in an exploit that would fas- 
cinate the army and the capital, enliven the newspaper columns, win 
him a jump promotion over two grades, from captain to colonel, and 
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ultimately lead to his death in circumstances that left him one of the 
figures in the Federal Army most odious to the South. 

The sight of Dahlgren’s blue column, in the rear of Lee’s army, 
aroused the citizens who had watched so long the passing of the 
Southern host. The entire Greencastle population was brought to the 
streets. Dahlgren, accepting their cheers for a time, ordered them 
back into their houses and restored the town to a normal appearance. 
Then he hid his troopers around the corners of the public square, 
making ready to intercept any communications on that afternoon be- 
tween Lee’s army and the Confederate capital, for he was on the main 
route. With the trap set, he climbed to the belfry of the Dutch Re- 
formed Church and surveyed the surrounding country with his glasses. 

Sure enough, a Confederate cavalry company was approaching 
from the south. It was not well led and came into town blindly, with- 
out even outriders or an advance party. Jeb Stuart had contributed 
so much already to Lee’s discomfiture that it seems superfluous to 
mention other instances. But if Stuart had been on hand properly 
discharging his duties, one of which was to protect the army’s com- 
munications, Lee’s rear would not have been exposed to the molesta- 
tion of such small Federal bodies as Dahlgren’s. Robertson, Jones, 
and Imboden were supposed to be watching, but their forces were 
limited and Stuart’s vigorous leadership was lacking. 

As the Confederate troop came into the square, Dahlgren’s men 
dashed out suddenly with a shrill yell, fired their pistols, and, more by 
the impetuosity of their assault than by their numbers, threw the 
Southern column into disorder and flight.18 The prisoners included 3 
officers and 14 men. 

Then Dahlgren discovered what a treasure of intelligence he had 
captured. The detachment was bringing up the official Richmond 
mail addressed to General Lee, and even a cursory examination dis- 
closed to the Federal cavalry captain its significance. Dahlgren set 
out at once for Meade’s headquarters, about thirty-five miles away. 
So concerned was he lest he encounter another body of Confederates 
and have his packet wrested from him, on leaving Waynesboro, he 
split his command and had part of the men form a barricade on the 
eastern hill by piling wagons and farm equipment across the road- 
way. He crossed again over Monterey Pass, moved by Emmitsburg, 
and finally handed the Confederate mailbag to Meade’s chief of staff, 
General Butterfield. Butterfield read the letters and went at once to 
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Meade. The hour is uncertain, but it must have been near midnight. 

The correspondence showed that Lee’s force on Seminary Hill was 
the full load of the invasion. 

Lee would not receive the reinforcements of Corse’s, Jenkins’, or 
Cooke’s brigades. He would have to detach men from his own army 
to keep his communications open. Beauregard would not establish a 
second front in Virginia threatening Washington. This highly im- 
portant phase of Lee’s planning—the assembly of an actual army, or 
“an army in effigy,” at Culpeper, to menace the Federal capital from 
the south while Lee was on its flank in Pennsylvania—had collapsed. 

All this was clear from the correspondence. Meade need not worry 
about any sudden foray on Washington, or the arrival of reinforce- 
ments for Lee, or operations against his own rear, or anything except 
the embattled Confederate army in his immediate front. The reading 
of these dispatches bolstered Meade’s confidence; if, as some have 
felt, it had been as limp as a wisp of smoke, it quickly came as stiff 
as a gun barrel. 

Lee’s recommendation had been given rather cavalier treatment in 
Richmond. The captured correspondence, soon published in the 
Northern press, showed that Jefferson Davis had not been diligent to 
create an army at Culpeper. Though Lee had proposed it in his letter 
of June 23, Davis had never heard of the idea when Adjutant General 
Cooper went to discuss it with him on the night of June 28. The 
government was behind with its correspondence. Instead of threaten- 
ing Washington, Davis was fearful about Richmond with Lee away. 

All that the Richmond authorities would have had to do was pull 
together the brigades and regiments scattered through Virginia and 
the Carolinas. But they did not recognize what Lee had emphasized: 
that every man who could be spared had to be thrown into this great 
invasion effort. A New York Herald story dated July 3 told that a 
member of Longstreet’s staft had been captured heading south, on his 
way, he said, to Culpeper, “to ascertain what had become of Beau- 
regard’s army.” It merely had never been born. 

Colonel Edward A. Palfrey, of New Orleans, claimed to have ob- 
tained, second-hand of course, Dahlgren’s own account of what had 
happened respecting the dispatches. In summary: when Dahlgren 
Saw their importance, he rode to Meade’s headquarters, arriving 
Shortly after midnight, and found Meade consulting with his corps 
commanders. Meade, according to this verson, had already resolved 
to withdraw to Pipe Creek, but a perusal of the captured dispatches 
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caused him to change his plans abruptly. The artillery was ordered 
back into position. Palfrey found his own conclusions verified to 
some extent, or to his own satisfaction, by the unusual preferment 
given young Dahlgren by Lincoln and Stanton.’ It appeared they 
thought he had performed an unusual service indeed. It is a fair 
speculation—but only a speculation—that young Dahlgren told Lincoln 
and Stanton how he delivered the captured dispatches just in time 
to hold Meade on the battlefield; and that Lincoln’s response, as in 
the instance of Sickles, was an impulsive “God-bless-you-for-it” atti- 
tude. The only solid fact is that Captain Dahlgren became Colonel 
Dahlgren almost on the spot. 

The bounty of fortune and glare of fame were strong stimulants 
for the young man, whose story should be completed. In the follow- 
ing March Colonel Dahlgren, still not twenty-one, led part of a 
cavalry attack on Richmond. Next morning William Littlepage, thir- 
teen, saw a “dead Yankee” in the ditch and searched for a watch, but 
all he found was a cigar case and memorandum box. In the box 
was enough to show it was Dahlgren’s body, together with orders by 
Dahlgren for his men to release the Belle Island prisoners, cross the 
James River to Richmond and “destroy and burn the hateful city, and 
not allow the Rebel leader Davis and his traitorous crew to escape.” 
Another admonition was: “The men must keep together and well in 
hand, and once in the city it must be destroyed, and Jeff Davis and 
Cabinet killed.”?° The orders were a burst of individual braggadocio, 
of course, but they united the South, stiffened the resistance, and 
probably contributed to many Northern casualties. 

About the rumbling of the guns there could be little doubt. Pickets 
in the midst of a deadly battle do not manufacture information and 
then have it verified by other attentive scouts. Steuart’s men reported 
it; Ewell had the account to him verified; Nicholl’s Louisiana brigade 
must have heard it also, because the story was current in New Orleans 
after the war and Palfrey declared there were men in that city who 
would testify to its correctness.”1 

Is it possible they heard Candy trying to get back to Culp’s Hill? 
This wandering brigade that had marched down the Baltimore pike 
never knew where it was going or where it had been. Said Captain 
Joseph A. Moore of the 147th Pennsylvania: 


It seemed to be a night of bewilderment to all, for I have failed to 
discover any two members of the 147th whose views coincided on 
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the route traversed.22 It was a night of slow, tiresome, roundabout 
maneuvering, through fields, over fences, now on the pike; then a 
whispered halt! a rest for a few minutes; the men asleep! Wake up! 
a forward march.... 


But all the while Candy’s men were coming closer to Culp’s Hill and 
the rumbling artillery was moving farther and farther away.** Were 
they Federal guns or phantom guns? Was it the apparition of uncon- 
quered Stonewall rolling his specter caissons over the Pennsylvania 
hills on a long flank march behind the Federal lines? Many great 
battles have had their mysteries. Gettysburg has “The Strange Case 
of the Retiring Artillery.” 


3. The Wandering Cavalryman Returns 


Lee’s headquarters cottage that night was crowded with officers, some 
seeking orders, some greeting friends from other commands, some 
responding to the summons of the commanding general; adjutants 
coming and going; altogether a pack that made passage inside the 
little house difficult. Outside, crowds of soldiers hovered in the neigh- 
borhood, those who liked to gossip about what the army’s next move 
might be, drawn to the headquarters like yokels to a magician’s tent. 

At ten o’clock soldiers were cooking supper along the streets of the 
town, obviously in top spirits as a result of the battle progress that day. 
An unidentified officer summoned to headquarters found it crowded 
with staff officers who had assembled from all parts of the battlefield. 
At eleven o’clock a stir of muffled excitement and suspense passed 
over the crowd as two muddy, fatigued generals, with staffs, dis- 
mounted on the Cashtown pike, walked through the short yard and 
entered the headquarters building. The long-missing J. E. B. Stuart, 
followed by Fitzhugh Lee and Major Henry B. McClellan, Stuart’s 
adjutant, was reporting his arrival to the commanding general. 

Only one account is known to exist of the meeting between Lee 
and Stuart and it is far from satisfactory. It was set down fifty-two 
years after the battle by Brigadier General Thomas T. Munford, who 
was not present but who had the information from Major McClellan. 
Munford, one of Stuart’s colonels in the Gettysburg campaign, wrote 
from Roanoke, Virginia, July 24, 1915, to Mrs. Charles H. Hyde, of 
Lookout Mountain, Tennessee, that McClellan had told him the meet- 
ing was “painful beyond description.”** 

Lee had raised his arm—there was no suggestion that he intended 


THE COUNCIL AND THE CAPTAIN Sift 


to strike Stuart, but more likely, it seemed, in a gesture—and said, 
“General Stuart, where have you been? Not one word from your 
command has been received by me! Where have you been?” 

Stuart, according to McClellan, “wilted.” He told Lee the course 
he had followed and, in what would appear an appeal for mitigation, 
added, “I have brought you 150 wagons and their mule teams.” 

“Yes, general, but they are an impediment to me now! Let me ask 
your help. We will not discuss the matter longer.” 

Lee then gave Stuart directions for his part in the battle of the next 
day, and Stuart left. On the same page of this letter, but in a different 
hand, was a memorandum note that Munford said McClellan had 
quoted one more of Lee’s remarks: “I have not heard a word from 
you for days, and you the eyes and ears of my army.” 

Lee at first reflected wrath, then great tenderness, the notation 
added. 

The account does not fit conveniently into one’s conception of Lee’s 
character, in which self-control was the dominant note. Considering 
the lapse of more than half a century before it was written down, the 
wording cannot be looked on as in any respect exact. Stuart surely 
could not have attached great importance to 150 wagons (the correct 
number was 125) when the army had thousands. Nor would Lee 
have called them an impediment now, however much they may have 
slowed the cavalry earlier. 

Remembering how George Cary Eggleston had observed that Lee 
spoke in crisp, compact, even epigrammatic sentences, one is more 
inclined to accept the conventional story of the meeting, in which Lee, 
when the cavalry commander presented himself, looked at him and 
said, “Well, General Stuart, you are here at last.” 

For those who knew Lee, there could scarcely have been stronger 
censure. 

Stuart had reached Gettysburg without difficulty after Lee’s scout 
had found him. Colonel R. L. T. Beale, of the 9th Virginia Cavalry, 
who attended Dickinson College at Carlisle and knew the territory 
brought down the wagons, the pitiful little exhibit of achievement 
Stuart had to offer. There was not a modicum of what he loved 
most—glory. 

After Stuart had left, Powell Hill reached the headquarters, where 
he went about shaking hands with friends he had not seen since leav- 
ing Virginia. Apparently he was in the best of spirits and showed no 
trace of his illness of the last few days. Battle always exhilarated him. 
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It is not clear, but apparently Hill (of all people!) was receiving 
congratulations on the day’s work. Lee was busy in his office room, 
but Hill’s voice carried to him over the hubbub. The affection of the 
commanding general for his singular subordinate was warm and gen- 
uine, almost fatherly. He attached no blame to Hill for stopping the 
army’s attack when it reached the middle of his corps. 

Lee made his way through the crowd of other officers and clasped 
Hill by the hand. “It is all well, General,” he said. “Everything is 
well.”° 

Then he and Hill walked away from the others—they must have 
gone into the little back room Lee was using for an office—and talked 
together for a quarter of an hour. This was about the nearest Lee 
came to holding a “council of war” that night. Longstreet was sleep- 
ing on his saddle; Ewell was preparing for the bloody battle the next 
morning on Culp’s Hill. 

The unidentified officer whom Lee had summoned commented that 
the general looked well, which may have meant that he was recovering 
from the diarrhea Blackford had found disturbing him earlier in the 
day. The line of people waiting to see Lee must have looked like the 
patients in the office of a popular country doctor on a Saturday morn- 
ing. General Lee was busy with a plan for evacuating the wounded, 
work a competent staff should have discharged smoothly without ever 
bringing it to the commanding general’s notice.?” But he dropped 
everything when Colonel Marshall announced this caller. He thought 
that this man and a Captain Brockenborough were well acquainted 
with the upper Potomac fords and he wanted them to go with General 
Imboden, who was expected to arrive in the morning with his cavalry 
brigade from Chambersburg, and start a convoy of wounded for Vir- 
ginia. Lee’s staff had been remiss even in the most ordinary of secre- 
tarial duties, because Lee had been misinformed and was wasting his 
time with officers who were intimately acquainted with the fords of 
the Rappahannock, not the Potomac. An adjutant might have learned 
this by one or two questions, before showing them in; in fact, a com- 
petent adjutant would have acquainted himself with the purposes of 
most of Lee’s callers. 

When the mistake was discovered, Lee was advised that the expert 
on Potomac fords was a man named Logan, from Winchester, Vir- 
ginia, serving in Rodes’s division. He turned at once to Marshall or 
Taylor—both staff members were with him—and said, “Hunt up Mr. 
Logan and send him to me at once.’”?8 It was then 1:00 A.M. 
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With all this detail, how much attention was Lee actually allowed 
to give to the renewal of the battle on the morrow? He has been 
pictured as morose on the night of July 2, believing he was about to 
be defeated.?® That obviously was not the case. He was mired down 
in office work. 

“He was full of business,” said his caller, “and his strong mind and 
intellectual energies were taxed to their utmost.” This man went on 
to describe the surrounding scene: “The fences all around the head- 
quarters were lined with soldiers who had participated in the struggle 
of the day, relating their experiences. The writer remained with these 
until the morning sun appeared on Friday, July 3.’°° 

That would be the way in such a gregarious, high-spirited army. 
Men about to continue on the next day one of the hardest fights of 
human history would prepare themselves by staying up all night talk- 
ing about it. 


4. The Sleepy Armies Fight to Exhaustion on Culp’s Hill 


Had Ewell possessed prescience, time, and ample men—had Pickett’s, 
a fresh division, been thrown around to Lee’s left, augmented by 
Stuart’s newly arrived cavalry—Ewell might have exploited the breech 
made by Steuart’s brigade in the Federal defenses on Culp’s Hill, 
driven past the Baltimore pike and the Taneytown road, and hit the 
center of the Federal army in its rear. 

The soldiers might pray for an hour of Jackson, who would have 
supplied all the intuitive judgment needed, but even Stonewall would 
have needed some good brigades. As it developed, Ewell’s attack did 
not go past the flank to the mushy Federal rear—which must have 
been sensitive and yielding—but directly against the entrenched line, 
which was as firm as the great boulders amid which it was anchored. 

Ewell possessed none of these prerequisites of prescience, men, and 
time, least of all time. Before he was astir on the morning of July 3, 
Slocum was ahead of him. 

If, on this far flank of the armies, the Southerners were led hesitantly 
by Ewell, they possessed in Johnson one of their most stubborn 
fighters. They were opposed by one of the toughest of the Federals— 
Major General Henry W. Slocum, who would never fight until he had 
to, and then, as the saying went about army favorites, he confused 
himself with a wildcat. 

He had been a colonel at First Manassas and ended the war heading 
two corps as commander of the Army of Georgia, and all the time the 
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men serving under him never lost a stand of colors or a gun. Some 
liked to say it was because Slocum preferred maneuvering to bat- 
tling—even maneuvering to keep out of sight when hard assignments 
were in prospect. The instance of his coolly refusing to answer How- 
ard’s call to come to Gettysburg without orders on July 1 was an 
example. The aggregate of the record, however, was different. 

Slocum, an upstate New Yorker and West Point graduate (he 
roomed with five-year-man Sheridan and yet was an honor student), 
went into the artillery, but while serving at Fort Moultrie he kept his 
active mind occupied by reading law in the office of the eminent 
South Carolina judge, B. C. Presley. In 1857 he left the army and 
hung out his shingle in Syracuse, New York, where he became county 
treasurer and then a state legislator. There was something indepen- 
dent, even perverse, about him. He wore only a mustache in an army 
that decreed whiskers. Being an ardent Republican before the war, 
he became after the war, at a time when almost anybody could be 
elected under the Republican label, a Democrat, because, though he 
had been second in command of Sherman’s “Bummers,” he did not 
like the “scorched-earth policy” the radicals of Congress were apply- 
ing to the defeated South. A hard fighter, he was a magnanimous 
winner; he resigned from the army with the coming of peace, became 
a Brooklyn lawyer, amassed a tidy fortune, and left a more enviable 
record than those generals who, like Grant, were ambitious above 
their talents. 

In arranging his battle plans for July 3, Lee had told Ewell to 
attack on the Federal right as a cover for an assault he was planning 
against the center, but here was where Ewell lacked time. 

Slocum had been up all night making arrangements. Powerful bat- 
teries already had been ranged along Power’s and McAllister’s hills, 
commanding the valley of Rock Creek and the south and east face 
of Culp’s Hill. The Confederate guns, on the other hand, had been 
left far behind. They could not be drawn over the rugged ground, and 
with no cannon Johnson faced the prospect of an uneven battle. 

The summer dawn was showing faintly when Brigadier General John 
W. Geary drew his service pistol and fired a single shot into the air.*? 
It was 3:45 A.M. At once an inferno of artillery fire was turned loose 
on the Confederates rousing themselves in the old Federal trenches 
or lying in groups at the east base of Culp’s Hill. Then the infantry 
brigades of Candy and Kane let out a rapid rifle fire, which McDougall, 
Colgrove, and the Eastern Shore Marylanders under Lockwood, in- 
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cluding the Federal 1st Maryland, quickly joined. Virtually none of 
Slocum’s men had had sleep since reaching Gettysburg, and many of 
them, lying prone on the firing line at this early hour, fell asleep with 


322 HIGH TIDE AT GETTYSBURG 


the battle roaring about them. Company officers had to move along 
the line and prod them. 

“We can see no Rebs to fire at,” complained a private of the 147th 
Pennsylvania. He was told that orders were to keep firing “continually 
and without intermission”*? through the trees in their front, across a 
little field and into the woods beyond. There Johnson’s Confederates 
had been planning to do some attacking themselves, but the initiative 
had been stolen from them. 

Pap Williams, whose division was commanded by Brigadier Gen- 
eral Thomas H. Ruger, a West Point graduate who had come up 
through the command of a Wisconsin regiment, was on Geary’s right 
and quickly shared in this pre-daylight fighting. 

John W. Geary, a huge man, built solidly, whose size did not pre- 
vent him from carrying himself like a soldier, was a Pennsylvanian 
who had already been postmaster of San Francisco, governor of Kan- 
sas, and a colonel in the Mexican War. After the war he would serve 
two terms of governor of Pennsylvania. At times he was given a wide 
berth by many in the army because of his violent temper, which was 
an antisocial characteristic in a man nearly six feet, six inches tall. 

Since Slocum had returned to Culp’s Hill by way of the Baltimore 
pike, he was inside the arc that had been thrown around Culp’s Hill 
by Johnson. Geary had taken position on Greene’s right, and Ruger 
continued the line to Spangler’s Spring. They faced the old Federal 
trenches still held at the coming of daylight by the Southerners. Kane’s 
little brigade numbered about 650. Brigadier General Thomas L. 
Kane had been absent on sick leave for several weeks, but when action 
was promised, he appeared in an ambulance and tried to command 
from his bed. His strength was not sufficient and Colonel George A. 
Cobham, 111th Pennsylvania, who later fell before Atlanta leading 
his regiment at Peach Tree Creek, took the command. 

As a prelude to their infantry attack, the Federal artillery blasted 
the trenches along the southeast shoulder of Culp’s Hill, then Geary 
advanced on Johnson’s right and center while Ruger undertook a 
flanking movement across the marshy ground and small stream that 
flowed from Spangler’s Spring. Scarcely had this attack been beaten 
off when Johnson, in desperate fury because he could not answer the 
destructive Federal artillery fire, responded with an infantry assault 
along his front. The Confederates came on in three close lines. 

“The enemy advanced steadily,” said Captain Moore of the 147th 
Pennsylvania, “and in splendid order, and was certainly under the im- 
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pression that Lee’s hopes depended upon their success.” When their 
columns were less than 100 yards from the Federal position, Geary’s 
long line poured a “deliberate and most deadly fire” into them. Moore 
said it was with “well-aimed precision, such as old veterans alone could 
do.”? The assaulting column was well-nigh destroyed. 

McKim wrote in his diary: 


The men were mowed down with fearful rapidity. . . . It was the 
most fearful fire I ever encountered, and my heart was sickened with 
the sight of so many gallant men sacrificed. The greatest confusion 
ensued—regiments were reduced to companies and everything mixed 
up. It came very near being a rout.’*4 


McKim made another and a revealing entry in his diary: “The storm 
of shot and shell was terrible, yet I went to sleep in the midst of it 
several times.’’° 

On this assault Johnson’s men obtained a clear view by daylight 
of the Baltimore pike, littered with the behind-the-lines debris, loaded 
with wagons and refugees, enlivened by squadrons of cavalry dashing 
about to check stragglers continually trying to escape from the battle- 
field. The sight inspired Johnson to redoubled efforts. 

Captain Joseph Matchett of the 46th Pennsylvania, McDougall’s 
brigade of Ruger’s division, maintained that Johnson had actually 
reached the pike the night before but, fearing a trap, hesitated and 
pulled back. He attributed the apprehension to the intervention of 
providence. “They were made afraid when there was nothing to 
roar. /°° 

Now Ruger’s men in turn assaulted the line of Steuart and Walker. 
Colgrove’s brigade made a bloody, impassioned charge. This attack 
showed how the desperate nature of the fighting caused the soldiers 
of both armies to forget all else, including any sense of time. The 
27th Indiana had begun firing at 3:50 a.m. It helped make the assault 
on the Confederate works and was beaten off with heavy loss. Later 
when officers and men tried to establish the time of the assault, some 
thought it was as early as five and some as late as ten o’clock in the 
morning.*” In the attack the 27th moved with the 2nd Massachusetts. 

“Tt cannot be done. It cannot be done,” said the Hoosier Colonel 
Silas Colgrove, commanding the brigade, muttering to himself, when 
he got the attack order. “But if it can be done,” he added, “the 2nd 
Massachusetts and 27th Indiana can do it.” He questioned sharply 
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the adjutant who brought the order, and when assured it was genuine, 
he declared, “It is murder, but it is an order. Up men, over the works! 
Forward, double-quick!’’§ 

Near the Confederate line the three right companies of the 27th 
seemed to be knocked over together, and a withering volley hit the 
rest of the line. “The air was alive with singing, hissing and zipping 
bullets.” They pressed on, but fell short of their objective and the 
survivors of the two broken regiments had to be recalled. That was 
much the story with regiments of both armies all along the line. 

For seven hours the battle of Culp’s Hill rolled up and down the 
rocky slope, with neither side content to remain on the defensive, and 
both insisting on carrying their attack to the heart of the enemy’s posi- 
tion. Now and again, as the battle would. lull momentarily, Johnson 
would try vainly to catch the sound of Longstreet’s battle, which he 
presumed was raging far off to his right. 

Random bullets flew high through the air, passed over Culp’s Hill 
and sang, almost spent, through Hancock’s ranks on Cemetery Ridge 
about a mile away. On Cemetery Hill the men followed Slocum’s 
fight by the sound of the firing and “almost held their breath in anxi- 
ety.” But Longstreet remained silent in front of them. 

Big Geary charged back and forth along the lines like a bull trying 
to find a gap in a tight fence, while on the opposite side “Clubby” 
Johnson limped about cursing, admonishing, praying. Back in Rich- 
mond, War Clerk Jones had written: “Instead of a sword he goes 
into battle with a stout cane in his hand, with which he belabors any 
skulking miscreant found dodging in the hour of danger.”8® But 
Johnson’s tongue must have been sufficient, though some of the men 
began to call him “Fence Rail” Johnson, which suggested he used his 
big stick as a bar. 

When the battle opened in the morning, the Confederate brigades 
that had been engaged until ten o’clock on the evening before found 
themselves short of ammunition. The 3rd North Carolina had but 
two rounds, and the men hunted about among the dead and wounded 
and temporarily replenished their supply. Steuart sent a staff officer 
and a detail across Rock Creek to the reserve ammunition wagons, 
which were parked a mile and a quarter away, near where Johnson 
had launched his attack. They emptied boxes of cartridges into a 
blanket, swung the blanket on a fence rail, and carried the load over 
the rocks and through the bushes to the front.1° 
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The sun came up, burned off a thin morning mist, and beat down 
with a heat more intense than that given off by the thousands of gun 
blasts and the hot Federal cannon. Nobody on the firing line got a 
minute’s relief in seven hours of intense fury. The battle here was 
without any general movement or form, other than that each side 
fought with the desperate determination to exterminate the other or 
drive him from the slopes of the hill. 

Major Henry Kyd Douglas, concerned that Extra Billy Smith 
might not get his brigade up in the proper place, had galloped back 
at 5:00 a.m. and helped the old politician. Smith was “cool and 
deliberate—too much so, just then,”*! but he put his men into line. 
Ewell, in compliance with Lee’s orders, although without effort to 
co-ordinate his movement with any Longstreet might be making, 
ordered a final attack all along Johnson’s line. Daniel brought his 
shredded brigade up from Rodes’s line to support Steuart and both he 
and Steuart, looking at the forbidding hill in front of them, deplored 
the attack order. The line Steuart would have to assail was that of 
the traverse trench running almost at right angles to his own line. 
Behind this was a sort of ravelin giving the Federals two parallel 
entrenched lines, each heavily manned. Steuart remonstrated, but 
when the time came he jumped from the trenches with his men, formed 
a line of battle on the other side, ordered bayonets fixed, and, drawing 
his sword, charged up the hill at the head of his brigade. The brigade 
was checked on a flank but reached to within twenty or thirty paces 
of the Federal entrenchments before being beaten back. By this time 
Culp’s Hill was being called by the Confederates the “Hill of Death.” 

“That last charge on the third day was a cruel thing for the Third,” 
said Colonel S. D. Thurston, of the 3rd North Carolina.*? At the end 
of the fight it had 77 muskets out of 300, a loss of almost 75 per cent. 

When time came for a withdrawal, Johnson’s men were not pursued. 
The firing seemed to stop by mutual agreement. Both armies were 
exhausted. It was 11:00 a.m. Johnson retired slowly to the foot of 
the hill, then formed a new line along the west bank of Rock Creek, 
which he held for the remainder of the day. Slocum did not undertake 
to dislodge him. 

When the results were reviewed, it was recognized that Culp’s Hill 
had been the scene of some of the most determined, sanguinary fight- 
ing of the war. Geary always thought that the main battle of Gettys- 
burg was won by Meade’s army on Culp’s Hill. 


326 HIGH TIDE AT GETTYSBURG : 
| 


Kane’s brigade found 500 dead Confederates in its front. Some- | 
where among them was a squat little man, Wesley Culp, a private in | 
Company B, 2nd Virginia, of the Stonewall Brigade. He was twenty- | 
four and because he was only five feet tall, Colonel Douglas had had 
a special gun made for him.** Where he fell he could look at the 
house where he was born. Like Henry Wentz, he had gone to Vir- 


ginia to sell Gettysburg carriages and Southern eyes made him stay. | 


CHAPTER 
TWENTY-ONE 


Pickett, Pettigrew, and Trimble 


1. Arrival of the Virginians 


At two o’clock on the morning of July 2 the long roll sounding in the 
Chambersburg streets aroused Pickett’s men, and well before dawn 
they were on the road—dusty that morning—marching toward the bat- 
tlefield with which their name will forever be associated. 

The division was the smallest in Lee’s army because the two veteran 
brigades of “tough old bull-terrier” Montgomery D. Corse and 
“ardent” Micah Jenkins‘ had been left to defend Richmond—tempor- 
arily, by Lee’s intentions. Had Pickett received his missing brigades, 
his division would have numbered about 8,000, instead of less than 
4,800 at Gettysburg,’ and the difference might have been decisive. 

Pickett had been busy in Chambersburg while awaiting the coming 
of Imboden’s cavalry to relieve him as the rear guard for Lee’s army. 
All liquor had been kept under lock in the courthouse. He had 
destroyed the railroad and railroad shops, depots, and all public 
machinery, though he had reluctantly followed Lee’s orders respecting 
private property. Now that most things made of iron had been twisted, 
rolling stock flattened, turntables burned, the last cattle rounded up, 
and the country cleaned of provisions, he regarded his duty done and 
his rear-guard service ended. He was happy, as he passed the ruins 
of Thaddeus Stevens’ Caledonia Iron Works, to see that Early had 
made a delay there unnecessary. 

Pickett’s division, after the detachment of Jenkins’ Georgia Brigade, 
was all-Virginian. As it took up the march, Garnett headed the col- 
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umn. Brigadier General Richard Brooke Garnett, forty-four years 
old, was a somewhat pathetic figure for whom keen sympathy existed 
in Lee’s army. A West Point graduate who had remained in the old 
Federal service, he was, under the Confederacy, an officer about whom 
one of Jackson’s most embittered personal battles had centered; the 
unforgiving Stonewall had pursued it almost to the point of perse- 
cution. 

Garnett was an able soldier, the son of an Essex County plantation 
owner, whose devoted twin brother had given his life in nursing suf- 
ferers in the yellow-fever epidemic in Norfolk in 1855.* Richard was 
of the same selfless and courageous mold, but too easy in his attitude 
to suit his zealous commander. Garnett had first incurred Jackson’s 
displeasure in the mid-winter Romney campaign of early 1862, on 
which Jackson pressed his poorly clad men so mercilessly through the 
snow that the discipline of Loring’s division broke down, a storm of 
public criticism was aroused, and in the charges and recriminations, 
Jackson submitted his resignation, which he withdrew only after the 
intercession of Governor Letcher. Garnett commanded the Stonewall 
Brigade in the campaign and had his brush with Jackson when he 
rested his cold and hungry men as they toiled over the mountains. 
Jackson rode up, demanded the reason for the delay, and reprimanded 
him curtly.° 

This should have been warning to Garnett that Jackson would 
expect the ultimate with scant thought of the men as long as they had 
an ounce of strength left to give for the cause. At the battle of Kerns- 
town, where Jackson had not imparted his plans to his subordinates, 
Garnett fought with great bravery and ordered a retreat only when 
the line was broken elsewhere by a superior Federal force. His officers 
thought the withdrawal justified, but Stonewall was enraged and be- 
lieved it lost the field for him. He was unsparing thereafter in his 
efforts to keep Garnett out of any command in the Confederate service. 
He relieved the brigadier general and preferred charges. The case 
dragged on for months, much to Garnett’s distress, because Jackson 
never was in one place long enough for a court-martial to convene.® 
Finally Lee, short of trained officers as usual, assigned Garnett to 
Pickett’s brigade for the Sharpsburg campaign, after Pickett had been 
wounded at Gaines’ Mill, and the charges against him were pigeon- 
holed in the light of his unfailing diligence. 

But his spirit had been crushed by the reproaches of his severe 
commander and stirred by a deep sense of injustice, and he believed 


PICKETT, PETTIGREW, AND TRIMBLE 329 


Jackson guilty of deliberate falsehoods. When Pickett became a major 
general in September 1862, Garnett retained the brigade permanently 
as a part of Pickett’s division. 

Garnett’s charitable nature was disclosed when he grieved over 
Jackson’s death and marched as a sincere mourner in the procession 
of generals who followed the great leader to his grave, but Pickett’s 
widow and biographer felt that “the sensitive mind of the brave gen- 
eral . . . never recovered from what he regarded as a stigma upon 
his military career.”” That was the reason, she felt, and probably 
Pickett had the same belief, why Garnett insisted on leading the bri- 
gade at Gettysburg at a time when he was scarcely strong enough, 
after a debilitating illness, to sit on his horse. Nothing in his animated 
conduct suggested his physical weakness. He gave his orders with 
vigor and rode the lines with apparent enthusiasm. The only hint 
was that he wore his heavy blue overcoat® on the hot summer day. 

Walter Harrison, inspector general of Pickett’s division, thought 
that Garnett’s whole purpose was to expose himself, even unnecessar- 
ily, “to wipe out effectively, by some great distinction in action, what 
he felt was an unmerited slur on his military reputation.”® Eppa Hun- 
ton said of him simply, “He was one of the noblest and bravest men 
I ever knew.”?° 

Armistead’s brigade followed Garnett. Probably no officer in the 
army was more spirited and none possessed a more martial family 
background than Brigadier General Lewis A. Armistead. Like Wil- 
cox, who was a career soldier of comparable rank out of the old army, 
he was somewhat above the average age of Lee’s brigadier generals. 
But this, as in Wilcox’s case, appeared due to chance instead of any 
reluctance by superiors to trust him. In this army of extraordinarily 
able brigade commanders, Armistead, by his courage, experience, and 
good judgment, would have stood in nearly everyone’s top group. 

Armistead’s family had left its name on some of the peaks of Amer- 
ican history. His uncle, Major George Armistead, had commanded 
Fort McHenry and kept the flag flying in Baltimore harbor during 
the attack by the British fleet September 13-14, 1814, which inspired 
Francis Scott Key to write “The Star-Spangled Banner.” His grand- 
father had served under Washington. His father, Captain Walter 
Keith Armistead, an army engineer who had graduated in the second 
Class at West Point, had laid out the defenses of Norfolk, Virginia, in 
the War of 1812. The gallant defense of Norfolk and the American 
victory in beating off a formidable British expedition headed by Major 
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General Sir Sidney Beckwith, June 1, 1813, had heartened the country 
at one of the most depressed moments of its history. 

The Armistead family was from New Market, Virginia. Though 
Lewis was born in New Bern, North Carolina, he entered West Point 
from Virginia, and would have been graduated in 1838 had he not 
been expelled in his junior year because he wielded a plate effectively 
against Jubal Early’s head. Early’s scalp was merely cracked and 
there would be no basis for any supposition that this might have per- 
manently affected Early’s military judgment; nor did it retard Armis- 
tead’s career, for, despite his ejection, he went in the service with a 
commission. His father had become the army’s chief engineer and a 
brevet brigadier general, and was closely associated in the Florida 
wars with blunt old Zachary Taylor under whom Lewis became a 
second lieutenant in the 6th Infantry in 1839. 

Young Armistead showed unusual bravery in the Mexican War and 
won repeated citations and brevets. He was on garrison duty with 
his good friend Hancock at Los Angeles when war came in 1861, but 
when the decision had to be made, he crossed the continent with Al- 
bert Sidney Johnston and cast his fortunes with Virginia. 

Third in the column was the brigade of handsome James Lawson 
Kemper, thirty-nine years old. His only military experience had been 
as a volunteer captain in Mexico, though he reached Taylor’s army 
too late for the battle of Buena Vista. He had graduated from Wash- 
ington College (now Washington and Lee) at Lexington, Virginia, 
and studied law in Charleston; had turned to a legislative and legal 
career, served ten years in the Virginia House of Delegates, and for 
a term was Speaker. He volunteered on the outbreak of the war, 
commanded the 7th Virginia at First Manassas, served in turn under 
Early, Longstreet, and A. P. Hill, and finally was assigned under 
Pickett. 

Some of Pickett’s men had been stationed beyond Chambersburg 
and a march of about thirty miles was ahead of them, but they left 
the town with loud shouts and with “more spirit and élan” than their 
leader had ever before observed in them.!2 The hot July sun burned 
their faces as they marched over the mountain. At Cashtown they 
heard the “sullen booming” and learned, in the staccato language of 
a behind-the-lines quartermaster, that the army had: “. . . been 
fighting for two days—driving the Yankees all the time—got 6,000 pris- 
oners already—hurrah for Lee! . . .”48 Soon they passed “acres of 
bluecoat prisoners” in a field and came upon a beautiful, “splendidly 
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caparisoned black charger” which had been General Reynolds’ mount. 
Within four miles of the battlefield in the late afternoon the division 
bivouacked, and the men “fell asleep to the lullaby of deep reverbera- 
tions from the battle front.”* 

Pickett had ridden ahead to report to Longstreet. Being punctilious 
about the formalities, he did not go to Lee, but sent Harrison, his 
inspector general, to advise the commanding general of his presence 
and the proximity of his troops. Harrison reached Lee on Seminary 
Ridge while he was watching Anderson’s brigades going into action. 
It was probably about 7:00 p.m. He told Lee that Pickett had 
marched twenty miles that day but with two hours’ rest would be 
ready for use on any part of the field. Lee apparently was sanguine 
about the progress of the battle. At about that time Longstreet had 
signaled to him: “We are doing well.”’*° 

“Tell General Pickett,” he said, “I shall not want him this evening; 
to let his men rest, and I will send him word when I want them.’ 


2. Lincoln’s Protégé is Longstreet’s Favorite 


The drum roll sounded at 3:00 A.M. on the morning of July 3, and 
in the predawn blackness Pickett held a conference with his three brig- 
adier generals—a “heart to heart powwow,” he called it.1”7 Pickett had 
not been apprised of the battle plans and the “powwow” turned out 
to be more frolicsome than somber. “Old Man Armistead,” who was 
all of forty-six, and a widower like Pickett, though not a suitor, took 
a ring from his little finger, handed it to the love-smitten division com- 
mander, and said, “Give this little token, George, please, to her of the 
sunset eyes.” In writing about it to his sweetheart, Pickett gushed 
with sentiment: “Dear old Lewis—dear old ‘Lo’ as Magruder always 
called him, being short for Lothario.” 

Whiskered, thoroughly military, ripened in middle age, Lewis was 
anything but a blade. Pickett, however, was in the clouds with 
thoughts of “My Sallie,” the beautiful young LaSalle Corbell, whom 
he would marry after the Gettysburg campaign, and he must have 
looked on all the world as lovers. Longstreet, in after years, in his 
life long diligence to protect Pickett, told of his subordinate’s devo- 
tion to the military profession, “tolerating no rival near the throne,” 
except for the “beautiful, charming and talented lady”! he was court- 
ing. 

Sorrel was not certain but that the lady held the scepter and mili- 
tary duty sat on the footstool, remembering how Pickett, while at 
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Suffolk, would steal off to see her without leave, asking him to cover 
up with Old Peter in case of difficulty. Sorrel was fearful an emerg- 
ency, or movement of the corps, might occur while the general was 
A.W.O.L., but Pickett’s need to go was desperate. 

Typically Sorrel would say, when Pickett came to him, “No, you 
must go to the Lieutenant General.” 

“But he is tired of it and will refuse; and I must go, I must see her. 
I swear, Sorrel, I'll be back before anything can happen in the morn- 
ing.”’19 

Sorrell would not allow himself to be persuaded, but Pickett went 
nevertheless. 

“Nothing could hold him back from that pursuit,” according to 
Sorrel, who added, “I don’t think his division benefited by such carpet- 
knight doings in the field.”?° 

Pickett said he would take Armistead’s ring to John Tyler, the 
Richmond jeweler, and have it made into a breastpin, “set around with 
rubies and diamonds and emeralds,” with Sallie as the pearl. As they 
parted, Pickett grasped Armistead’s hand. “Good luck, old man,” he 
said warmly, as he rode off through the dawn to find Longstreet.?1 

For a time rain threatened northwest of Gettysburg. Clouds and 
mist hung low over the countryside. The order of march to the field 
was Kemper in the lead, followed by Garnett and Armistead, a normal 
rotation for the day which accounted for the assault order that placed 
Kemper and Garnett in the line and Armistead in support. At 7:00 
A.M., the division was strung out behind Seminary Ridge, part of it 
in a field of rye. In front of the men was a long line of artillery, silent 
after the heavy duty of the day before; on the far left the roar of 
Slocum’s artillery and the incessant rattle of musketry were the only 
indications that a battle was in progress. 

The sun burned through the mist and soon the day was hot and 
humid. “Few believed they would be killed,” said David Johnston of 
the 7th Virginia, but an exception was the colonel of that regiment, 
W. Tazwell Patton, known everywhere as one of the courageous, 
tough fighters of the army. He always had a presentiment that he 
would be hit, and he usually was, and his men knew that some day 
the bullet would be final.?? His great-nephew, Lieutenant General 
George S. Patton, Jr., would be outstanding in the Second World War. 

Marching with Armistead was the adjutant of the 9th Virginia, 
James Frank Crocker, of Isle of Wight County, Virginia, through 
whom a nostalgic pathos must have stirred, for he was returning after 
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thirteen years to the scene of his scholastic triumphs at Pennsylvania 
College in Gettysburg. Now he could look out from Seminary Hill on 
the little town with its tree-lined streets, and see the college tower and 
long building ahead of him. Perhaps some of his old professors were 
in its halls. Crocker looked across at the Federal heights and told a 
group of the officers that it would be “another Malvern Hill.” 

Lee’s attack plan was simple—to use Pickett’s fresh division as the 
shock troops in an effort to break the Federal center. The Confeder- 
ate commander had to continue the battle. He could not withdraw | 
after two days of successful fighting. His attacks on Little Round Top 
and Culp’s Hill had caused the Federal army to concentrate on its 
flanks; hence, its weakest point must be its center. The many advan- 
tages gained on July 2 convinced him that victory was possible on 
the third. He was no more inclined to favor Longstreet’s enveloping 
movement around the Federal left than on the first day. The battle 
was joined and he would fight it to a decision on this ground. 

Pickett and Pettigrew would advance on the same line. Pettigrew 
now commanded Heth’s division. Two brigades would be added from 
Pender and two from Anderson. Stuart would be sent to Meade’s rear 
to aggravate and pursue the Federals in case Pickett and Pettigrew 
achieved a break-through. 

At 8:00 a.m. Pickett was summoned by Longstreet to the crest of 
Seminary Ridge, where he found the corps commander in a conver- 
sation, only one degree removed from heated, with General Lee. 
Pickett quoted Longstreet’s words overheard as he came up: 


Great God! Look, General Lee, at the insurmountable difficulty 
between our line and that of the Yankees—the steep hills—the tiers of 
artillery—the fences—the heavy skirmish line. And then we'll have to 
fight their infantry against their batteries. Look at the ground we’ll 
have to charge over, nearly a mile of that open ground there, under 
the rain of their canister and shrapnel.** 


Lee answered in what Pickett described as “his firm, quiet, deter- 
mined voice, “The enemy is there, General Longstreet, and I am 
going to strike him.” 

Longstreet’s approach was rough, but that could not have impaired 
Lee’s judgment. There is wonder that he could have been won to a 
hazardous alignment of his army by Early’s persuasiveness, but re- 
jected Longstreet’s cautioning peremptorily. The reason undoubtedly 
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was that being locked in battle, he would accept no less than a final 
decision. 

Lee, Longstreet and Pickett rode along the line of Pickett’s infantry. 
The men had been ordered to lie prone so as not to attract the atten- 
tion of the enemy signal station clearly seen on Little Round Top, 
and had been told not to cheer. They merely lifted their caps as Lee 
and the others passed. Pickett, at his first opportunity, went off to 
write another letter or add a paragraph to his sweetheart: 


Well, my darling, their fate and that of our beloved Southland will 
be settled ere your glorious brown eyes rest on these scraps of penciled 
paper—your soldier’s last letter, perhaps.”° 


With Lee, Longstreet, Pickett and Armistead in close proximity on 
Seminary Ridge, about to launch an attack, it would have been natural 
for all of them to think back sixteen years to the storming of a citadel 
even more forbidding than the slopes of Cemetery Ridge. 

Engineer officer Lee had provided the plan by which Scott had 
reached Mexico City. As Scott’s army faced the towering fortress of 
Chapultepec, which seemed impregnable, Lieutenant Armistead was 
at the head of the 6th Infantry storming party. He was first to jump 
into the formidable ditch surrounding the castle and among the first 
to fall wounded. Near by was Lieutenant Hancock of the 6th, and 
a few paces behind, carrying the American flag, was Lieutenant Long- 
street, who fell grievously wounded. As the colors dropped they were 
snatched up by Lieutenant George E. Pickett—newly from the acad- 
emy—and carried forward.?* In the words of Longstreet, Pickett “was 
first to scale the parapets” and “was the brave American who unfurled 
our flag over the castle.”?" For raising the Stars and Stripes and also 
the regimental flag of Longstreet’s and his own 8th Infantry over the 
heights that gave the Americans Mexico City, Pickett, a low-ranking 
lieutenant, was brevetted captain. 

Pickett maintained a fairly even level of mediocrity as a general, 
but when he rose it was to unusual heights. “A singular figure in- 
deed!” exclaimed Sorrel, who retained through his life the memory 
of the day when the erect, well-built man of medium height, with a 
neatly fitted uniform and an elegant riding whip, reported to Long- 
street to command a brigade in his division. His appearance, accord- 
ing to Sorrel, was “distinguished and striking.” But what amazed the 
chief of staff was his extraordinary hair. “Long ringlets flowed loosely 
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over his shoulders, trimmed and highly perfumed.” That was not the 
most of it. His beard, likewise curly, was fragrant in the extreme, giv- 
ing out, as Sorrel put it, the “scents of Araby.”** In an army so stingy 
of time that Jackson would not let Garnett feed his men, where sleep 
was rationed scantily, and every moment had to be employed in the 
cause of independence, Pickett found ample leisure for arranging his 
coiffure and primping, as well as for writing his lengthy love letters. 
Still_apparently to Sorrel’s surprise—he made in many respects a 
good brigadier general. 

Pickett had been born in Richmond, Virginia, but owed his army 
career to a foxy Springfield, Illinois, lawyer, Abraham Lincoln, who 
procured his appointment to West Point from Illinois by interceding 
with Representative John Todd Stuart, of the Third Illinois District. 
Lincoln had served with Stuart in the Black Hawk War and had joined 
him as a law partner when, a melancholy, near-destitute young politi- 
cian of twenty-eight years, he had first gone to Springfield. Stuart was 
a first cousin of Mary Todd. 

Another of Lincoln’s close friends was Andrew Johnston, a Spring- 
field lawyer, who later returned to practice in Richmond, Virginia. 
The attachment between Lincoln and Johnston was based on the 
aspiration of both to write poetry. They exchanged their compositions, 
among them being Lincoln’s famous poem of twenty-two verses on 
“A Bear Hunt,” written when he was thirty-seven.” 

Johnston’s nephew, George Edward Pickett, came to Springfield to 
study law under’ his uncle, and Lincoln took a fancy to the frank, 
sensible young man. Pickett, not desiring to excite his uncle’s choler, 
made Lincoln his confidant when he developed an aversion to law- 
books. His cousins, Harry Heth, Basil Duke and John Hunt Mor- 
gan, all of whom became Confederate generals, were talking of West 
Point, and when Pickett imparted to Lincoln his secret ambition to 
go there, the shrewd lawyer soon came up with the appointment from 
Congressman Stuart. 

Thereafter, even in the grip of a deadly war, Pickett always spoke 
reverently of Lincoln,®° and Lincoln used no harsher term about Pick- 
ett than “the rascal.”*? 

Longstreet had met Pickett first at West Point,®* and had been with 
the 8th Infantry when Pickett joined it as a second lieutenant in 1846. 

“In memory I can see him,” wrote Old Peter affectionately thirty- 
five years after Gettysburg, “of medium height, of graceful build, dark, 
glossy hair, worn almost to his shoulders in curly waves, of wonderous 
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pulchritude and magnetic presence... .” His temperament was “open, 
frank and genial,” and never did he by one word blame or censure his 
superior officers.*? 

When Sorrel took orders in an emergency, he could see how the 
corps commander always looked after Pickett “and made us give him 
things very fully; indeed, sometimes stay with him to make sure he 
did not get astray.” That and the perfume caused Sorrel to sum- 
marize: “Such was the man whose name called up the most famous 
and heroic charge, perhaps, in the annals of war.”%4 

But there were pinnacles, as at Chapultepec. His humanitarian 
service was extraordinary among the Northwest Indians, where he 
learned the language and dialects of the tribes, taught them, trans- 
lated for them the Lord’s Prayer and some of the American hymns 
and airs, and became known to the Nootkams and Chinooks as the 
“Great Chief,” all of which indicated that the garrison years—which 
wore down many regular officers and sent some of them to the bottle— 
were not wasted by Pickett. 

In the dispute with Great Britain over San Juan Island in Puget 
Sound, he refused to be budged with his sixty-eight men when threat- 
ened by a British naval force with a thousand, and said to his men 
calmly, “We will make a Bunker Hill of it.”8° War was averted and 
Pickett remained on San Juan until he resigned his commission to go 
with the Confederacy. 

Yet despite Chapultepec and other Mexican engagements, in all of 
which he showed his mettle, and his resolution at San Juan, there 
was in the minds of some a question about Pickett’s personal courage. 
Eppa Hunton rode along the lines at Suffolk with Pickett and his staff, 
past a position exposed to enemy fire, and noticed that Pickett, and 
his staff after him, lay flat against the necks of their horses, which 
amazed the colonel, who considered it showed a very bad example 
for the troops. Hunton, though he knew it was imprudent, rode “bolt 
upright in my saddle,” and wondered about his general.*¢ 


3. Alexander Brings up the Guns 


With staff and orderlies riding the lines, Lee’s party was large enough 
to command the attention of enemy sharpshooters, and occasionally 
the Federal artillery threw a shell at them. Scattered about were the 
dead, wounded, and wreckage of the July 2 battle. The pleading eyes 
of a Federal Zouave, mortally wounded, seemed to beseech Lee’s aid 
and compassion, but he was beyond the help of either the commanding 
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general or physicians working over the field.37 Although the dead 
were being buried, the number was so large that not much progress 
had been made in the early morning. 

West of the Wheat Field Lee and Longstreet encountered General 
Wofford. The morning had advanced considerably, because Wofford 
placed the meeting as “before the artillery opened fire.” He would 
scarcely have done so if it had been some hours before the bombard- 
ment, which opened at one. As they looked over the terrain Wofford 
told Lee he had nearly reached the crest of Cemetery Ridge on July 2. 
Lee asked him if he could go there again. 

“No, General, I think not,’ Wofford replied. 

“Why not?” asked Lee. 

“Because, General, the enemy have had all night to entrench and 
reinforce. I had been pursuing a broken enemy and the situation is 
now very different.” 

Lee rode on without contradicting Wofford; still, he was not dis- 
suaded. His confidence in the striking power of his army was strong. 
He seemed to have special trust in Pickett’s Virginia division. When 
it had passed through Richmond for Drewry’s Bluff in February, 
War Clerk Jones noted in his diary: “General Lee writes that this 
division can beat the army corps of Hooker, supposed to be sent to the 
Peninsula. It has 12,000—an army corps 40,000.”88 Jones may have 
been a little askew with his figures, but probably not about Lee’s reli- 
ance on Pickett’s men. 

Meantime Lieutenant Colonel E. Porter Alexander had received 
orders before daylight to post the artillery to cover an assault, and 
he was busy assembling guns. Dearing’s battalion of artillery had 
come up with Pickett, giving the corps a welcome addition. Long- 
street had placed Alexander in charge of the First Corps artillery 
without notifying Colonel J. B. Walton, commander of the Washing- 
ton Artillery and the ranking artillery officer of the corps. Friction 
was averted until the brooding years after the battle. Now Alexander, 
as Longstreet’s personal representative, labored diligently all morning 
to arrange an impressive artillery line in front of the infantry. He was 
an Officer given to action, and he stirred the artillerists to unusual 
efforts. He put 75 pieces along the First Corps front, the right of the 
line resting on the high ground at the Peach Orchard that had been 
wrested from Sickles, and the left joining the artillery of Hill’s corps, 
which would take part in the bombardment of the Federal center. 

Despite the potentially explosive situation with Colonel Walton, the 
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Washington Artillery was brought up from reserve near the Cashtown 
road and put in the middle of the line. Alexander had all the artillery 
animals that had been taken to the rear for pasture and forage returned 
to the front to move the guns into position and give mobility in the 
impending action. Caissons that had gone to the reserve trains for 
fresh ammunition supplies were brought forward. Guns were drawn 
over from Devil’s Den.?® He borrowed from General Pendleton, chief 
of the army’s artillery, seven 12-pounders of Richardson’s Battalion 
of the Third Corps artillery. He looked over the ground behind the 
lines carefully, found a safe spot for these guns, and put them by as a 
reserve so they would be available to accompany Pickett’s troops on 
the advance. If the other batteries should be disabled or depleted of 
ammunition, here at least would be seven pieces with fresh horses 
and full ammunition chests, ready to support the infantry at the critical 
moment of the battle.*° 

Aware that an army operating so far from its base is never flush 
with ammunition, Alexander restrained the First Corps artillery from 
firing that morning while he looked as best he could into the reserve 
situation. Apparently the ammunition was a matter to which Chief 
of Artillery Pendleton had given little attention, for no inventory had 
been kept as the battle progressed, and Lee unknowingly was just 
about to begin his supreme effort with no certainty that his infantry 
could expect sustained artillery support. 

According to Alexander, each piece carried in its limber and caisson 
between 130 and 150 rounds, including canister, which would be 
useful only to a limited extent in bombarding lines nearly a mile 
away. Artillery at the time of Gettysburg was firing a wide range of 
ammunition, including solid shot, explosive shells and shrapnel of dif- 
ferent types, rifled projectiles, canister, case shot, grape. The rounds 
carried with each piece would be enough for rapid firing for no more 
than an hour and a half. The question that remained was what was 
in the reserve ordnance trains. Alexander calculated that the max- 
imum reserve taken into Pennsylvania was 100 rounds per gun but he 
doubted that the amount exceeded 60 rounds, the practice in the 
Richmond area having been to carry only 50 rounds in reserve per 
gun.** Pendleton gave neither Lee nor Longstreet, on whom Lee im- 
posed the over-all command of the assault, information on the condi- 
tion of the ordnance reserve and such information was vitally impor- 
tant considering that the army had been fighting for two days and 
must have expended a considerable part of its supplies. Lee’s staff 
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must share in the blame for this appalling oversight, but the responsi- 
bility would seem to be more directly chargeable to the chief of 
artillery. 

Alexander’s horror can be imagined when at about eleven o’clock 
all of Hill’s 63 guns began sportive firing at the Bliss barn in their 
front, where skirmishers of both armies had been carrying on desul- 
tory fighting.*? The barn had little tactical value, but when the Fed- 
eral artillery joined in the battle between the skirmishers, Colonel 
Lindsay Walker, commanding Hill’s artillery, replied capriciously, 
with Hill interposing no objection. The artillery combat lasted half 
an hour, the barn was blown to bits, the skirmishers retained pretty 
much their respective positions, and it should have been obvious that 
the Confederate Third Corps management was thinking more about 
letting off steam than conserving powder in order to win a battle. By 
about eleven-thirty this firing died away. The Culp’s Hill engagement 
had ended at eleven, and an expectant silence settled over the two 
long ridges crowded with the hostile armies. 

Pender’s two brigades assigned to participate with Pickett and Pet- 
tigrew were those of Lane and Scales, both composed entirely of 
North Carolina troops. Scales had been wounded on the first day 
and the command had passed to Colonel William L. J. Lowrance, of 
the 38th North Carolina. 

Brigadier General James Henry Lane, twenty-nine years old, filled 
competently the highly difficult role of a Virginian leading North 
Carolina troops. The antipathy between the two states, which was 
usually expressed mildly but seethed on occasions, was a heritage of 
colonial times, when North Carolina planters, possessing no adequate 
seaport north of Wilmington, had been forced to use Norfolk, an 
irritating expedient from which the Carolinians felt they suffered at 
the hands of astute Virginia traders. Though the hostility, ordinarily 
latent, had been largely laid aside in the war, it was being fanned 
into flame at the time of the Gettysburg campaign because of the polit- 
ically inept appointment by President Davis of a Virginian to be Con- 
federate tax collector in North Carolina. 

Lee’s march into Pennsylvania commanded little more attention in 
the North Carolina press than this gaucherie of the Richmond gov- 
ernment. In Raleigh the appointee, the “chief Tithingman,” was 
referred to in no more deferential fashion than “‘a person by the name 
of Bradford,’’4? and when it was made known that a wounded North 
Carolina officer had been rejected, a demand was set up that “foreign 
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mercenaries must be withdrawn from the state.”44 Resolutions were 
adopted, the people were informed that South Carolina or Georgia 
would not submit to such an indignity, and the storm subsided only 
when the appointment was withdrawn. It set the stage for the later 
exchanges between individuals in the two states over phases of the 
third day at Gettysburg. 

But Virginian Lane held the strong affections of a North State 
brigade that was being chaffed by the rest of the army because the 
fire of one of its regiments, the 18th North Carolina, had brought 
down Stonewall Jackson at Chancellorsville. 

The 18th North Carolina carried a heavy burden of sadness for its 
role in this tragedy and grieved in common with all the Confederate 
cause. The regiment made no effort to shift the blame; the only 
explanation was that they had been told to fire at anyone coming 
down the road and did so. 

The temper of the men with whom Lane had to deal could be seen 
from their reaction to a rebuke by A. P. Hill when, half an hour after 
Jackson was wounded, he reproved them for firing at a noise and, 
incidentally, hitting him in the calf of the leg. 

A backwoodsman in Company B, 18th North Carolina, talked back 
to Hill. “Everybody knows,” he said, “that the Yankee army can’t 
run the Light Division and one little general needn’t trysate (fe 

Hill merely limped down the road. 

Stonewall Jackson had given the brigade its greatest tribute after 
the battle at Cedar Run, August 9, 1862, where it had plugged the 
gap when the Stonewall Brigade had fallen back. Jackson had not 
used words. He had ridden to the brigade, then Branch’s, and silently 
removed his cap and dropped it on the ground in front of the men.¢ 

The brigade, known as “the flower of the Cape Fear section,” had 
petitioned after Sharpsburg—where its early commander, Lawrence 
O’Brien Branch, was killed—to have Lane, then colonel of the 28th 
North Carolina, promoted to brigadier general. He was born on a 
Virginia plantation, educated by tutors, and stood second in his class 
at V.M.I.; then studied science three years at the University of Vir- 
ginia and returned to V.M.I. to become assistant professor in the 
departments of mathematics and tactics. He went on to the North 
Carolina Military Institute, where he held the chair of natural philoso- 
phy and military tactics at the outbreak of the war. He became major 
of the 1st North Carolina, of which Daniel Harvey Hill was colonel. 
On reaching Virginia in 1861, Lane conducted the scouting party 
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which encountered the enemy and brought on the battle of Bethel, the 
first of the war. He served thereafter in all the major engagements 
and surrendered with Lee, and thus, possibly alone of all Lee’s of- 
ficers, represented the story of the Confederate army from Bethel to 
Appomattox.*7 

Lane was the senior brigadier general of Pender’s division, and 
took command when Pender fell, but Lee, having a surplus major 
general in Trimble, assigned him to command the brigades of Lane 
and Lowrance (formerly, Scales’s). 

The selection of brigades appears to have been made at random, 
and Lee obviously did not have prudent guidance either from Hill or 
any of his subordinates closely acquainted with the condition of the 
corps. Lane’s brigade was a proper choice. Being on Pender’s right 
flank in the July 1 attack on the Seminary, it had been occupied casu- 
ally by Buford’s cavalry, and had suffered only minor losses. Scales, 
on the other hand, had lost heavily. Not only was the brigade com- 
mander out of the action, but every field officer except one had been 
wounded. Captains were commanding regiments and sergeants com- 
panies. 

Mahone’s brigade of Anderson’s division, and Thomas’ of Pender’s 
division had scarcely been under fire. Posey’s brigade of Anderson’s 
division was comparatively fresh. These brigades might have been 
used to provide the initial impetus to Hill’s attack, along with Lane, 
thus leaving Pettigrew’s division (Heth’s) in support. Rodes, who 
had lent O’Neal and Daniel to Ewell, could help but little. He had 
two brigades in good condition in Ramseur and Doles. But they were 
holding Gettysburg and the line to the right of the town and were 
the reliance against a Federal offensive from Cemetery Hill that might 
threaten to break Lee’s army and isolate Johnson and Early. If they 
were to be used with Pickett, it would be necessary to replace them 
with other troops. 

Longstreet’s two divisions other than Pickett’s, those of Hood and 
McLaws, had carried most of the fighting load of July 2, and were 
reduced to not much more than 50 per cent of their striking power. 
They had lost heavily in officers and were manning thinly the long 
line from the base of Round Top to the Peach Orchard. Any brigade 
that might be withdrawn for concentration with Pickett would leave 
a gap that might be inviting to the Federals whose skirmishers were 
in close contact with the Confederate front. Longstreet’s line ex- 
tended over relatively flat ground quite different from the Federal 
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position on the Round Tops and Cemetery Ridge. It possessed few 
strong defensive features, and if it was to be maintained during the 
thrust at the Federal center, the troops of Law (Hood) and McLaws 
were no more than adequate for the task. Lee seemed to recognize 
this tacitly during his conversation with Wofford, whose brigade re- 
mained in as good condition as any in the two divisions. When he 
left Wofford without giving him any indication that he was expected 
to attack following Pickett, it was obvious that Lee did not expect a 
forward movement by his entire right wing, as has often been con- 
tended. No such movement was ordered and apparently none was 
considered, unless, of course, the center of the Federal army should 
be broken, when such a success would become a signal for a general 
advance all along the line. Longstreet did ride over and tell Law to 
be prepared to follow Pickett, but a threat by the Federal cavalry 
made it imperative that he hold his lines. 

Merritt’s and Farnsworth’s brigades of Kilpatrick’s Federal cavalry 
division appeared in the rear of Law’s Division, Farnsworth having 
passed in full view between Plum Run and the Round Tops at about 
eleven o’clock, and taken position in the open country beyond Round 
Top. Law was compelled to detach Robertson’s brigade to protect 
his exposed flank. It was apparent that a weakening of the Confed- 
erate right would be exploited promptly by a vigilant enemy cavalry. 

Thus it may be seen that Lee had no abundance of unemployed 
troops from which to make selections for his column of assault, but 
Anderson’s two fresh brigades, Mahone and Posey, plus Thomas, 
would have seemed a more logical choice than Pettigrew’s depleted 
division, which two days before had taken merciless punishment when 
it ousted the Iron Brigade from McPherson’s Heights. 

No troops in the army were of stancher material than Pickett’s, 
but the bulk of the commands of Pettigrew and Trimble were inured 
in more recent fighting. Pickett’s division had been on duty around 
Richmond, Petersburg, and in North Carolina—“picnic grounds,” the 
others called these theaters—and had not been engaged at Chancel- 
lorsville. 

Part of Pettigrew’s own brigade likewise was from the “picnic 
grounds,” and had never been with the Army of Northern Virginia; 
part had served in the Peninsular campaign and all had been tested 
and found steadfast on July 1. Pettigrew’s other brigades were 
Archer’s, which had been long with the army and had distinguished 
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itself at Chancellorsville; Brockenborough’s, formerly C. W. Field’s, a 
veteran brigade that had served in A. P. Hill’s division; and Davis’, 
which included veteran regiments. The brigades under Trimble—those 
of Lane and Lowrance—were composed of veterans long a part of the 
Army of Northern Virginia. 

The selection of Pettigrew’s division to deliver the shock of the 
attack alongside Pickett’s fresh troops disturbed Colonel Venable, 
who said “they were terribly mistaken .. . in this planning.’’*8 “They” 
could have referred only to Lee, the nearest the staff officer could 
come to personal criticism of his chief. Continuing, he said the divi- 
sion had suffered more than was reported on the first day and had 
not recuperated. As proof that Davis had gone almost into Gettys- 
burg, he said “Rodes found dead Mississippians on the wooded hill 
just above the town.”*® The division had been sadly battered but it 
did no complaining. Hill might have been expected to protect it, but 
he is not known to have put in any protest. What was needed was not 
a division of different character, but one fresher and with larger 
numbers. 

Colonel Taylor, who was with Lee during the morning discussion 
with Longstreet, said the plan as he understood it was for two divisions 
to make the assault while the remaining divisions moved forward to 
support them.°® This does not answer the vital question of whether 
the supporting divisions were to move forward before or after Pickett, 
Pettigrew, and Trimble had broken the enemy’s line. If before, then 
Lee intended a forward movement of his entire army. At no time did 
he order such an advance. What he ordered was an attack by Pickett 
reinforced by “two divisions of the Third Corps.” 

Taylor did not give the wording of the order he thought Lee in- 
tended, but merely said it was the result of the conference “as under- 
stood by me.” That neither Hill, who was in Lee’s company during the 
assault, nor Longstreet made an effort to advance anything except the 
designated units—Pickett, Pettigrew, and Trimble—is fairly good evi- 
dence that they did not understand that Lee contemplated a broad 
movement of the entire army ahead of the break-through. 


4. Lee Designates the Troops and Objective 


Responsibility for the timing of the attack of July 3 had to be shared 
jointly by Lee and Longstreet because the two were together much 
of the morning. Lee had seen neither Longstreet nor Pickett on the 
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night before, and he had not settled on the attack until he made his 
reconnaissance, though he had stated his general purpose at the time 
Pickett joined him and Longstreet on Seminary Ridge. 

As the hour approached eleven, timing became less consequential 
than careful preparation, for Johnson’s attack and defense on Culp’s 
Hill had petered out and unless Lee initiated a fresh supporting move- 
ment—which he did not contemplate and for which he scarcely had 
the troops—the full responsibility of engaging the Federals would be 
left to the column of Pickett, Pettigrew, and Trimble. So long as the 
attack was not to be co-ordinated with other movements, the hour 
was not of the first significance. Johnson on the far left had been 
unable to await the arrival of Pickett, because the Culp’s Hill battle 
of July 3 was begun not by him, but by Slocum. 

Now that Lee and Longstreet had ridden the lines, they returned to 
a point in front of Pickett’s troops. It was clear that Lee had not 
altered his desire to undertake a massed infantry offensive against 
Meade’s center and he was prepared to issue his attack orders. He 
formally designated the objective and selected the troops that were 
to participate. The objective has always been known as the “clump of 
trees,” though in July 1863 the clump consisted mainly of an um- 
brella-shaped tree, with a few scrub oaks about it and bushes running 
along a stone wall. Two trees, apparently maples not much larger than 
saplings, stood north of the clump; elsewhere the hill was bald. 

Pickett would have the forward role, with Pettigrew, followed by 
Trimble, advancing abreast him on his left, and Wilcox and Perry 
en echelon on his right. Longstreet was still blunt in his objections 
to a frontal assault. He told Lee he had examined the ground on his 
right—his nerve must have been unbounded to have alluded to this 
subject again—and thought the best plan would be to move to the 
Federal left in a wide flanking movement. The record of conversation 
that ensued is Longstreet’s. 

“No,” said General Lee, “I am going to take them where they are 
on Cemetery Hill. I want you to take Pickett’s division and make the 
attack. I will reinforce you by two divisions [Heth’s under Pettigrew 
and Pender’s under Trimble] of the Third Corps.” 

“That will give me fifteen thousand men,” Longstreet responded. 
“I have been a soldier, I may say, from the ranks up to the position 
I now hold. I have been in pretty much all kinds of skirmishes, from 
those of two or three soldiers up to those of an army corps, and I 
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Launching the assault of July 3, 1863. 


think I can safely say there never was a body of fifteen thousand men 
who could make that attack successfully.”*! 

Lee was disturbed, if not angered. As Longstreet described it, he 
“seemed a little impatient at my remarks, so I said nothing more.’’? 
That was the last contact, before the attack, between the commanding 
general and his ranking subordinate. Nothing suggests that Lee ever 
thought of entrusting the attack to other supervision than Longstreet’s, 
though many in later years have wondered why he did not. It would 
have been just as easy for Lee to lend Pickett to Hill as it was to lend 
Pettigrew and Trimble to Longstreet. That he did not evidenced how 
fully he retained confidence in Longstreet’s pre-eminent ability to 
handle a large-scale assault. 

Those capabilities the First Corps commander had demonstrated 
fully on the afternoon of July 2. On the basis of what had transpired 
since the army had reached Gettysburg, could Lee have committed 
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the main attack to Hill or Ewell, or Early or Rodes? He needed Jack- 
son, of course, but it is as well to say he could have used Napoleon, 
Soult, or Ney, or any other military figure out of the past. He had 
to work with the tools at hand. Unquestionably Longstreet, partial 
as he had been from the beginning to the flanking movement, had 
conducted on the afternoon of the second the hardest fighting on the 
field and possibly the hardest of the war, and had been partially suc- 
cessful against vastly superior numbers. There was no reason why 
Lee should doubt his effectiveness, even though it had been necessary 
to overrule him in ordering the frontal assault. The situation on the 
third was not different from what it had been on the second, when 
Longstreet had fought well an action with which he was not sympa- 
thetic. After the battle was joined, his strong competitive instinct— 
the will to win—as well as his devotion to the cause always asserted 
themselves. 

As Lee left Longstreet and Pickett he was heard to say, largely to 
himself, “The attack must succeed.”>? He knew he was staking almost 
everything on it. He rode to an elevated position about the center of 
the Confederate line where he could witness the assault. Correspond- 
ent Ross noted that the entire morning had been devoted to recon- 
naissance and consultation by the top generals. 

Longstreet assumed command over the brigades assigned to him 
from Hill’s corps, though the transaction was little more than nom- 
inal. Pettigrew reported to him, then aligned his troops on Pickett’s 
left. 

Longstreet next told Alexander to find a position from which he 
could readily observe the effect of the Confederate artillery fire on 
the center of the enemy’s line. The signal for the opening of the 
bombardment which Longstreet would order personally, would be two 
shots from fieldpieces of the Washington Artillery fired in quick suc- 
cession, upon which the guns would open all along the line and con- 
verge their fire on the Federal lines running approximately a quarter 
of a mile along Cemetery Ridge from Ziegler’s Grove to the umbrella- 
shaped oak beyond the Codori farm buildings. When Alexander saw 
that the Federal batteries were silenced or crippled, he would advise 
Pickett, who on this notice would launch his assault. Longstreet 
showed Pickett where his troops should rest during the bombardment, 
then rode to the crest of the ridge with him and pointed to the objec- 
tive Lee had designated. 
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“He seemed to appreciate the severity of the contest...” said Long- 
street, “but was quite hopeful of success.’’>4 

Pickett in fact was elated. Alexander went to him just before the 
bombardment and found Pickett “entirely sanguine” about the success 
of the attack and “congratulating himself on the opportunity.”°> He 
had had no recent chance at distinction. 

For a lieutenant general Longstreet was singularly reluctant to 
assume the responsibility for an attack he knew to be inevitable. 
Scarcely to his credit was his effort to impose it on a young subordi- 
nate. Alexander, who had found a good place for observation at the 
left of his artillery line, where a point of woods stood out toward the 
Federal position, was talking with General Wright when he received 
a note from Longstreet. The corps commander said that if the fire did 
not drive off the enemy “or greatly demoralize him so as to make our 
efforts pretty certain,” he would prefer that Pickett not be advised to 
make the assault. Longstreet added that he would rely a great deal 
on Alexander’s judgment.*® 

The lieutenant colonel of artillery had the spunk to repel Long- 
street’s effort to charge him with the final accountability for the major 
movement of the entire battle. Alexander discussed the situation with 
Wright, then wrote Longstreet saying he would be able to judge the 
effect of his fire only by the return fire of the enemy, because the Fed- 
eral infantry was but little exposed and smoke would cloud the field. 
Then he passed the responsibility back to his chief: “If, as I infer from 
your note, there is any alternative to this attack, it should be carefully 
considered before opening our fire, for it will take all the artillery 
ammunition we have to test this one thoroughly, and, if the result 
is unfavorable, we will have none left for another effort.” 

Alexander then gratuitously, and, as some commanders might have 
judged, almost impertinently, affixed his own opinion about the as- 
sault: “And even if this is entirely successful it can only be so at a 
very bloody cost.”°” 

Longstreet replied at once, but still left the decision to Alexander. 
The intention, he asserted, was to advance the infantry if the artillery 
drove the enemy off, or had “other effect such as to warrant us in 
making the attack,” a contingency which he did not explain. Then 
he said that when that moment arrived Alexander should advise Pickett 
“and of course advance such artillery as you can use in aiding the 
attack.’”§ 
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The alert Alexander perceived that Longstreet had again put the 
load of the decision on his shoulders. It was noon or later. “I felt 
it very deeply,” said Alexander, “for the day was rapidly advanc- 
ing .. .” and whatever he was to do had to be done promptly.®® His 
only consolation was General Wright, who on the previous evening 
had stood on the very ground Pickett had as his objective. Wright 
told Alexander that the difficulty was not so much in reaching and 
taking Cemetery Ridge, but in holding it, because the entire Federal 
army was massed in the shape of a horseshoe and could shift troops 
and reinforce points rapidly, which a long attacking line could not. 
Alexander felt partly reassured, because he had heard, from some 
source he did not name, that Lee intended to employ his entire army 
in the assault, and that would mean ample support for the attacking 
column. 

But before replying to Longstreet’s last note, Alexander rode back 
to see Pickett, who was in good spirits and eager to go ahead. When 
Alexander returned, his mind was fully made up that “if the artillery 
opened Pickett must charge.”®° It was one chance or nothing. He 
wrote Longstreet a final note showing the full scope of his own respon- 
sibility, which was no assurance, such as Longstreet seemed to 
demand, that the bombardment would guarantee the success of the 
infantry: 

“General: When our artillery fire is doing its best I shall advise 
General Pickett to advance.” 


CHAPTER 
TWENTY-TWO 


At Fearful Price 


I. “Times Whena... Life Does Not Count” 


The day that had begun with heavy mists in the valleys had retained 
a vaporous, almost steaming hotness, uncomfortable both to the 
long lines of expectant Confederates lying in the woods and rye and of 
Federals beneath the violent sun in the open fields and pastures. 
Though the temperature was recorded at only 87 degrees in the shady 
town, the humidity made it seem like 100 on the rolling meadows. 

White, billowy clouds lay lethargic on the western and northern 
horizons, but the sun beat down with such fury that Meade’s men here 
and there put up their shelter tents for shade. Some thought that 
the battle was over and Lee would withdraw behind the mountains; 
others that he would renew and perhaps intensify his desperate efforts 
to pierce the Federal army. On the Confederate side, where the men 
were cooking bean broth and salt pork, to which they had been forced 
when the battle ended foraging, the conviction was still strong that 
the fight would be pressed relentlessly until they carried the opposite 
heights. 

It was one o’clock. The midday bell would just be ringing on the 
Mississippi plantation, calling in the field hands from laying by the 
cotton. The sweet fragrance of the clematis hung over Tennessee 
verandas. Scant patches of Carolina tobacco were ready for the har- 
vest. Dull, heavy summer lay across the South, where the Alabama 
cattle ruminated beneath the water oaks and the hot mists rose from 
the Georgia swamps. 
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At one o’clock Longstreet, in final capitulation to Lee’s orders, sent 
notice to Colonel Walton to fire the signal guns and at 1:07—timed 
exactly by those who like to record the precise hour of great events— 
a field piece from the Washington Artillery spoke. It seemed to 
silence the hosts scattered about the battlefield, and to give notice 
that something momentous was impending. There were sixty seconds 
more of suspense,’ another gun, and then all in both armies knew it 
was the hour of final decision, for the earth shook and a holocaust 
of flame and shell sprang from the Confederate woods. 

If anyone on the Federal side was surprised about the point along 
the lines where, it was at once apparent, Lee was concentrating his 
fire, it was Meade himself. Meade had told Gibbon after his council 
of war on the night of July 2 that the enemy would attack again on 
July 3 and would strike him at the Federal center.2 But he had not 
held long to that conviction. He was overheard to tell Hancock and 
others, at about 9:00 A.M. on July 3, that he did not think the center 
was the danger spot. The reasons he gave were that the artillery had 
an unobstructed field of fire in his front; that the Confederates were 
not partial to attacks in the center; and that he could reinforce his 
center very rapidly from his wings.* 

Meade anticipated another attack on his left, where he held heavy 
masses of the Fifth and Sixth corps and remnants of the Third. 

On the Federal side, at one o’clock, the generals had just seated 
themselves at Gibbon’s field headquarters for a mess of stewed chicken 
garnished with cucumber pickle.* The top rank of the army was there: 
Hancock, Meade, Newton, Pleasanton, and others. The generals had 
procured cracker boxes and blankets; the staff officers sat on the 
ground. Though it is not related in the graphic accounts written about 
this luncheon, probably the staff ate the backs and wings and more 
pickle than chicken. Then the generals and aides who had finished 
lighted cigars and began to rehash the events of the day before. 
Meade reiterated his view that if the enemy attacked it would be the 
left, and Hancock ventured that it would be the center. 

The answer was not long delayed. A gun spoke from across the 
wide, shallow valley, then another, and suddenly the air above them 
erupted with countless explosions, spreading panic among the lolling 
crowd, sending the generals scurrying to their commands, frightening 
the servants who had spread the meal, and filling the whole region 
with the din of roars, moans, and shrieks—“the voice of the rebel- 
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lion,” young Haskell termed it.’ An orderly who had been serving 
the butter was cut in two. The Federal guns—80 along this immediate 
line, perhaps 200 in all from the Cemetery to Little Round Top— 
answered, and almost before anyone was certain of what had hap- 
pened, the greatest cannonade in the annals of the North American 
continent was upon them. 

Only to the artilleryman Alexander did the volcanic prelude to the 
assault carry a sweet refrain, which provoked a simile: “As suddenly 
as an organ strikes up in church, the grand roar followed from all 
the guns... .” 

Correspondent Samuel Wilkeson of the New York Times, who 
continued his dispatches though his son had been killed in the July 1 
fighting under Barlow, was at Meade’s headquarters, where the Con- 
federate shells burst and screamed “as many as six a second, con- 
stantly two a second,” and “made a very hell of fire that amazed the 
oldest officers.” Horses of the aides and orderlies hitched near by 
plunged about in pitiful panic.® 

After the firing, Wilkeson found sixteen horses dead at the head- 
quarters, still fastened by their halters, and giving the appearance of 
being “wickedly tied up to die painfully.” An ambulance careened 
by at top speed, drawn faithfully although one horse had a hind leg 
shot off at the hock. As the cannonade continued, the army seemed 
to disappear. “Not an orderly, not an ambulance, not a straggler was 
to be seen upon the field swept by this tempest of orchestral death, 
thirty minutes after it commenced.” Camp followers and skulkers 
were disappearing down the Baltimore pike; the soldiers had dug in 
until the violence passed. 

The shells that hit in the region of Meade’s little white house were 
in large measure wasted, for they had cleared the ridge and passed 
over the heads of the soldiers. The commanding general was forced to 
evacuate his headquarters and find space with Slocum on Power’s 
Hill. But these high explosives that struck the rear of the army blew 
up caissons, dismantled guns, and disrupted the army’s supply lines. 

Here and there on the ridge men and horses were blown into bits, 
to become a part of the flesh and blood that before nightfall would 
saturate acres of this sod. In direct hits the slaughter was frightful; 
General Webb said a Federal battery lost twenty-seven of its thirty-six 
horses in ten minutes. 

A gruff colonel who never showed weakness was told he would be 
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hit if he persisted in standing in the open. A shell fragment tore his 
cheek and knocked out two teeth. Someone asked solicitously if he 
were wounded. 

“No, sir,” he barked; “just had a tooth pulled.”? 

He fought till the battle ended. 

Each side employed a greater concentration of artillery than 
Napoleon ever achieved. This artillery bombardment seemed to fall 
on both Northern and Southern armies like brimstone showers de- 
scending in an inferno. The air was rent with sickening blasts. Burst- 
ing shells tore and seared the flesh and threatened to destroy life as 
completely as a wave of fiery lava creeping down a mountainside. 

While the cannonade was at its height, the Federal soldiers were 
witness to a breath-taking incident. The men were hugging the un- 
steady earth, digging with bayonets and fingernails, crowding in 
behind the stone walls, when a horseman followed by a small staff 
appeared at the north end of the Second Corps line where the Taney- 
town road crossed Cemetery Ridge, and began moving deliberately 
down the crest. When the men could look up, they saw it was Han- 
cock riding the lines, to inspire confidence for the attack. Shells 
burst above and around him and solid shot struck and rolled with its 
ominous thud. Beside him the Second Corps flag, the clover leaf, was 
carried by Private James Wells of the 6th New York Cavalry. Han- 
cock did not stop until he had reached the far left of his line, a 
distance of perhaps three quarters of a mile.’ 

One of his brigade commanders said, “General, the corps com- 
mander ought not to risk his life that way.” 

“There are times,” replied Hancock, “when a corps commander’s 
life does not count.”® 

Across the valley where the Confederate army waited, some of the 
7th Virginia noticed that the sun, brilliant when the cannonading was 
begun, soon was clouded and almost darkened by the enveloping 
smoke issuing from the numerous guns.1° Company D of this regiment 
claimed something of a distinction, in that it believed its abortive 
efforts early in the war to shout in unison at the drillmaster’s demand— 
efforts that turned into a raucous discord—gave birth to the “Rebel 
yell,” which was often considered an imitation of the Indian war 
whoop. The company had been organized in Pearisburg and drilled 
by the town doctor, W. W. McComas, a captain in the Mexican War. 
They had first emitted their blood-curdling whoop before the banquet 
where the town of Pearisburg assembled to see them off, never dream- 
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ing that in its chilling effect on the enemy, this spine-tingling shout 
would come to have more worth than a round of bullets. 

The eager school lad David E. Johnston had run all the way home 
and back, two and a half miles in the country, to get his uncle’s con- 
sent, fearful that the rolls would be filled without him. Now a seasoned 
soldier, he was lying in a rye field, suffering from lack of water, and 
filing away the picture of his surroundings in his memory: “Turn your 
eyes whithersoever you would, there was to be seen . . . guns, swords, 
haversacks, human flesh and bones, flying and dangling in the air or 
bouncing above the earth, which now trembled beneath as if shaken 
by an earthquake.” 

Dr. Joseph Hold of the 11th Mississippi, Davis’ brigade, antici- 
pated that the afternoon would be busy and set up his dressing station 
early in a shelter behind Seminary Ridge about a mile from Gettys- 
burg. When the cannonade opened and the Federals’ guns replied, 
stretcher bearers, crouching low, began bringing in the wounded. 
Among the first was an athletic young man with reddish golden hair, 
“‘a princely fellow,” the doctor called him, with a calm manner and 
delightful smile, one of that gay, turbulent company that had left with 
the University Greys of Oxford to form Company A of the 11th 
Mississippi. 

The physician examined the left arm, torn off at the elbow, and 
offered encouragement. 

“Why, doctor, that isn’t where I am hurt.” The boy pulled back 
a blanket and showed where a shell had ripped deep across his abdo- 
men, carrying away much that was vital. “I am in great agony,” he 
said, still smiling. “Let me die easy, dear doctor.” 

But before the lad drank the cup containing the concentrated solu- 
tion of opium, the doctor held up his right arm so he could write: 
“My dear mother. .. . Remember that I am true to my country and 
my regret at dying is that she is not free . . . you must not regret that 
my body cannot be obtained. It is a mere matter of form anyhow. ... 
Send my dying release to Miss Mary... .” He signed, JERE S. GAGE, 
Co. A, 11 Miss. By that time the letter was covered with blood. 

Then he raised his cup to a group of soldiers. “I do not invite you 
to drink with me,” he remarked wryly; then with fervor, “but I drink 
a toast to you, to the Southern Confederacy and to victory.” 

His was a code to die by, as well as live by. 

But men adjust themselves even to the stunning concussions of 
a great bombardment. The prolongation of the cannonade finally 
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brought an easy contempt of it. The 16th Vermont was not only at 
the point of the concentrated Southern fire, but was lying almost 
beneath the muzzles of the Federal guns. Colonel W. G. Veazey said 
that many of them, “I think the majority, fell asleep,” and it was all 
he could do to stay awake himself.1% 

A Southern soldier, waiting for the command to advance, rested a 
careless foot in the fork of a small tree and dozed. A shell hit and 
so mangled his ankle that he knew it would have to be amputated. 
He looked at the mutilated leg and drawled: “Boys, I'll be damned 
if that ain’t a thirty-day furlough!’”’+ 

Despite the havoc from the shells, the main body of the infantry 
on both sides survived, and was not materially impaired in fighting 
ability. Consuming though the cannonading seemed to be, and charred 
and pitted as the land was, the infantrymen of both armies crawled 
from their holes, shell craters, heaps of fence rails, and stone walls, 
and up, it seemed, out of the bowels of the earth, singed, shaken, 
bruised, but with lines intact. And the soldiers in the ranks of both 
undoubtedly said to one another that after all the blowing and puffing 
of long-range battle, the decision would only be reached when the 
infantrymen came face to face. 


2. “If Old Peter’s Nod Means Death...” 


While the Confederate soldiers had been awaiting the lifting of the 
bombardment, Pickett had been scribbling prose poems of his love. 
In them he told about the signal guns, the unloosing of the fearful 
volcano of shot and shell, the low-spoken orders, and of how his 
Virginians were to lead the assault. “Oh, God, in mercy help me as 
He never helped before!”15 

How Pickett found time to write these lines is one of the astonishing 
things of the battle, but he gave a concise running account of his 
actions: 


I have ridden to Old Peter. I shall give him this letter to mail to 
you and a package to give to you if—Oh, my darling, do you feel the 
love of my heart, the prayer, as I write that fatal word “if”? 

Old Peter laid his hand over mine and said: “I know, George, I 
know—but I can’t do it, boy. Alexander has my instructions. He will 
give you the order.” There was a silence, and his hand still rested 
on mine, when a courier rode up and handed me a note from Alex- 
ander. 
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Now, I go; but remember always that I love you. . . . I will keep 
up a brave heart for Virginia and for you, my darling.’’ 


All this was presumably inscribed just before the step-off. That 
Pickett was able to fit it into so portentous a moment reveals an ab- 
normal sense of high personal drama and emotionalism. At such a 
time his full thoughts might have rested on firing the elation and look- 
ing to the preparedness of his men. One cannot remotely picture 
Oliver Hazard Perry writing anything like these transports of passion 
as he prepared his fleet down to the duties of the last cabin boy to 
fight the British on Lake Erie. 

The lines composed before the attack were supplemented by addi- 
tional details written on the following day. Pickett told of riding up 
to Longstreet: “I found him like a great lion at bay. I have never seen 
him so grave and troubled. For several minutes after I had saluted 
him he looked at me without speaking.’’” 

Alexander had estimated that the average distance was 1,400 yards. 
His first intention had been to wait until his guns and Hill’s got the 
range, which he calculated would take ten to fifteen minutes, then 
signal Pickett to advance, but the Federal return fire proved so heavy 
that he felt the infantry would be unable to face it over such a long 
distance in the open under a hot sun; so he sustained the bombard- 
ment in the hope it would develop a more inviting situation. More 
time went by with no abatement of the intense firing on either side. 
Correspondent Wilkeson timed the cannonade at one hour and forty 
minutes. 

Alexander calculated that the critical moment had come, and would 
soon pass. He wrote Pickett the note received in Longstreet’s pres- 
ence, saying: “If you are coming at all you must come immediately 
or I cannot give you proper support; but the enemy’s fire has not 
slackened materially, and at least eighteen guns are still firing from 
the Cemetery itself.’’1§ 

Just then the Federal batteries in the cemetery limbered up and 
drew off—to replenish their ammunition, it developed—and within five 
minutes after Alexander had written Pickett the Northern fire slack- 
ened all along the line. He was not sure yet what it meant, whether 
a withdrawal or only a change of position, but he judged the Federals 
had suffered and he was encouraged. 

Varying reasons are ascribed for the slackening of the Northern 
artillery, but the most logical appears to have been that Warren from 
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his customary point of observation on Little Round Top saw that it 
was only molesting and not damaging the Confederates greatly, while 
it was filling the level ground with smoke. Under the cover of this 
cloud they might reach close to the Federal lines undetected. He ad- 
vised Meade, who told Chief of Artillery Hunt. Hunt also wanted to 
reload his caissons and lure the Southerners into attack in the belief 
that the Northern artillery was largely silenced. 

Alexander waited five minutes longer, then hurried a courier to 
Pickett with an urgent note: “For God’s sake come quick; the eighteen 
guns are gone.”’?® 

Pickett was still with Longstreet. He showed the note to his com- 
mander and asked if he should obey. 

“He looked at me for a moment, then held out his hand. Presently, 
clasping his other over mine without speaking, he lowered his head 
upon his breast. I shall never forget the look in his face nor the 
clasp of his hand when I said: ‘General, I shall lead my division on.’ ”?° 

Pickett had started away when he remembered his letter to LaSalle 
Corbell. He wrote across the corner of the envelope: “If Old Peter’s 
nod means death then good by and God bless you, little one.” Handing 
over the missive, he asked Longstreet to mail it, and saw the tears 
shining on the old soldier’s cheek and beard. Said Pickett: “The stern 
old War Horse, God bless him, was weeping for his men. . . .”?! 

“I could not speak,” said Longstreet on a visit to Gettysburg years 
later. “I merely gave a nod of assent, and then the tears rushed to my 
eyes as I saw those brave fellows rush to certain death.”? 

Now that Pickett was ready, Alexander sent for Richardson’s seven 
12-pounders to come up from their haven, prepared to move out with 
the infantry and carry on the indispensable function of shelling the 
Federal lines at the last minute before the Southern infantry struck. 
To his consternation the guns were gone. Pendleton, who had con- 
tributed so little to the preparation, now had interposed his authority, 
innocently perhaps but blunderingly, in a manner almost certain to 
foredoom the attack to failure. Without informing Alexander, the 
chief of artillery had removed Richardson’s pieces. He had sent four 
of them to some other section of the field and the other three had 
disappeared at the same time.?® Alexander could not find them. It 
was too late to replace them effectively with other guns because of 
the low ammunition supplies in the caissons. 

As Pickett left Longstreet, Cadmus Wilcox came up to him, drew 
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a flask, and offered liquor. “Pickett,” he said, “take a drink with me. 
In an hour you'll be in hell or glory.”*4 

Pickett said he had promised the young lady back in Virginia that 
he would not touch spirits. 

He went back to his division and rode down the line. Randolph 
A. Shotwell of the 8th Virginia, Garnett’s brigade, thought he looked 
cool, “rather dandyish in his ruffles and curls,” well mounted, and 
“ready to ride to death if need be.””° 

Garnett was drawing at a cigar to show his unconcern.?® “Have 
you any further instructions?” he asked. 

“No, Dick,” said Pickett. “I don’t recollect anything, unless it is 
to tell you to make the best kind of time in crossing the valley. It’s 
a hell of an ugly-looking place over yonder.”?? 

Then Pickett stood in front of his division and gave the final word: 
“Charge the enemy, and remember old Virginia.” His voice was clear 
and strong as he spoke the order: “Forward! Guide center! March!’’8 

After Pickett had left him, Longstreet rode to Alexander’s observa- 
tion post, and the artilleryman explained the situation: his ammuni- 
tion was low and he feared he could not give Pickett the required 
assistance, especially since Richardson’s 12-pounders had disappeared. 

Longstreet, deeply agitated, spoke sharply. “Go and stop Pickett 
right where he is and replenish your ammunition.”*° 

Alexander said the ordnance wagons were nearly empty, with not 
20 rounds remaining per gun, too scant an amount for much to be 
expected of it; meantime, the enemy would recover from the shelling 
already delivered. 

“I don’t want to make this charge,” Longstreet declared emphat- 
ically. “I don’t believe it can succeed. I would stop Pickett now, but 
that General Lee has ordered it and expects it.’’°° 

Further remarks showed he wanted some excuse for calling off the 
whole attack. 

But Longstreet and Alexander had lost control. As they talked the 
turf trembled about them and the long line of gray infantry broke 
from the woods. First came Garnett’s Virginians, the general in 
front, his old blue overcoat buttoned tightly around his neck. Abreast 
was Kemper’s trim line marching majestically into the open fields, the 
fifes piping “Dixie,” the ranks in nearly perfect alignment. Far off 
to the left could be heard the drum rolls of the Carolina regiments— 
Pettigrew and Trimble were in motion. The hour of the generals had 
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passed. The infantrymen from the Richmond offices and Pearisburg 
farmlands, the “greys” from the halls of “Old Miss” and the “flower 
of the Cape Fear section,” had taken the Confederate cause into their 
hands. 


3. The Shells Go “Whicker, Whicker” 


Pickett’s men were cheered by the begrimed cannoneers as they passed 
through the artillery and took up the tramp down the long slope and 
up the companion ridge toward the hostile army, barricaded and wait- 
ing.*' As they left the woods, the “hell of an ugly place” ahead seemed 
much more than a mile, although the average distance was about three 
fourths that. Along Pettigrew’s line the artillerymen had been cutting 
fuses for a mile and a quarter, and Pickett would have to regulate his 
advance until these more distant troops could fall in beside him and 
give the assaulting party an unbroken front. 
Said Crocker: 


As the lines cleared the woods that skirted the brow of the ridge and 
passed through our batteries, with their flags proudly held aloft, wav- 
ing in the air, with polished muskets and swords gleaming and flashing 
in the sunlight, they presented an inexpressibly grand and inspiring 
sight.3? 


The vast body of men was now in the gentle, open valley midway 
between the lines, and for an instant the two armies on the ridges 
seemed enthralled, spellbound. Then the Federal artillery opened, 
firing first solid shot, next explosives and finally, as the column drew 
nearer the works, canister. 

Though Lee was more an inspirational than a book general, the 
model for the massed infantry assault of Pickett, Pettigrew, and Trim- 
ble, following a thorough artillery preparation, was supposed to have 
been Macdonald’s frontal attack at Wagram, where Napoleon had 
concentrated his artillery stealthily, delivered a concentrated cannon- 
ade, and had then broken the center of the enemy line by the weight 
of Macdonald’s numbers. But Napoleon was not assailing troops of 
the same character and stability possessed by these Northern soldiers. 

The gray-coated marchers learned abruptly that the Federal cannon 
had by no means been silenced. The massing of flags along the heights 
—scores of them fifty paces apart—told of the presence of hostile in- 
fantry in heavy numbers, and the sudden resumption of the full-scale 
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cannonading gave notice that the artillery was ample for a stout 
defense. 

Harassing to Pickett’s entire force and especially destructive and 
impeding to Kemper on the right was the battery on Little Round Top, 
which with its excellent view of the field, kept the range and threw its 
shells and canister with devastating effect. 

Far down the lines Oscar McMillan, whose handsome house on 
Seminary Ridge had been taken over by the Confederates, viewed the 
awesome panorama from the summit of Little Round Top. He had 
seen the approach of the battle and calculated that denuded Little 
Round Top, shorn of its timber, would be the best point of observa- 
tion, and there he passed the first three days of July, observing the 
struggle with the anxiety of a violent Unionist, feeling that the arm of 
the Lord was slow to action. Now as Pickett’s men filled the fields he 
was on his knees, with arms stretched toward Heaven, and the de- 
lighted Federal gunners heard between their firings his shouted exhor- 
tations and recommendations to Jehovah! 

One of Pickett’s soldiers described an oncoming shell—first the 
boom of the Yankee cannon, then a shriek in the air that sounded 
like a frightened horse neighing, “a kind of a whicker, whicker, 
whicker.’’** 

Crocker saw a shell explode in the left company of his regiment; 
he said, “Men fell like ten-pins in a ten-strike.” But the survivors 
did not even break step. In a surge of emotion he described it: “My 
God! it was magnificent—this march of our men.’** 

He asked himself what inspired them to such courage, and an- 
swered: “It was the fervor of patriotism—the high sense of individual 
duty.” 

When Robert W. Morgan was hit on the right instep by a Minié 
ball, he stopped to examine the wound and another ball tore his other 
foot from toe to heel. He made crutches of his own musket and an 
abandoned one and hobbled to where his Negro servant, Horace, could 
carry him on his back to a wagon that would take them home to 
Virginia.*° 

Dabney Tweedy was carried back on a stretcher, his blood spurting, 
and all the while he sang an anthem.®® Charlie Jones, a private who 
had been ahead of the officers at the step-off, saying “Come on, boys, 
let’s drive away those Yankees,”?’ was killed early. 

While in Chambersburg, David E. Johnston of the 7th Virginia had 
had a dream in which he saw himself bleeding on a battlefield, his left 
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side mangled by an exploding shell. Now he lay bleeding on the field, 
but it would be three days before consciousness returned for him to 
know an exploding shell had shattered his left side.®8 

The assaulting column consisted of 41 regiments and one battalion, 
excepting the supporting brigades of Wilcox, Lang, Thomas and Per- 
rin, who did not reach Cemetery Ridge. Nineteen of the regiments 
were from Virginia, 15 from North Carolina, 3 each from Tennessee 
and Mississippi, and one regiment and one battalion were from 
Alabama. 

The Codori house and its outbuildings were the only obstructions 
apart from the Emmitsburg pike, which seemed a sunken roadway, 
perhaps a trap, as the men approached. The skirmishers in front of 
them pulled down part of the fence, piled the rails into a breastwork, 
and in the long grass began firing at the Federal line as they awaited 
the advance of their own main body.®® 

Looking back, they could see Pickett riding over the crest of Sem- 
inary Ridge and coming into the open. Noticing that his skirmishers 
had stopped, he sent his brother, Charles Pickett, to tell them to keep 
120 yards ahead of the attacking column.*° 

Garnett, with a big voice issuing from his frail body, rode ahead 
of his line regulating the pace, admonishing his men not to move too 
rapidly. From the skirmish line Captain Shotwell obtained one of the 
rare views of the Confederate advance: the “glittering forest of bright 
bayonets,” the column coming down the slope “in superb alignment,” 
the “murmur and jingle” and “rustle of thousands of feet amid the 
stubble” which stirred up a cloud of dust “like the dash of spray at 
the prow of a vessel.’’41 

In front of Pickett flew the blue banner of the Old Dominion with 
its motto, “Sic Semper Tyrannis,” and the Stars and Bars of the Con- 
federacy (the red battle flag with its blue cross not yet being in gen- 
eral use). The regimental flags flapped. A soft warm wind was blow- 
ing from the land they loved. 


4. A Green Vermonter Reassures Hancock 


While infantrymen might scorn the artillery when under cover, such 
was not the case when they were advancing in the open field. There 
the long lines were exposed targets, especially sensitive to unanswered 
artillery fire on their flanks. When Pickett started, Alexander hur- 
riedly tried to scrape together an artillery support for him, but what 
he could get was low on ammunition and promised little. 
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The Federal center on Cemetery Ridge was held by two of Han- 
cock’s divisions, those of Gibbon and Hays, and, ranging south, by 
Doubleday’s division of the First Corps, which had been joined by 
Stannard’s Vermont brigade that had not participated in the First 
Corps battle of July 1. Beyond Doubleday’s left were remnants of 
Hancock’s other division, Caldwell’s, and then the Third, Fifth, and 
Sixth corps. 

The Federal line at the clump of trees was commanded by Brigadier 
General Alexander S. Webb, twenty-eight years old, an honor gradu- 
ate of West Point in the class of 1855, who had fought at First Manas- 
sas and all battles of the Army of the Potomac. As chief of staff of 
the Fifth Corps in the Sharpsburg and Chancellorsville campaigns, he 
had been so conspicuous that he was promoted to general and assigned 
to command the Philadelphia Brigade, of Gibbon’s division, Han- 
cock’s corps. Webb’s grandfather, Samuel B. Webb, had been one 
of the little band of minutemen who stood with Captain Jonas Parker 
on Lexington Common, April 19, 1775; his father had been a regular 
army officer, a diplomat, then a newspaper editor in New York City, 
where Alexander was born.*? 

Pickett’s most sensitive point was his right, where Kemper advanced 
with his flank in the air, riddled by the Federal guns on Little Round 
Top. Pickett, seeing this ghastly exposure, sent repeated messages 
to Wilcox and Lang to come up, but as they had not possessed quite 
the impetus to go up abreast Wright on the afternoon of the second, 
so they now became lost in the smoke and drifted farther and 
farther to their right, leaving a gap between themselves and Kemper 
wide enough for Meade to throw in a division had he been near by 
and so minded. 

What happened was that an alert Vermonter, with a relatively 
green brigade, detected the great opportunity of the day and seized it 
promptly: Brigadier General George J. Stannard, whose men had 
performed brilliantly on the afternoon before, recapturing a battery 
under the eyes and at the personal request of Hancock, was in Double- 
day’s line on the left of Gibbon. Before July 2, the brigade had 
never come under fire and since it had enlisted for only nine months 
and the term was almost expiring, Newton, the uncertain First Corps 
commander, had put two veteran lines of battle behind it. Kemper 
had been making directly for Stannard, but as he crossed the Emmits- 
burg road he suddenly changed front and moved off to his left, both 
to close a gap that had developed between him and Garnett and to 
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converge on the clump of trees. This took him directly across the 
front of the 14th Vermont, of Stannard’s brigade, which poured a 
withering fire into his flank. After moving about 300 yards to his 
left, Kemper changed front to the right, again faced the main line of 
the Federal army, and advanced on the clump of trees. Here Kemper’s 
men broke out with the wild Rebel yell and started up the incline to 
the Federal works. 

Stannard now executed a bold maneuver, which he was enabled 
to do because Wilcox and Lang were offering Kemper no protection. 
He threw his Vermont brigade forward and changed front, so part 
faced north, perpendicular to the main Federal line facing west, and 
immediately on Kemper’s flank. In this new position, his left was more 
than 300 yards in front of the Federal position. 

Hancock, close by, observed this individualistic movement by the 
Vermonters and was apprehensive that it would leave a hole through 
which an enterprising enemy lurking behind the smoke might pass. 
But Stannard vouched that he could get back in time to meet any 
troops on Pickett’s right. From this position the brigade threw a 
deadly fire into Kemper’s flank, which no troops in the world could 
have withstood.** 

Kemper meantime had seen the critical situation on his right and 
had ridden back to Armistead. “General, hurry up,” he said. “My 
men can stand no more.”44 

Armistead turned to his 1st Regiment and ordered, “Colonel, 
double-quick.” From a fast step the men broke into a run, then a 
fast charge. 

But Kemper was no longer a participant. He was knocked from 
his horse critically wounded, and the report went through the army 
that he had been killed.*® 

Meanwhile, Garnett had pushed straight ahead, maintaining an 
even pace. He continually called, “Faster, men! Faster, but don’t 
double-quick.” At the Emmitsburg road he struck the Federal skir- 
mish line, which, in the words of an observer, he Swept away “like 
trash before the broom.” His men began a scattering fire but he 
galloped along the line ordering, “Cease firing,” and the remarkable 
discipline of the brigade caused it to shoulder arms again and move 
ahead.*6 

Garnett was across the road climbing the slope toward the stone 
wall when he saw far on his right a long blue column—apparently 
Stannard’s—coming up on Kemper’s unguarded flank. If the works 
ahead of him were to be carried it would have to be done quickly, 
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before these flankers hit Kemper’s right, exposed by the inertia of 
Wilcox. 

As they neared the Federal works, Garnett’s men could see the 
flags above them but no bluecoats to fire at. But when Garnett was 
halfway up the slope the Federal line rose. Their polished muskets 
shone for a moment in the sunlight, then a great, devastating blast 
spurted from the crest, a cloud of smoke rolled out, and much of the 
Confederate column seemed to sink into the ground.‘7 

Garnett was not close enough yet for the charge. He rode the line 
steadying the men: “Don’t double-quick. Save your wind and ammu- 
nition for the final charge.” The words were scarcely spoken when 
his men noticed that he was covered with blood. Still he rode, but 
his head began to drop toward his horse’s neck. Then horse and 
rider fell together. Garnett had been hit in several places—how many 
none ever knew—and did not rise, but the horse struggled back to his 
feet and galloped down the hill.*8 

James W. Clay of the 18th Virginia was hit by a shell a hundred 
yards below the clump of trees and stumbled blindly into some rocks, 
from where he could see Garnett on his black horse ahead of his 
brigade as it approached the stone wall. The general was waving his 
black felt hat with its silver cord, cheering on his men, his sword still 
sheathed at his side, when he collapsed and fell.49 Captain Archer 
Campbell, 18th Virginia, had been hit with a ball that broke his arm 
and was lying beside Clay when Garnett’s horse, a jagged hole in his 
shoulder, came dashing down the hill in frenzied flight. 

Clay was puzzled that his general’s body was never found, for 
Garnett’s new uniform beneath his old overcoat was adorned with the 
Confederate wreath and general’s star, and he wore officer’s boots and 
spurs. He judged it “inexplicable that his remains were not identi- 
fied.”°° But one wonders about the blue overcoat, probably a heritage 
from his days with the Regular Army before the war. Because of it, 
could this gallant officer who gave his life at the supreme moment 
of the Confederacy sleep in an unmarked Federal grave? 


5. A General Falls Inside the Works 


But Armistead was coming up. Garnett’s men could hear the thud 
of their feet on the sod just behind them, while above them the canis- 
ter and grape sounded, as Captain H. T. Owen described it, like the 
whirring of a flock of quail rising in sudden flight. 

The blue flanking column on the right meantime had well-nigh 
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destroyed Kemper and now poured its fire into Garnett’s and Arm- 
istead’s men. These two brigades, tangled and confused, rushed the 
stone wall, clubbing muskets and jabbing with bayonets. None had 
time to load. At the front was Armistead. The Federal artillery fired 
its last round, the guns shotted to the muzzle, when the Virginia sol- 
diers were but a few feet from them. 

As strong runners seeing the goal ahead draw together their reserve 
powers for a burst of supreme effort and speed more swiftly across 
the finish line than at any point on the back course, so these daring 
soldiers, their objective just before them, impelled themselves to 
efforts which a few minutes earlier they would have judged beyond 
their powers, and pushed, clambered, jumped, and fell across the wall. 

Armistead was in front of them. Just before they had begun this 
final dash he had walked along the line with final words of cheer. He 
had met on his left a mounted man, probably Garnett, who leaned 
from his horse that they might have a final word before making the 
rush together. Then “Old Lo” Armistead had plunged ahead, and 
Garnett had fallen. He put his black hat on his sword point and held 
it aloft for the whole brigade to see.®1 When he was over the wall, 
about 150 of his men rushed pell-mell behind him. 

Here, face to face, the general could see whom he was fighting. He 
called back, “It’s the Philadelphia Brigade. Give them the cold steel, 
boys.” 

That was his last order. He put his hand possessively on the Fed- 
eral cannon into which his men had charged, as though his thought 
was to turn it about, but at that instant, with his hat on his sword 
and his hand on a gun, he fell mortally wounded, fairly riddled with 
bullets. Some of them came from revolvers fired at arm’s length. 

An unidentified Federal colonel, who admired Armistead’s courage 
and saw his peril, was at that very instant trying to ride into him and 
knock him down, to save him from the hail of bullets.>? The story 
that he pitifully sent word to Hancock that he had chosen the wrong 
side appears to be apochryphal.®* When Armistead fell the command 
of his brigade passed to Colonel William R. Aylett, grandson of Patrick 
Henry. Half of those who crossed the wall with Armistead were killed. 

As Armistead was being carried back, Captain Harry Bingham of 
Hancock’s staff met the bearers and asked if he could be of help. 
Armistead requested that Hancock send his spurs and watch to his 
relatives. This Hancock did. Old Lo’s sword had been taken where 
he fell.°* 
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All along the line the Confederate regiments were approaching the 
wall, their ranks thinning at every step. The whirring canister and 
sheets of rifle and musket fire withered their line away. As Armistead’s 
men poured over the barrier, Webb’s Pennsylvanians—a thin front 
line for such a critical sector—were driven back, but the triumph for 
the small party inside the Federal works was short-lived. 

What Pickett needed mainly was support coming up behind him. 
Had another division—the brigades of Mahone, Thomas, and Posey— 
been close in his rear, it is not unlikely he would have carried the 
heights. But while Armistead was having his flash of triumph inside 
the Federal lines, help was being rushed to Webb from all directions. 
Hall’s brigade of Gibbon’s division came up at a run. Hancock trans- 
ferred a part of Harrow’s brigade at double-quick. Doubleday swung 
into action. Part of the Third Corps hastened. Webb formed his men 
into a second line, and the threat of a more serious break-through at 
this point rapidly vanished. 

When Webb’s regiments gave way before the impact of Garnett and 
Armistead, the onrush of new Federal defenders to the threatened 
salient was so impetuous that most of Harrow’s and Hall’s regiments 
lost all form and became masses of individuals seeking only to repel 
their desperate assailants. The nearest of Harrow’s regiments, the 
19th Maine, charged “wildly,” its scribe recorded, “with little regard 
for ranks or files.” The men fired as they ran and in their anxiety 
“thrust their rifles over the shoulders, under the arms and between 
the legs, of those in the front ranks of the melee.” As Hancock ex- 
plained it, “the men of all the brigades had in some measure lost their 
regimental organization, but individually they were firm.” Harrow’s 
men moved past the south end of the little copse to the wall in front, 
still held by the Confederates, where “by sheer strength,” the enemy 
was pushed beyond the wall. 

The defense, quite as much as the attack, was sublime in its heroism. 
Young Lieutenant A. H. Cushing, commanding Battery A of the 
4th U. S. Artillery, was at his guns when hit in the abdomen by a 
bursting shell. All of his pieces had been disabled except one. Hold- 
ing his intestines back with one hand, he helped run his remaining gun 
down to the stone wall, and shouted to his general, “Webb, I will give 
them one more shot.” 

After the gun spoke he called again: “Good-by.” Then he fell dead 
across his last cannon. 

Before Cushing fell or his battery was disabled, Cowan dashed up 
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near by with his 1st New York Battery that had moved with the 
Sixth Corps from Manchester, and issued his orders to give them 
“double canister at ten yards,” the words which were chiseled on the 
battery’s monument on Cemetery Hill. Double canister meant ninety- 
eight iron balls, each about an inch in diameter. In a single charge, 
canister was packed in seven layers of seven balls each. A double 
charge—the balls would spread like shot from a shotgun—was certain 
to make havoc of anything in its front. 

Hancock was with Stannard, looking down on the masses of Con- 
federate infantry—Pettigrew’s and Trimble’s men, who were pressing 
up the hill some distance to his right—when he was hit in his right 
thigh. The bullet passed through the pommel of his saddle and carried 
wood fragments and a nail into the deep wound. He reeled and would 
have fallen had not Stannard’s aides caught him and laid him on the 
ground, where he bled so profusely that his life seemed endangered. 
Stannard jumped from his horse and made a tourniquet with his 
handkerchief and pistol barrel. With the flow of blood checked, Han- 
cock remained where he was, refusing to allow the men to move him 
to the rear until he could determine the outcome of the assault.°° 

Meantime Harrow’s brigade had come to the assistance of Stannard 
and joined in the attack on Kemper’s survivors. With their leader 
down and virtually all their field officers gone, this remnant of a splen- 
did brigade was sent flying to the bottom of the hill. 

When Wilcox and Lang made their closest approach to the Federal 
lines and began a desultory firing against Caldwell’s division on Dou- 
bleday’s left, Stannard’s Vermont brigade repeated the maneuver it 
had employed against Kemper, and poured a fire of musketry into their 
flank while the canister and Caldwell’s men were tearing up their front. 
Caught in this crossfire, they retired rapidly, leaving many prisoners 
with Stannard. Stannard himself was wounded in the upper leg soon 
after Hancock and, like Hancock, refused to leave the field. 


6. Planting the Tennessee Flag on the Wall 


The Pickett-Pettigrew-Trimble assault of July 3 had some of the as- 
pects of Longstreet’s attack en echelon of July 2, in that while the 
brigades of the Confederate line approached the Federal works in a 
well-dressed line, the critical fighting moved from the Confederate 
right to the left and was without essential concert. 

Pickett’s battle was waning as Pettigrew’s began, and Pettigrew in 
turn had shot his bolt when Trimble put in his greatest effort. Yet the 
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impression often conveyed that only Armistead’s soldiers stormed the 
wall and penetrated the Northern works does not spring from the 
events of the battle. The “high-water mark” is more symbolic than 
actual, because the conformation of the Federal line caused three of 
Pettigrew’s and both of Trimble’s brigades to strike the Northerners 
farther in advance than Pickett and nearer the summit of the ridge. 

The Pettigrew-Trimble march across the open fields was as stirring 
and magnificent as the inspiring advance of Pickett’s Virginians. One 
of the group of Confederate officers observing on Seminary Ridge said 
Pettigrew’s front as it burst from the woods appeared to cover twice 
that of Pickett’s. These officers, thrilled by the sight, thought from the 
way the column filled the plain that it must be Hill’s entire corps. 
They shouted, “Here they come! Here they are! Hurrah!’*¢ 

The words, except the last, were almost exactly those that were run- 
ning along the Federal line as this splendid force, coming into line 
with Pickett and giving the assaulting column a front of three quarters 
of a mile, appeared through the smoke. 

When Captain Randolph A. Shotwell on the skirmish line first saw 
Pettigrew’s column, it was nearly half a mile to the left and rear of 
Pickett. It met the storm of shell which “fairly melted away the two 
left brigades,” those of Mayo and Davis. “Pettigrew’s old brigade... 
and the remnants of Archer came on with springing steps,” not far 
behind the left of Pickett’s line. 

Pettigrew’s column had to travel a longer distance than Pickett’s and 
move diagonally across the field in order to converge on the umbrella- 
shaped tree.°* The ground was less undulating than that traversed by 
Pickett, and though in Pickett’s case the protection was scant, in Pet- 
tigrew’s there was none at all. This terrain was particularly exposed 
to the batteries in the cemetery and Ziegler’s Woods, which sent in 
an oblique fire.°® Colonel W. H. Swallow observed that the first Fed- 
eral fire shook them as if they had been “struck by some unseen 
power, some great physical body.” The column reeled and halted 
momentarily. When the smoke cleared they were moving steadily 
ahead again though the ground behind was covered with the fallen. 
Reaching the Emmitsburg road, they had no dead space and came 
directly under the fire of the blue line behind the stone wall on the 
crest. 

The tough old filibusterer, Colonel Birkett Davenport Fry, who had 
led Heth’s advance to Gettysburg on July 1, commanded Pettigrew’s 
right brigade, Archer’s Alabama and Tennessee survivors of the first 
day’s battle. Though there had been apprehension because of the 
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distance between Pettigrew’s and Pickett’s divisions at the beginning, 
the gap was skillfully closed by Fry and Pettigrew. The timing proved 
exact, for according to some of the Confederate observers, Fry’s right 
met Garnett’s left precisely at the Emmitsburg road and they moved 
up the slope abreast, both suffering staggering losses as they advanced. 

Federal observers thought the juncture was not so neatly done— 
there was considerable crowding of Pickett into Pettigrew, resulting 
in confusion for Pickett and a slackening of the assault. 

Pettigrew’s own brigade, led by Colonel James K. Marshall of the 
52nd North Carolina, was on Fry’s left, then came Davis and Brock- 
enborough. This last brigade was commanded by Colonel Robert 
M. Mayo of the 47th Virginia. The time required to climb the front 
of Cemetery Ridge seemed interminable, but as Fry and Marshall 
neared the crest the men let out a shout and ran forward toward the 
wall. Trimble was close behind them, in the rear of the right of Pet- 
tigrew’s division. As Fry and the left of Garnett struck the wall to- 
gether, a Virginia lieutenant and a Tennessee captain shook hands. 
“Virginia and Tennessee will stand together on these works,” the Vir- 
ginian said. 

Where these brigades met, the wall formed an angle, and turned 
back to the east for a distance of about 80 yards. Then it turned again 
to the north. Thus the section of the wall hit by Kemper, Armistead, 
and Fry was 80 yards closer than the section hit by Marshall and 
Davis. As Fry’s Tennesseans clambered over the wall following the 
mixed commands of Kemper and Armistead, Marshall and Davis 
rushed past them and struck the wall ahead. Here they menaced the 
flank of Webb, facing Fry and the Virginians. But they were in turn 
critically exposed on their right and encountered a destructive fire 
from Webb and Hancock’s oncoming supports. 

The 14th Tennessee had marched from Clarksville, its point of 
concentration in northwest Tennessee in 1861, with 960 men. It had 
moved across virtually all of the battlefields of Virginia and counted 
365 bayonets when it went into the first day’s fight at Gettysburg. 
The battle on McPherson’s Heights had reduced it to only 60 men, 
commanded by a captain, L. B. Phillips. Here where the wall turned, 
at what came to be known as the “bloody angle” of Gettysburg, all 
but three of these remaining 60 fell. 

The requiem was indeed affecting: 


Thus the band that once was the pride of Clarksville has fallen... . 
A gloom rests over the city; the hopes and affections of the people 
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were wrapped in the regiment. . . . Ah! what a terrible responsibility 
rests upon those who inaugurated this unholy war.®° 


In front of the wall Colonel Marshall, leading Pettigrew’s men, was 
shot and fell dead from his horse. Pettigrew’s hand was shattered by 
a ball but he paid no attention. Along the wall nearly all of the Vir- 
ginia colonels were killed. Though Armistead had broken through 
and some of Garnett’s men had swarmed in, the only colors planted 
on the Federal works were those of the gallant Fry, who took in the 
1st and 7th Tennessee and the 13th Alabama, then fell, wounded and 
remained a prisoner when his men were killed or forced back.* 

But the Confederate attack was not yet spent. Old Man Trimble, 
who, Kyd Douglas said, had enough fight in him “to satisfy a herd of 
tigers,”®* was coming up behind Pettigrew. 


7. “All Hell Can’t Take It’ 


Trimble was at disadvantage, commanding at this high point a demi- 
division he had scarcely seen before, replacing the wounded General 
Pender. He had time before the firing of the signal guns to ride down 
the line and talk to the different regiments, saying he would lead them 
against Cemetery Hill at three o’clock. His timing was accurate, and 
from his position the advance of the long line of Confederate soldiers 
with their fluttering banners was steady and inspiring. Soon Trimble, 
who had marched in rear of Archer and Marshall, obliqued to the 
left to the rear of Mayo, whose brigade, destitute of flank protection, 
was suffering from the enfilade fire and, like Kemper on the other 
flank, was beginning to disintegrate. 

Major J. A. Weston, 33rd North Carolina, of Lane’s brigade, 
thought the attack would have succeeded if artillery had been pushed 
forward with the infantry. As he saw it, Pickett’s men struck the 
Federal line ahead of Pettigrew or Trimble, owing to the terrain and 
fences, and for a time held the ground they had taken, but finally fell 
back under the tempest of fire. 

As Trimble’s men came up to Pettigrew’s, someone cried, “Three 
cheers for the old North State,” and both of his brigades let out a 
shout.®? Turning to his aide, Trimble declared, “I believe those first 
fellows are going into the enemy’s line!’’** Trimble, his command 
merging with Pettigrew’s, then struck the wall, with Lane and Low- 
rance battling on after Pettigrew had been slaughtered and forced 
back following Pickett. These two brigades—Lane and Lowrance— 
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went to the wall with a rush, but were met by volleys from the second 
Federal line. 

Trimble was wounded near the fence, while encouraging his men 
to storm it, and fell into enemy hands, but he remained an observer 
of the assault. 

With Trimble down, Lane was now fighting the battle virtually un- 
aided. On his left the enfilade fire had become so destructive that he 
directed Colonel Clark M. Avery, commanding the 33rd North Caro- 
lina, to change front and face the new enemy. 

Avery nearly exploded. “My God, General,” he shouted, “do you 
intend pushing your troops into such a place unsupported, when the 
whole right has given way?’’® 

Lane looked to his right and saw that Pickett’s line of battle was 
gone. No Confederate troops were visible there. Avery meantime was 
at the stone wall, his men firing and cheering, but Lane called them 
back. 

Said the general: “My brigade, I know, was the last to leave the 
field, and it did so by my order.’’®6 

Professor James H. Lane, mathematician and scientist, devoted his 
life to teaching in Virginia, North Carolina, and Missouri, except for 
the four years he was a colonel and general in the Confederate army. 
No doubt the educational years were the more constructive, but his 
most intense moment was about 3:30 P.M. on July 3 when his brigade 
closed on the Federals on Cemetery Ridge. Captain John H. Thorpe, 
of the 47th North Carolina, Pettigrew’s old brigade, saw him on 
horseback at the wall, urging his men forward with his hand, as though 
trying to push them over. Blood spurted from his horse and they went 
down together.®’ Smoke obscured the picture for Thorpe, but Lane 
was up again quickly to try again and then to take the skeleton of his 
brigade slowly back across the long valley over which it had moved 
with high ardor only half an hour before. He was unscathed. 

Lowrance had a story similar to Lane’s of the sustained attack by 
Trimble, and declared that at this stage all others had apparently 
forsaken his men and Lane’s. “The two brigades, now reduced to 
mere squads, not numbering in all 800 men, were the only lines to be 
seen upon that vast field, and with no support in view, the brigade 
retreated.”6® 

Lane and Lowrance retired in fair formation. Major Weston was 
emphatic that there was no disorder. In Trimble’s words they fell 
back “sullenly and slowly, in almost as good order as they had ad- 
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vanced.”®? Trimble summed it up: “If the troops I had the honor to 
command today couldn’t take that position, all hell can’t take it.” 

Then he described the clash: “At the fence the exposure was dread- 
ful. The incessant discharge of canister, shell and musketry was more 
than any troops could endure. The brigades of Pender, yielding 
ground, began to move back slowly and in good order, not even break- 
ing ranks.”7° 

Looking across, Trimble saw from where he lay wounded that the 
battle had ended in front of Pickett. Of his own men he said, corro- 
borating Lane: “I know these brigades were the last troops to leave 
the field.” He cited an axiom: “No single line of infantry without 
artillery can carry a line, protected by rifle pits, knapsacks and other 
cover, and a numerous artillery, if the assaulted party bravely avails 
itself of all its advantages.”’7 

All along the lines the Federals had captured numerous prisoners 
and sheafs of regimental flags. Lowrance’s 38th North Carolina re- 
versed the normal process by capturing 30 Federal prisoners beside 
the works and shooting many, but the regiment’s own loss was stag- 
gering. Company A had two survivors; the entire regiment only 40, 
commanded by a lieutenant. Two months earlier the regiment had 
been a factor in Jackson’s flank march at Chancellorsville. Now it 
was virtually gone. 

When the cleanup was begun in front of the Federal position, some 
of the wounded Confederates were found to be still angry. One, mor- 
tally wounded, declined defiantly to allow the 69th Pennsylvania relief 
workers to take him to a hospital. He said he wanted to die where 
he fell.7? Said Major St. Clair A. Mullholland: “In front of the Sec- 
ond Corps the dead lay in great heaps. . . . Out on the field where 
Longstreet’s Corps had passed, thousands of wounded were lying.”78 
As there were no means of reaching them, many lay between the lines 
until the second day, when Lee’s army had gone. 


8. The General Was with His Men 


One baffling question for later years was: Where was Pickett? Colonel 
Eppa Hunton, commanding the 8th Virginia, said, “No man who was 
in that charge has ever been found, within my knowledge, who saw 
Pickett during the charge.”** Hunton was not observant or well ad- 
vised, for Pickett was not missing. One account said he was behind a 
“ledge of rocks” about 100 yards in the rear of “where the division 
was just prior to the charge.” One of Hunton’s men said he carried 
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water to Pickett and his staff, but the location described was so vague 
that it might have been either near Seminary Ridge or where the bri- 
gades re-formed after crossing the Emmitsburg road. Hunton was 
told by General L. L. Lomax, the Confederate representative on the 
Gettysburg Commission, that although there had been frequent refer- 
ences to this ledge, no such ledge had ever been located.”*> Nothing 
that answers the exact description is to be found on the ground over 
which Pickett’s division attacked. 

In analyzing the question of Pickett’s whereabouts Hunton made 
a strong point that neither Pickett nor any of his staff, all mounted, 
was killed or wounded, nor were any of the horses injured, whereas, 
he asserted, “every man who was known to have gone into the charge 
on horseback, was killed or wounded or had his horse killed.”’*® Gar- 
nett and Kemper were good examples. Hunton himself was wounded 
near the red Codori barn. He conceded that several of Pickett’s staff 
said Pickett accompanied the men, but Hunton could not learn 
how far. 

The question was booted about in later years and the impression 
was strong that Pickett went at least as far as the Codori barn, which 
is certainly as close to the front line as the division commander ought 
to go." Near the barn is some dead space, protected from Cemetery 
Ridge, and whether Pickett was there, in the field, or behind the stone 
foundation of the barn probably depended on when a courier or 
orderly happened to reach him. The rock foundation of the barn may 
have been what Hunton’s soldier meant as a “ledge of rocks” to 
which he carried water. 

Captain W. Stuart Symington, one of Pickett’s aides, said that 
Pickett ordered Armistead to move up to the left as he advanced and 
the left became exposed; that would have been after the division was 
near the Federal wall. Pickett was therefore following the action 
closely. Captain R. A. Bright, also of Pickett’s staff, gave more exact 
information. Pickett and four of his staff rode on the right of Armi- 
stead’s brigade until they reached the Emmitsburg road, which at 
the Codori farm was about 400 yards from the copse of trees that 
marked the objective of the assault. Here Pickett sent Bright back 
to Longstreet to tell him he could carry the heights but could not hold 
them without reinforcements. When Bright returned he found Pickett 
“between the Emmitsburg Road and Cemetery Heights.” That would 
mean closer than the Codori barn. Pickett then sent Bright, Syming- 
ton, and Captain E. R. Baird, also of his staff, to urge Wilcox to come 
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up; Bright on his return from that unsuccessful mission, found him 
“near the descent of the last hill, facing the Federal works.” This was 
close indeed to the enemy line—closer than a major general would 
ordinarily venture in an attack in the open fields. 

About 100 yards beyond the Codori barn the ground sinks to an 
old stream bed. In this depression, up which Kemper had moved 
across the front of Stannard’s brigade, troops were not visible to 
watchers on Seminary Ridge, where Lee and Longstreet were anxi- 
ously trying to observe. Between the depression and the Federal wall, 
about 300 yards, the gentle incline is broken by an outcropping of 
rocks, scarcely a ledge, though rough and protruding. The land here 
is untillable and unsuited even for pasture and is covered with low 
hemlock, scrub oak, and wild cherry. 

This is most likely, though not certainly, the point to which Pickett 
advanced personally, and in such case he is entitled to the full honor 
of leading his desperate charge. From here the enemy lines were 
just 100 yards distant. This may have been what the water carrier 
had in mind as the ledge, and it might readily be termed “the last 
valley in front of Cemetery Ridge,” where Bright said he found his 
commander. Lomax must have been looking for his ledge too far in 
the rear. 

Another mission on which Pickett sent his aide, Bright, was to 
Dearing’s battalion, to ask it to open and protect the left flank of the 
assaulting column. He brought back word that Dearing had only 
three rounds but had opened with them at once. 

When the attack was finally reviewed after the battle it was found 
that each of the three commands—Pickett, Pettigrew, and Trimble— 
had entered the enemy line at some point. 

Dead and wounded of both Pettigrew’s and Trimble’s divisions were 
found in the orchard beyond the stone wall. The well-known justice 
of the North Carolina Supreme Court in later years, then Captain 
J. J. Davis of the 47th North Carolina, Pettigrew’s brigade, was cap- 
tured inside the wall.** The fact that Pettigrew and Trimble attacked 
the stone barrier where it was 80 yards recessed from the wall assailed 
by Pickett took those two commands closer to the heart of the enemy 
position. A review of the claims of the different units shows that the 
troops which probably advanced the farthest were Captain E. Fletcher 
Slatterfield’s company of the 55th North Carolina Regiment. The 
regiment was commanded by Captain George Gilreath. At this point, 
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where the high tide of the Confederacy surged and receded, Slatterfield 
fell.” 

Members of Davis’ brigade, this company was part of the regiment 
that pursued Cutler’s men north of the railroad cutting on the first 
day of the battle. The point of farthest advance was established—at 
least to the content of North Carolinians, and to the apparent satis- 
faction of the Gettysburg battlefield authorities of that day—when 
Lieutenant T. D. Falls, of Fallstown, Cleveland County, North Caro- 
lina, and Sergeant Augustus Whitley, of Everitts, in Martin County, 
visited the terrain, made affidavits about the point they had 
reached, and had it marked by the Gettysburg Commission.®° This 
testimony, according to Adjutant Charles M. Cooke, of the 55th, had 
other corroboration. 

Taken with the advance of Lane and D. H. Hill in the pre-Manassas 
affair on the Peninsula, and the fact that Cox’s brigade fired the final 
round of the Army of Northern Virginia, this bold feat of the 55th 
Regiment went to establish North Carolina’s most cherished tradition 
of its part in the Confederate War: “First at Bethel, farthest at Gettys- 
burg and last at Appomattox.” 

Unhappily for the North Carolinians, the principal press accounts 
of the battle were from the Richmond correspondents. In one of the 
first conspicuous dispatches to the Enquirer, Pettigrew’s command, 
containing some of the stanchest veteran regiments of the army, was 
termed “raw troops,” and Pickett’s defeat was attributed to Pettigrew’s 
“faltering.” North Carolina has not yet recovered.*! 

This impression worked its way into early Southern history and no 
doubt influenced the writing of some of the official army reports pre- 
pared within a few months after the battle. Longstreet’s tended to 
exonerate Pickett and blame Hill’s troops,®? and Pickett’s was so bitter 
that Lee declined to receive it and requested that it be rewritten. The 
assault, much to the annoyance of North Carolina participants and 
the state’s postwar writers, came to be known as “Pickett’s charge” 
without ever a reference to Pettigrew or Trimble. That name is 
probably a historical fixture, though Pickett commanded little more 
than a third of the attacking column and performance was equally 
courageous all along the line. 

Going into the attack with both flanks in the air foredoomed the 
movement to failure, and the troops naturally faltered first at the two 
extremes of the line. This was no reflection of the right under Kemper 
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nor the left under Mayo. No troops could have withstood the enfilade 
fire while assailed by artillery and musketry in their immediate front. 
It was not the character of the units but their positions which caused 
the disintegration that eventually affected the entire assaulting force. 

Many factors contributed to the repulse apart from the terrain and 
inadequate numbers: improper organization of the movement, inade- 
quate staffwork, the faltering of Wilcox and Lang, the failure of Hill 
to move Thomas and Perrin into close support of the left flank of the 
column, and, by no means last, Pendleton’s inexcusable blunder of 
depriving the assaulting column of well-stocked artillery that could 
have helped keep the Federal flankers in check. 


9. “The Task Was Too Great for Yow” 


As Shotwell of the 8th Virginia was dragging himself up Seminary 
Ridge after the heartbreaking experience in the valley, he saw a horse- 
man observing alone, and as he approached, was surprised to find it 
was the commanding general. Shotwell gave a brief picture of Lee at 
this moment. “His bridle rein was carelessly upon his horse’s neck, 
and in the whole attitude of the trim, soldierly figure was an air of sad- 
ness, weariness, regretfulness, akin to depression, such as I had never 
known in him before.” 

Shotwell saluted Lee and was about to pass on when the general 
stopped him. “Are you wounded?” Lee asked. 

“No, General,” he replied, “only a little fatigued; but I am afraid 
there are but few so lucky as myself.” 

“Ah! yes,” said Lee. “I am very sorry—the task was too great for 
you. But we mustn’t despond. Another time we shall succeed. Are 
you one of Pickett’s men?” 

ese sire? 

“Well, you had better go back and rest yourself. Captain Linthicum 
will tell you the rendezvous for your brigade.” 

An officer came up at a gallop and told Lee a division—Shotwell was 
so filled with emotion that he did not get the name, but it was more 
likely Wright’s brigade than a division—was coming into line behind 
the ridge, and Lee gathered up his reins. “It is well,” he said. “Those 
people over yonder seem to be advancing, and I am becoming a little 
anxious.”’$4 

The advance Lee detected was only heavy waves of skirmishers, 
but they might have heralded a more general movement of Meade’s 
army. 
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Shotwell had one other touching experience. When he found Lin- 
thicum, “our soldier-parson,” the captain was standing with his head 
resting on the neck of a horse, weeping for the man whose blood 
covered the saddle—his dear friend General Richard S. Garnett.* 
Dick Garnett now was with Stonewall Jackson, and if the stern old 
genius had been looking down at the assault on Cemetery Ridge it is 
likely he had already wiped the slate clean for Garnett’s retreat at 
Kernstown. 

Lee was at his greatest in this moment of adversity. He made no 
effort to shift the least part of the blame. “It was all my fault,” he 
repeated again and again as officers came to him. Then he urged them 
to “do the best we can toward saving what is left us.”8* Already he 
was looking toward other battles and offering his soldiers resolution 
instead of remorse. 

The Confederate army was indeed in peril when the troops of 
Pickett, Pettigrew, and Trimble came streaming back, but Longstreet 
allowed no moments to escape him. He anticipated that the Federals 
would pursue quickly, Meade at their head. But neither Longstreet 
nor Lincoln a little later seemed to understand that Meade—who had 
been selected because he was a safe, cautious general, temperamentally 
the opposite of Hooker—would go on being cautious and safe to the 
end. 

Longstreet rode the line of his batteries to inspire a resolute de- 
fense, determined that his last gun would be sacrificed if necessary in 
repelling a counterattack. He was not so sparing of ammunition but 
that he opened on the dense waves of skirmishers and they were soon 
driven back. That night Law and McLaws were withdrawn from the 
base of Round Top to Seminary Ridge, and Johnson was retired from 
Benner’s Hill to Seminary Ridge and Oak Hill to make the defensive 
line more compact. 

Lee remained at the line of guns on the fringe of the woods where 
he awaited the soldiers returning from the assault and spoke to them 
cheeringly. Meade at that time left his Power’s Hill headquarters and 
rode to Little Round Top, greeted by swelling cheers all along the 
line. Lee heard them and told a lieutenant to ascertain their mean- 
ing, but nothing gave evidence of the counterattack he feared.87 The 
Federal army clung to its ridge as though it, too, was spent, and all 
Meade attempted was a gingerly reconnaissance by a brigade of the 
Fifth Corps. Could Meade at this moment have attacked success- 
fully? Who knows? If so, his losses would have been terrific, for he 
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in turn would have had to cross the open ground and charge up the 
slope. The Confederacy, at fearful price, had made its great thrust 
for freedom, and Meade’s army had repulsed it; both sides seemed to 
recognize that enough blood had been poured already across these 
Pennsylvania hills. 

Of Pickett’s fifteen regiments only one field officer escaped injury. 
He was Lieutenant Colonel Joseph C. Cabell, who survived to fall 
near Richmond. Seven colonels were dead in front of their men and 
an eighth was mortally wounded; all the others were casualties. The 
loss in company officers and noncommissioned officers, while unre- 
corded, was undoubtedly as severe. True to his presumption, Colonel 
Patton fell at the wall. 

One of the pathetic pictures of the Confederate War was that of 
Pickett back on Seminary Ridge, dismounted, holding his reins, his 
hat off, reporting to Longstreet, “General, my noble division is swept 
away.” 

That was substantially the case, for the retreat of the survivors, 
virtually without officers, degenerated into a rout. 

Though some of the attacking column, maddened by the repulse, 
pleaded to be taken back again*®® and Lane heartily invited a Federal 
counterattack so his men might return some of the favors handed to 
them along the wall,5® most of the soldiers knew that for them the 
battle was over. They stumbled across the fields distraught, winded, 
assailed from the rear by rapid Federal fire. What destroyed their 
morale utterly was this return journey across nearly a mile of open 
country covered with the bodies of their comrades, while shells still 
exploded overhead and men were dropping about them.%° Facing 
the firing guns had been easier than having them at their backs. 

Even with a Malvern Hill in its record, the Army of Northern Vir- 
ginia had experienced no such sanguinary repulse. Efforts to stop the 
refugees on Seminary Ridge were abortive. Regimental and company 
formations had been lost; there was no longer a division, or brigades, 
or regiments. There were merely groups of battle-shocked men seek- 
ing shelter from the ghastly carnage. Several hundred yards beyond 
Seminary Ridge the remnants came to a country road running down a 
valley, which would lead eventually to a juncture with the Fairfield 
road. Because of a bluff on one side and a swamp on the other, the 
fleeing men had to converge and pass through a defile. Here, in the 
blind frenzy that overtakes men in flight, they threw away much of 
their equipment—blankets, haversacks, and guns. Efforts by the hand- 
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ful of officers to halt them were as unsuccessful as they had been on 
Seminary Ridge. Finally some of the privates themselves saw the un- 
reasoning nature of their retreat. Standing firm, they soon brought 
others into their group until they formed a guard of about thirty men 
across the road and checked the rout. Sorrel called it “a sight never 
before witnessed—part of the Army of Northern Virginia in full, 
breathless flight.”®° 

Pickett was weeping without restraint. A man of his high emotions 
could not control the tears even in front of his soldiers. Riding after 
his men, he came to the volunteer guard barring the roadway and 
said, “Don’t stop any of my men. Tell them to come to the camp 
we occupied last night.” Then, a pitiful and solitary figure, unaccom- 
panied by aides or orderlies, he rode back toward his old camp on 
Marsh Creek. 

Charles Marshall of Lee’s staff came along after Pickett departed, 
set up a patrol several hundred yards to the rear along a small stream, 
and kept it there until sunset. By that time the frenzy of the defeat 
had subsided, and Marshall marched the assembled group back to 
Seminary Ridge, where Lee spoke kindly to them. 

Pickett next morning on Marsh Creek mustered 800 men in place 
of the approximately 4,800 who had followed him into battle. The 
division, now calmed, was put in charge of about 4,000 Federal pris- 
oners and started for Virginia.®! The last to reach the battlefield was 
the first to depart. 

But while the survivors marched away, their name lingered. 
Pickett’s division had been denied the aura of victory, but it had been 
chosen by fame to identify eternally what is probably the most re- 
nowned infantry assault of Anglo-Saxon history—an assault that was 
“the high-water mark of the Rebellion” and of a type of warfare more 
akin to chivalry than to the fighting of our present day. 


10. The Cavalry Charges Around 


Stuart’s part in the effort to break the Federal center on July 3 was 
entirely negative. He took his troopers to the far Confederate left, 
between the York and Hanover roads, and fought inconclusively at 
the Rummel farm with Gregg’s Federal cavalry, augmented by Custer’s 
brigade of Kilpatrick’s division. 

The action, begun by dismounted pickets, gradually drew in the 
neavier columns until Stuart had about 6,000 and Gregg about 4,000 
on the field. After a series of charges and countercharges, compared 
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by one of the contestants to “the crash of ocean waves breaking on 
a rock-bound coast,”®? the tide receded and there was not an unusual 
amount of driftage left on the shore. Stuart pulled off when it was 
obvious that he could not reach the rear of Meade’s army and that 
it had not been broken. He saw unengaged Federal horsemen mass- 
ing on his flank and knew a bitter and prolonged fight was promised. 

Like all the other elements of the Gettysburg campaign for Stuart, 
this battle in the Federal right rear was barren of glory. It was all he 
did at Gettysburg and it was worth no more than his pitiful exhibit of 
125 wagons, the fruit of his long ride around the Federal army. Wade 
Hampton was severely but not critically wounded. Stuart retired in 
the late afternoon and fell in on Ewell’s flank. 

More spectacular but altogether vain was the attack by the Federal 
Brigadier General Elon J. Farnsworth, who had worn his star only 
four days, against some of Law’s regiments on the far right of the 
Confederate army. Farnsworth had passed to the Confederate flank 
with Kilpatrick, and Law had added Tige Anderson’s Georgia brigade 
as a flank protection. Robertson’s 1st Texas Regiment was close 
by and Benning’s Georgians were in supporting distance. Skirmishers 
of the Ist Texas were so close they overheard the Federal cavalry 
planning the charge, then an angry voice exclaiming, “If you are 
afraid to attack, by God, I will lead the charge myself.” 

Law said he learned later that Kilpatrick was the speaker and that 
Farnsworth, who knew the harebrained nature of the movement, 
would not have made it on his own judgment. 

Captain H. C. Parsons of the 1st Vermont Cavalry was close when 
Kilpatrick gave the order and noticed Farnsworth’s emotion as he 
replied, “General, do you mean it? Shall I throw my handful of men 
over rough ground, through timber, against a brigade of infantry? 
The 1st Vermont has already been fought half to pieces; these men 
are too good to kill.’ 

Parsons quoted Kilpatrick’s reply in words similar to those over- 
heard by the Texans: “Do you refuse to obey my orders? If you are 
afraid to lead this charge, I will lead it.” 

“Take that back,” cried Farnsworth in high passion, rising in his 
stirrups and facing his superior boldly. 

Kilpatrick was apparently the one who lacked personal courage in 
such an encounter—though he was intrepid enough in action—and 
sidled away from his affronted subordinate. “I did not mean it; 
forget it,” he said. 
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The ability of the cavalry to break infantry began to pass with the 
introduction of gunpowder, but Kilpatrick did not seem to realize 
this; according to one of his officers he thought the cavalry could 
“fight anywhere except at sea.” The ground here was anything but 
suited to cavalry, being covered with great rocks, lined with stone walls 
and spotted with clumps of timber. 

Farnsworth took two of his regiments, the depleted 1st Vermont 
and the Ist West Virginia, out of the woods near the base of Round 
Top and threw them against what a near-by Federal cavalry colonel 
judged was the best-guarded spot along the entire Confederate line.® 
Anderson’s brigade was astride the Emmitsburg road watching Mer- 
ritt’s cavalry brigade which had come up from Emmitsburg and driven 
in his skirmishers. Farnsworth dashed pell-mell against the front of 
the Ist Texas, in line between the road and Round Top, and was 
repulsed, but his front extended beyond that of the enemy; the Ist 
Vermont, overlapping the Texans, rode on until it found itself be- 
tween the Confederate artillery and their main line, Farnsworth riding 
with it. 

Law had already ordered the 9th Georgia, Anderson’s brigade, 
from the Emmitsburg road, and it came at a run. He told an aide 
to find the first available regiment and throw it across Farnsworth’s 
path and the aide brought up the 4th Alabama. Law then ordered 
Colonel Oates of the 15th Alabama to close the gap on the flank of 
the 1st Texas where Farnsworth had entered. 

The gallant Federal cavalryman was now enclosed, and what his 
charge consisted of was riding in large circles around the fields, dash- 
ing himself here and there against the infantry, seeking an escape. 
Riding north up the valley he struck the 4th Alabama first, recoiled, 
moved against the Confederate batteries with their infantry supports, 
which tore his little command apart at close range, and then circled 
again in an effort to emerge at his point of entry. Here he struck the 
Alabamians, bounced back once more, and gained temporary security 
in the woods, from where about six of his troopers worked their way 
out past the flank of the Ist Texas.®° 

Most of Law’s division, including its commander and General Ben- 
ning, watched the frantic efforts of the Federal cavalry leader, who 
could be distinguished by a linen havelock worn over his military 
cap. Benning said it was as if enacted in an amphitheater. When 
Farnsworth reached the woods he rode dauntlessly with a handful of 
men to the 15th Alabama. Flourishing his pistol, he called on the 
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lieutenant commanding the firing line to surrender. He received a vol- 
ley that emptied most of his saddles, killed his horse, and wounded 
him in several places. As the lieutenant approached him and de- 
manded his surrender, Farnsworth put his pistol to his head and 
blew out his brains. His reason can only be surmised. Possibly he 
believed that all that remained for him was the scorn of his superior, 
Kilpatrick. That part of the command which had not entered behind 
the Confederate lines retired in good order. 

Colonel Frederick C. Newhall of the 6th Pennsylvania Cavalry, 
Merritt’s advance regiment, which was near by, said later that if Kil- 
patrick really dared Farnsworth to charge, “it was a crime.” About 
this there could be little doubt, because part of a good cavalry brigade 
was tossed away capriciously, against the attacking officer’s advice, 
and it seemed largely to embellish a general’s swashbuckling. Newhall 
appeared to believe the story, which was adequately attested, but 
hoped it was not true that this brave general “rode to his death with 
that contemptible taunt goading him.” 

Some of the Confederates who interviewed the prisoners told Ben- 
ning the attackers “were all drunk.” That probably was not the 
case, but the conclusion is understandable because of the senseless 
nature of the attack. Nothing was better managed, according to ob- 
server Benning, than the manner in which Farnsworth was hemmed 
in and repulsed. His attack was the final episode of the battle. 

That night it rained. 


CHAPTER 
TWENTY-THREE 


Retreat to Virginia 


1. “I Cain’t Find No Rear” 


The rain fell in such torrents that, as War Clerk Jones observed, it 
“washed the blood from the grass all night,” while the historian of 
the Army of the Potomac, J. H. Stine, thought the heavy cannonading 
of the three days had so agitated the elements as to unleash the violent 
storms.” 

The gods of the thunder, challenged by the blasts of the guns, shot 
giant bolts with rumbles and reverberations across the hills, deluged 
the valleys and, except when the eerie flashes lighted the ghostly fields, 
covered the country with “a darkness like that of Egypt.”* Canvas 
gave scant protection, and the Confederate army lay in gloomy silence, 
drenched, with the rain beating in their faces and depressing any 
remaining battle ardor for the moment. 

The rain finally slackened, reserving some of its torrents for the suc- 
ceeding days, and although the mud mired down the artillery, Lee was 
able to withdraw his two wings so that his line ran straight along 
Seminary Ridge. 

Johnson extricated himself skillfully from his remote and always 
hazardous position hooked around Meade’s right, where an enterpris- 
ing antagonist possessing interior lines might have concentrated an 
overwhelming force against him. He began his withdrawal at 1:30 
A.M., July 4, and conducted it so quietly that it was undetected by 
Federal pickets only fifty yards away. The noise of the rain must 
have helped him in his stealth, but it was not likely Slocum would 
have tried to interfere in the darkness. 
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Early followed him, then Rodes. When day broke, the Federals 
on Culp’s and East Cemetery hills looked out on the empty Confed- 
erate lines, which they could not yet know for certain presaged the 
death of the Southern cause. But the Federal soldiers had notions. 

Where the skirmish lines were still close enough for conversation 
a Northern soldier called across to a Southern picket, “Hello, Johnnie, 
have you got any butter?” 

“No,” the Confederate answered. “Why?” 

“Because,” the Yank went on, “you’ll need it to slide back into 
the Union on.”® 

Victory and defeat are not always matters of men and bayonets, 
but often conditions of the mind. All through the night of July 3 the 
Confederate soldiers thought they would continue the fight in the 
morning. So did Meade. Few in the ranks were defeated or, in any 
event, prepared to recognize it. But as the day of July 4 wore on and 
Lee’s intentions became apparent, the Southern army came to under- 
stand that the campaign in Pennsylvania had failed, and Meade to 
know that he had won a great victory. 

On the night of July 3 Lee summoned Imboden to headquarters. 
The cavalry officer arrived about eleven only to learn that Lee was at 
Hill’s headquarters. There Imboden found him and Hill seated on 
camp stools examining the Adams County map by the light of a single 
candle, talking earnestly, carefully preparing for the withdrawal of 
the army, which Hill’s corps would commence. Lee directed Imboden 
to return and await him at army headquarters, which the commanding 
general reached about one o’clock. The skies had cleared tempo- 
rarily, for Imboden said Lee could be seen approaching slowly by the 
moonlight, but he was so exhausted he could scarcely alight. After 
the cavalryman had assisted him he rested himself against his horse, 
his arm across the saddle, and stood for a time looking at the ground 
as though too fatigued to go further. 

Sympathetically Imboden broke the silence with a word of under- 
standing. “General, this has been a hard day for you.” 

“Yes, it has been a sad, sad day for us,” Lee responded, his thoughts 
as always on the army. He gave Imboden clear instructions for the 
conduct of the wounded to Virginia, specifying the route via Cham- 
bersburg and Williamsport to the Potomac.® 

The rain resumed soon after noon on July 4 and, according to 
Imboden, “the meadows became small lakes; raging streams ran across 
the road . . . the storm increased in fury every minute.” At 4:00 p.m. 
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Imboden moved by the Cashtown pike with the long train carrying the 
thousands of wounded soldiers—seventeen miles of them, a slow- 
moving convoy that required thirty-four hours to pass a given point. 

Lee’s spirits were restored after the painful task of evacuating the 
wounded. Hill’s artilleryman, McIntosh, thought the greatness of his 
character was never more clearly revealed than at this time when his 
plans had crashed: “He never appeared more serene than on the days 
succeeding the battle.”? 

All day July 4 the two armies faced each other, sickened by their 
appalling losses, bogged down in mud and water, each watching for 
the other to disclose its intention. Ewell entrenched along the ridge 
northwest of Gettysburg and awaited the Northern army, and though 
Lee’s artillery was short of ammunition, the infantry had plenty for 
another engagement. 

But Meade had decided with finality against attacking Lee on 
Seminary Ridge. Hancock had written him from his stretcher just 
after Pickett was repulsed, urging a counterattack. The Federal cav- 
alry chief, Pleasanton, had ridden up to Meade, congratulated him, 
then badgered him. 

“General,” Pleasanton said, “I will give you half an hour to show 
yourself a great general. Order the army to advance, while I will take 
the cavalry, get in Lee’s rear, and we will finish the campaign in a 
week.” 

Meade’s reply was typical. “How do you know Lee will not attack 
me again? We have done well enough.’’® 

On the gloomy night of July 4 Hill’s drenched corps marched, 
followed by Longstreet, then Ewell. All moved by the Fairfield road 
toward Hagerstown, which gave protection to the trains going by the 
Cashtown route. Meade could not shift toward Lee’s left and unblock 
Washington. Just as on Lee’s approach to Gettysburg, too many 
men had to move along a single road, and it was not until ten o’clock 
on the morning of July 5 that Ewell was on the way from Seminary 
Ridge. Gordon’s brigade, the rear guard, left Gettysburg at noon, 
unmolested. 

Dickert, of Kershaw’s brigade, described the retreat: “. . . down 
mountain sides, through gorges and over hills, the army slowly made 
its way. No haste, no confusion. . . . The rain fell in torrents, night 
and day. The roads were soon greatly cut up, which in a measure 
was to Lee’s advantage, preventing the enemy from following him too 
closely.’”® 
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Lee, according to his custom, fell in with Longstreet and when the 
correspondent Ross observed them at Bream’s Tavern on the Fair- 
field road, they were standing apart, talking earnestly, while the staff 
officers huddled around the fire that was a protection from the chill 
rain, or, exhausted, slept with the rain beating into their faces, using 
logs or fence rails for pillows.1° 

Lee said later that he considered countermanding his retreat order 
because of the rain. He declared he would not have left his position 
if he had anticipated such dreadfully bad weather.’!! But the wagon 
trains would be endangered if the army did not follow. Quite obvi- 
ously he still had unbounded confidence in his men and accepted 
defeat with deep reluctance. 

Ross talked with him and Longstreet at Hagerstown, where the 
commanding general expressed opinions of interest because they were 
his first recorded after the battle. He said he would not have attacked 
had he known that Meade had been able to concentrate his entire 
army, and he complimented Meade on this achievement. He had 
not intended, in fact, to bring on any full-scale battle, but, “led away, 
partly by the success of the first day, believing that Meade had only 
a portion of his army . . . and seeing the enthusiasm of his own troops, 
he had thought that a successful battle would cut the knot so easily 
and satisfactorily that he had determined to risk it.” 

He attributed his lack of knowledge about Meade to Stuart’s ab- 
sence. The fact that he had been forced to wait three days at Cham- 
bersburg had deprived him of the advantage he had secured at the 
beginning of the invasion. As Ross interpreted his views, Lee felt 
that if he had not been compelled to wait—and the absence of the 
cavalry was what slowed him—he could have taken the entire arm 
into the Susquehanna valley, following Ewell, threatened Philadelphia, 
and severed the Army of the Potomac from the north except by sea. 
Meade could not have menaced his communications seriously with- 
out exposing Baltimore and Washington. “He might have taken a 
position where it would have been very difficult for Meade to attack 
him; and without further fighting, by merely maintaining his army 
near Harrisburg or some other central point, incalculable results might 
have been secured.”!2. That was essentially Longstreet’s “defensive 
tactics” proposal made at the beginning of the campaign. 

Lee reached the Potomac on July 7 and found the river in flood 
and his pontoons destroyed by raiders operating against his rear from 
French’s force at Frederick. He constructed works extending from 
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Conococheague Creek near Hagerstown, to the Potomac, then 
awaited either attack by Meade or a recession of the river. 

Meade straggled up on July 12, reconnoitered Lee’s strong lines, 
and, against Lincoln’s specific injunction to “call no council of war,” 
called a meeting of the corps commanders on the night of July 12. 
All but two--Howard and Wadsworth, the temporary First Corps com- 
mander—opposed an attack, a judgment to which Meade for the time 
yielded. But after another reconnaissance on July 13, with the rain 
still pouring, he decided to attack on the fourteenth. When he moved 
out on the morning of the fourteenth, Lee had gone. 

Lack of flour more than lack of ammunition impelled Lee to cross.** 
Adequate supplies for his artillery had been brought up from Win- 
chester on July 9. Meade, too, recognized that Lee’s caissons were 
now loaded. His information, though he regarded it as scanty, was 
that ammunition trains had been ferried to Williamsport.14 Why 
Lee’s staff and chief of artillery had not brought up ammunition from 
Winchester and made it available to him at Gettysburg is an unan- 
swered question. There must have been time while Lee waited at 
Chambersburg before the battle. 

Lincoln was deeply disappointed that Lee was allowed to “escape,” 
and Halleck’s telegram reflecting the President’s view was so severe 
that Meade tendered his resignation, which was declined. 

The question of whether an attack by Meade might have succeeded 
will, of course, never be answered. Lee had a larger force than that 
with which he withstood McClellan at Sharpsburg. He was entrenched 
in a superior position and his men were eager to retaliate for Gettys- 
burg. It seems unlikely Meade could have done much better than 
Burnside did at Fredericksburg. That the spirit of the army was by 
no means crushed could be seen by the attitude of the officer inter- 
viewed by Ross: “We will fight them, sir, till hell freezes over, and 
then, sir, we'll fight them on the ice.”?® 

Even when across the river some still thought Lee had really won. 
Surgeon Welch wrote to his South Carolina wife from Bunker Hill: 


We drove the Yankees three miles from the battlefield to a long 
range of high hills, from which it was impossible to dislodge them. 
General Lee had to fall back to keep them from getting the ad- 
vantage.” 16 


How the in-the-ranks Federals regarded it could be seen from the 
letter from Josiah Williams of Putnamville, Indiana, about how he 
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found things when he rejoined his regiment, the 27th Indiana, from 
the hospital. 


Gettysburg was an awful fight the boys Saying it was more terrific 
than anything they ever saw, which is emphatically some. Men 
laying in piles, our Regiment losing 100 in about 3 minutes in a 
charge made upon the Breast-works. . . .17 


Though Meade did not attack before the crossing, his artillery was 
annoying while the Confederate army had its back to the river. Mc- 
Kim told a story of a servant who came too close to the lines, where 
his master admonished him. 

“Caesar, what are you doing here?” asked the Confederate officer. 
“Have I not ordered you always to keep in the rear when the fighting 
is going on?” 

“Yes, Marster,” the Negro answered, “I know you is told me dat. 
But I declar’ fo’ God, I’se look ebery whar on dis here battle field 
dis day, and I cain’t find no rear.’”’18 

Heth, restored to duty, covered Lee’s crossing. His depleted divi- 
sion was north of the river on the morning of July 14, while Pender’s, 
closer to the stream, was preparing to cross. Heth’s men had marched 
all night and were asleep. Heth put out no pickets, although Petti- 
grew set up a guard for his own brigade. 

While his exhausted men napped, Pettigrew examined the lines. 

His aide, Captain Louis G. Young, met him on foot in the rear center 
of his command. While they talked, Heth rode by and told him his 
brigade would be the rear guard. Pettigrew expressed regret that he 
had been given no artillery but told Young to arouse the men, which 
the captain did. 
- Just then Pettigrew and Young noticed a body of cavalry on rising 
ground a mile distant and inquired of Heth about its identity. The 
general said that if it should be an enemy party it could be driven 
off easily. While Heth and Pettigrew were watching, another small 
cavalry squadron rode out of the woods only 500 yards distant, flying 
the United States flag. Heth, for some reason, thought they could 
not be the enemy but were displaying a captured flag in a Spirit of 
braggadocio. Said Young: “It was difficult to believe sane men would 
attack as this small body of cavalry did.’’19 

The bold Federal squadron rode close to Pettigrew’s soldiers, who 
were only awaiting orders to fire, demanded their Surrender, and 
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dashed about firing their revolvers. Pettigrew was tossed from his 
startled horse. One of his arms was still weak from a wound received 
at Seven Pines and the other was in a sling from the hand injury suf- 
fered at Gettysburg. 

His troops meantime formed a line along a fence. When he arose 
he directed them calmly and the Federal cavalrymen began to fall. 
One of them took a position on the flank where he fired so effectively 
that Pettigrew ordered his men to get him. They apparently did not 
hear, so he started at the man with his own pistol and, heedless of 
his danger, tried to get so close he could not miss. Before he could 
fire the Federal trooper shot him in the abdomen. His wound was 
mortal and he died three days later at Bunker Hill, Virginia, probably 
the last casualty of the Southern army in the campaign. All North 
Carolina mourned him.”° 

The small attacking party was annihilated by the Confederate fire. 
Correspondent Ross called them “forty tipsy cavalrymen,”** and 
others claimed they were drunk, though it is hard to see how that 
could be determined with all of them dead. It is probable they were 
only foolhardy. 


2. Some Reasons for Victory and Defeat 


Meade approached many of his decisions gropingly, owing probably 
to his brief tenure in command. In the end, his decisions seemed to 
be unfailingly correct. 

He gave battle at Gettysburg instead of along his more favored 
Pipe Creek line; the Gettysburg position with its interior lines was a 
major element in his success. He remained on the defensive at every 
stage, which proved good judgment. When he won he prudently con- 
served his victory. Unlike many past generals initially successful in 
dealing with a resourceful adversary, he did not chance spoiling suc- 
cess by an ill-conceived and hastily arranged counterattack or, a little 
later, by an assault on strongly fortified lines. 

In the conduct of the battle, Hancock was as vital a factor as Meade 
himself—and it was to Meade’s credit that he knew how to employ 
so capable a subordinate; he knew when not to yield to his views, as 
on the afternoon of July 3 when Hancock, being a more daring war- 
rior, counseled a counteroffensive. As the battle progressed, Han- 
cock’s quick decisions and prompt actions meant on more than one 
occasion the difference between defeat and victory. 

It is true that Meade might have won more decisively by taking the 
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offensive. He wisely decided, at an hour when defeat would have 
meant disaster to the Federal cause, that a victory in hand, even 
though it did not destroy his adversary, was preferable to risking his 
own badly battered army further, when there was nothing in the 
history of Lee’s generalship or that of the Army of Northern Virginia 
which gave much promise that by a frontal attack that army could 
be captured or destroyed. 

Probably the preservation of the union depended a great deal at 
this hour on Meade’s conservatism. He had the sense to recognize 
that after three days of fighting, he possessed, not striking power, but 
position. 

Lee offered no apologies for his failure at Gettysburg, and needed 
none; it was a part of his greatness that after the war he refrained 
from the temptation that besets generals to write accounts of justifica- 
tion and explanation. His words were not required to tell why the 
Confederacy lost the war and why he did not win it. 

But Lee did fail to dislodge his opponent in the decisive battle of 
the war, and it is pertinent to examine the reasons. Perhaps no battle 
has been subjected to such searching analysis, yet even at this late 
date it seems that part of the blame has been misassessed and that 
some of the areas—such as Lee’s selection of his subordinates and 
the composition of his own staff—have been looked on as sacrosanct 
by many Southern writers and have been ignored by many Northern. 

Of the factors which contributed to Lee’s defeat, this writer has 
listed some which appear outstanding. They are: 

Inadequate staff work. This was at the heart of Lee’s battle prob- 
lems and accounted for most of his earlier difficulties. It was evident 
at the outset in the loose wording of the orders given to Stuart, which 
deprived Lee of his cavalry. The inadequacy of his staff was present 
at every hour at Gettysburg, in the inability of the commander to 
enforce his will on his subordinates and dominate the action as a 
victorious general must do. Lee needed as chief of staff a soldier of 
the stature of Hood, Johnson, Gordon, or Benning, with appropriate 
rank and a sufficient number of subordinates to make certain that 
(1) the commanding general was informed of all developments on the 
field (like the value of garrisoning Round Top), and (2) that the 
commanding general’s main purposes were not flouted because of 
minor developments (like the stoppage of the en echelon attack by 
the Bliss farm skirmish). As it was, after giving his orders to his 
corps commanders, Lee lost all control of the battle action. This 
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chief of staff should not only have taken over the detail work, but 
should have maintained close contact with the War Department in 
Richmond, keeping it informed of the army’s condition, causing it to 
respond to Lee’s suggestion for an “army in effigy,” and insisting on 
the forwarding of Pickett’s missing brigades. 

Failure of Ewell and Early to follow their advantage of July 1. 
This appears to have been the major tactical error of the battle, for 
quick pursuit of a broken enemy almost certainly would have deprived 
Meade of his Cemetery Ridge position, necessitated his concentra- 
tion behind Pipe Creek, and given Lee a significant psychological vic- 
tory on July 1, instead of merely a preliminary advantage that was a 
prelude to defeat. Lee himself might have ridden more speedily to 
Gettysburg and assumed a more vigorous control of the action on his 
arrival. He did not need to await Longstreet when a broken, fleeing 
enemy was before him. 

Absence of the cavalry. This led to the battle in circumstances 
that were not of Lee’s choosing, deprived him of intelligence about 
Meade’s concentration, and severely handicapped him at every turn 
both in the campaign and on the battlefield. A typical instance of the 
latter was Longstreet’s groping flank march of July 2 without cavalry 
guide and over terrain no cavalry had reconnoitered. 

Failure to transfer Ewell’s corps to the army’s right. After Ewell 
and Early had missed the opportunity to take Culp’s and Cemetery 
hills at the close of the first day’s fighting, Johnson was allowed to 
beat his division and three additional brigades to pieces against the 
Culp’s Hill citadel without maintaining any concert with the balance 
of the army. Lee had recognized from the almshouse cupola on the 
evening of July 1 the weakness of his strung-out, concave line and had 
urgently desired a more compact, straight line of battle along Sem- 
inary Ridge. But he had allowed himself to be induced by the glib, 
persuasive lawyer, Jubal Early, to maintain his faulty position. With 
Ewell on his right he might have rolled up Meade’s army on July 2, 
and he could always have imposed more of a threat of a flanking move- 
ment around Meade’s left, about which the Federal commander seemed 
sensitive. 

Pender’s fall on July 2. The loss at a critical moment of this in- 
trepid officer, who had demonstrated on July 1 how ably he could 
conduct an attack, was a cause of defeat which Lee himself men- 
tioned, although inadvertently or through error in reporting, he placed 
Pender’s fall on the wrong day. Lee’s thought was clear enough. 
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Had Pender not been mortally wounded, it is fairly certain the attack 
of July 2 would not have petered out in the center of the army, even 
if the brigade on Pender’s immediate right (Mahone’s) had remained 
unemployed. The success of Wright showed that if Pender had hit 
the Federal center with his customary impact, the Federal. line there, 
weakened by the transfer of troops to the Wheat Field, very likely 
would have yielded. Hancock would not have been able to send Car- 
roll’s brigade to the succor of Howard when East Cemetery Hill was 
assailed by the brigades of Avery (Hoke) and Hays. Surely the fall 
of Pender came at an unhappy moment for Lee’s fortunes. 

Ewell’s failure to attack in concert with Longstreet on July 2. Had 
he done so, the Federal left could not have been reinforced by the 
Twelfth Corps, and the center might have been further weakened, 
with a resultant greater opportunity for the brigades of Wright, Wil- 
cox, and Lang. 

The capture of Lee’s correspondence. This was undoubtedly a 
strong factor in holding Meade on the battlefield on the night of July 2, 
when there were valid inducements in his mind to suggest retirement 
to Pipe Creek. Merely by maintaining his position—by standing firm— 
he was able to win a great victory. 

Longstreet’s attack on July 2, While the delay in this attack is gen- 
erally advanced as a reason—often as the reason—for Lee’s defeat, two 
factors are ignored. The first is the historical misconception that Lee 
ordered a sunrise attack by Longstreet or that Longstreet could have 
had his troops in hand had Lee so ordered. The second is that the 
Federal army would not have been unprepared. 

Meade had achieved as good a concentration as Lee on the morn- 
ing of July 2. He had garrisoned Little Round Top, first with Geary, 
then with Birney. It was vacated on the afternoon of July 2, when 
Longstreet attacked. The Federals were always closer and could 
reach it first if it were threatened. 

In many respects it seems that Longstreet’s attack was delivered, 
fortuitously more than by intent, at exactly the right moment, because 
it was at the only time he was likely to catch Sickles’ Third Corps so 
grievously exposed. Earlier than three o’clock Longstreet would have 
been compelled to attack a more compact Federal line, over a long 
stretch of open fields, in the same unfavorable circumstances that at- 
tended Pickett, Pettigrew, and Trimble a day later. 

By attacking when he did, Longstreet disrupted Meade’s entire 
army, shattered some of its best divisions, and brought it so close to 
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defeat that if Ewell had supplied the co-operation which Lee expected, 
and if Hill had not faltered when less than half his forces were en- 
gaged, it is highly likely that the Federal army, already brought to the 
verge of defeat, would have been dislodged. 

The long and vindictive campaign against Longstreet carried on for 
a generation was initiated by Pendleton and Early on the false premise 
that Lee had issued a “sunrise attack order.” Longstreet was able to 
refute this easily from the records and Lee’s own staff. But the ground 
continually shifted in the criticism, and Early, a vindictive assailant, 
finally goaded Longstreet, who was for a long period indifferent, into 
indiscretions that aligned much sentiment against him. His political 
defection had already alienated many. His loss of prestige had its in- 
ception not so much in what he did or failed to do at Gettysburg, but 
in defending his course at Gettysburg. His fame among his contem- 
poraries would have been greater had his pen been more discreet. 

A review of Early’s extensive writing on this subject in the South- 
ern Historical Society Papers, and of Pendleton’s original attack, 
leaves a disinterested reader wondering if the case against Longstreet 
was not built out of an acute need by these two generals for self-justifi- 
cation of their own conduct during the battle, and perhaps it was an 
unconscious acknowledgment that they themselves had played no 
small role in causing Lee’s defeat. Certainly Lee never attached blame 
to Longstreet, nor was the affection he maintained for this peculiar, 
blunt, domineering subordinate ever moderated, even to the very end. 

Finally, the mass assault of July 3. Lee could not know until he 
tested it how hard it would be to break the Federal center on July 3. 
After it was over, it was easy to see that too much had been expected 
from the troops. Before, the assault seemed feasible to him, even if 
not to Longstreet. The cost was staggering and the failure as com- 
plete as Grant’s comparable mass attack at Cold Harbor in 1864. 
These assaults, with others in the War between the States, were part 
of the costly exactions warfare demands to demonstrate how its estab- 
lished methods become obsolete before many are aware of it. The 
massed infantry attack over open ground against veteran adversaries 
was ended, as might have been clear from Andrew Jackson’s tre- 
mendous victory at New Orleans, but the fact had not been manifested 
repeatedly and conclusively. 

Nevertheless, Pickett and Pettigrew had an outside chance. It was 
not the case that a mere handful under Armistead reoched the enemy 
lines. Large numbers of assailants surged up to the wall. Had the 
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flanks been protected and an artillery complement been supplied to 
help keep back the flanking parties, it is not unreasonable to believe 
that the assaulting column might have gained a lodgment on the crest. 
What would have happened then, if they could have held or been 
ejected, would have depended on Longstreet’s readiness to send in 
more troops. Still, in the light of what happened, the attack was a 
ghastly failure that had better never have been made, and Lee was 
the first to concede this.?? 

Whether from lack of experience in high command or lack of in- 
nate ability, the shortcomings of Ewell and A. P. Hill were critical; 
compared with them, the deficiencies of Longstreet were indeed venial. 
Neither Ewell nor Hill at this stage of the war—and it was the decisive 
stage—knew how to conduct a large-scale attack, and in this Longstreet, 
with his pugnaciousness, tenacity, and above everything else his su- 
preme desire to win, was superb. 

The question occurs, with all the opportunities of hindsight, whether 
Lee would not have found greater advantage in not attacking on July 
2, but in holding his position on Seminary Ridge after bringing Ewell 
around and forming a straight line with its left flank on Oak Hill. 
Public opinion and fretting from Washington would have compelled 
Meade to assail him. There is some misunderstanding that Lee was 
compelled to attack—that he, being the invader, was committed to the 
offensive. Many great campaigns have been won by invading armies 
that fought on the defensive as at Crécy, Agincourt, Senlac and 
Marengo. Lee had plenty of food and enough powder and could wait. 
His herds were large—he lost 12,000 head of cattle, and 8,000 head 
of sheep on his retreat—and when the cavalry arrived it could have 
rounded up more.?3 

Lee saw the possibility of ending the campaign in a few quick 
strokes, and quite boldly he responded to that invitation. His troops 
performed to the full measure of his expectations. Had he achieved 
a victory, everything he did would have seemed correct. Still great 
generals do not make victories as often as victories seem to make 
great generals. As it was, he came so close to success that at several 
points an additional brigade, like that of Corse or Jenkins, might 
have changed the outcome of the battle. 

That was his own view. When he next saw Micah Jenkins in 
Virginia, he said, “Jenkins, if I had had your brigade at Gettysburg 
I would have won.”’4 

Probably the best summary of why he lost was his own, contained 
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in a letter written in 1868 to an author contemplating a school history, 
in which, after referring him to the official accounts of the battle, Lee 
said: 


Its loss was occasioned by a combination of circumstances. It was 
commenced in the absence of correct intelligence. It was continued 
in the effort to overcome the difficulties by which we were surrounded, 
and it would have been gained could one determined and united blow 
have been delivered by our whole line. As it was, victory trembled in 
the balance for three days, and the battle resulted in the infliction of 
as great an amount of injury as was received and in frustrating the 
Federal campaign for the season.”° 


Charles Francis Adams, a competent Northern authority, thought 
that in view of the chances always present in warfare: “The Gettys- 
burg campaign was .. . timely, admirably designed, energetically 
executed, and brought to a close with consummate military skill.” 

Adams brought out likewise that no hostile force ever invaded an 
enemy country and retreated “leaving behind less cause for hate and 
bitterness than did the Army of Northern Virginia in that memorable 
campaign.”’6 

Thousands of battle deaths and nearly twenty-two months of des- 
perate fighting remained before the results of the battle of Gettysburg 
were confirmed. Victory was not always thereafter a stranger to Lee’s 
army. But the attrition of the South set in and the war rolled on 
through the Wilderness toward Appomattox. When the fighting had 
ended it was clear that the Confederate cause was at high tide when 
it surged against the stone walls and Federal trenches on the crest of 
Cemetery Hill. 
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It is in the Southern Historical Collection, University of North Carolina Library, 
Chapel Hill, N.C. 

23 N.C. Regts., I, 764-765. 

*4 Pender’s letters here quoted are from the original Ms. in the Southern 
Historical Collection, University of North Carolina Library, Chapel Hill, N.C. 

2° The word is not clearly distinguishable. 

26 Varina D. Brown, A Colonel at Gettysburg and Spotsylvania, 78. 

*7 Perrin letter, July 29, 1863, in M. L. Bonham, A Little More Light on 
Gettysburg, 522. University of South Carolina Library, Columbia, S.C. 

28 Dawes, 175. 
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30 Scales visited the field with Dawes in 1882 and said the fire of one of the 
batteries was the most destructive he had encountered in the war, Dawes, 175n. 

31 Caldwell, 98. 

32 Varina D. Brown, 80. 

33 Ibid. 

34 After Biddle was wounded, the brigade was commanded by Colonel The- 
odore B. Gates of the 20th New York. 

35 Doubleday, 146. 

36 Varina D. Brown, 81. 

87 Bonham, 522. Perrin, in Bonham, 523, placed the blame for the loss of 
the battle on Anderson. “His failure to us was the cause of the failure of the 
campaign,” said Perrin, who did not know whether it was Anderson’s or Hill’s 
fault. But he was angered to observe that the enemy he drove from the seminary 
went into action without molestation on Cemetery Hill. “The very batteries 
which we had run off and which we saw them take off through Gettysburg, were 
the first to fire a shot from the new position,” he said. “The first shell fired by 
them from that position was aimed at my brigade.” Not only Perrin, but others 
complained of Anderson’s slowness. The Richmond Enquirer account filed 
from near Hagerstown July 8 said that Anderson’s division halted unnecessarily 
more than three hours at Cashtown, although it could hear the firing ahead. If 
Anderson had pushed on, the enemy could probably have been captured and 
certainly the army would have been able to “get possession of the mountain 
range” on which the Federals were located. “Fatal blunder!!” The scribe said 
he learned that all brigade commanders were anxious to advance but that Ander- 
son would not consent. 

38 Wake Forest Student, April 1897, 451f. 

39 [bid. 

40 N.C. Regts., I, 719. Many of Ramseur’s men were overcome by the heat in 
this pursuit. 

41 Maine at Gettysburg, 47. 

42 Tbid. 

43 Raleigh, N.C., Semi-Weekly Standard, August 4, 1863. The writer was 
described as “a gallant young officer of the 2nd North Carolina, Ramseur’s 
Brigade.” 

44 Tbid. 

45 [bid. 

46 J. Bryan Grimes, “Gettysburg,” Papers, 3. 

47 O.R., XXVII, Part II, 479. 

48 Varina D. Brown, 82. 

49 Colonel Joseph N. Brown, 3, affirmed it of his personal knowledge that the 
Ist and 14th South Carolina regiments were first in the town, and gave the 
details of their entry. 

50 Varina D. Brown, 82. 

51 Adding to much other testimony, B. G. Benson, of Augusta, Ga., wrote to 
his brother from near Hagerstown July 7, saying a dispute had arisen as to 
what troops entered Gettysburg first, and said there was no room for doubt, as 
the 1st South Carolina was already in the middle of the town when he saw the 
next troops coming up a side street. Reminiscences, 173. 

52 Bonham, 522. 

53 Varina D. Brown, 82. 

54 This was the only brigade of Early’s division to enter Gettysburg. S.H.S.P., 
IV, 254. 

°° Colonel Joseph N. Brown, 3, said when they withdrew they observed troops 
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coming up on the left and Perrin inquired who they were. A staff officer told 
him it was Rodes’s division. According to Brown, Perrin “showed displeasure on 
account of their going in and taking the place captured by us.” 

56 Bonham, 522. 

57 Doubleday, 149. 

58 Pennsylvania at Gettysburg, II, 753. 

59 O.R., XXVII, Part I, 925. 

60 Dawes, 115. At the dedication of the 143rd Pennsylvania monument at 
Gettysburg, Doubleday was referred to as “a soldier of fine military attainments 
and personal courage.” Pennsylvania at Gettysburg, I, 695. 


Chapter Thirteen: HIGH GROUND AND GOLDEN MINUTES 


1 How the offer to head the Louisiana lottery affected another outstanding gen- 
eral of the Confederacy was altogether different. Major General Dabney 
Herndon Maury was offered $25,000 a year to become president of the lottery. 
“The temptation was a terrible one,” he said. “I was almost penniless, and there 
was no prospect of my being otherwise. Twenty-five thousand dollars a year 
was wealth which to me seemed fabulous.” He told no one, tossed all night 
without sleep, and at dawn decided to reject the offer. “I had never done any- 
thing which was not honest, and I determined it was too late to begin in my old 
age. Sleep was easy to me then... .” He wrote a letter of refusal and never 
regretted it. Richmond Dispatch, January 14, 1900. S.H.S.P., XXVII, 335ff. 

2 Sorrel, 55. 

3 Freeman, Lee’s Lieutenants, III, 27, cites Hotchkiss Ms. Diary, 213. 

4 Stiles, 189. 

5 [bid. 

6 Sorrel, 55. 

7 S.H.S.P., IV, 254. 

8 The Wilmington, N.C., Daily Journal with keen penetration saw the sig- 
nificance of the lack of celerity at Gettysburg and in its July 18, 1863, issue 
quoted this and the Napoleonic maxim which follows. 

9 S.H.S.P., IV, 254. 

10 [bid., 255. 

11 [bid. 

12 §.H.S.P., XXXII, 144. 

13 [bid. 

14 Douglas, 247. 

15 [bid. Lee was at Cashtown when Johnson’s division marched through and 
had not ridden past them on the roadway, so Douglas was satisfied he had not 
arrived. 

16 [bid. 

17 Trimble, Confederate Veteran, XXV, 211. The conversation is as he 
reported it in his manuscript. 

18 Trimble’s account ended here, but the story was carried on by McKim, 
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19 N.C. Regts., Ill, 414. 

20 Gordon, 154. 
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22 Thid., 256. 

23 [bid. 
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26 N.C. Regts., Ill, 5-6. 

27 Reprinted in Raleigh Semi-Weekly Standard, August 4, 1863. 

28 Related to the writer by a resident who had purchased this property and 
learned from earlier owners the incident of Lee’s occupancy. The fact that 
Lee took it suggests it may have been a map made in 1857, which gives details 
down to individual houses and their occupants. 

29 §.H.S.P., XXXII], 140-141. 

30 McKim, 176. 

31 §.H.S.P., IV, 127. Walter H. Taylor, Four Years with General Lee, 95. 
O.R., XXVII, Part II, 318. 

32 §.H.S.P., XXXIII, 145. 

33 [bid. The wording and subsequent events cause wonder if Ewell did not 
see in Lee’s promised arrival an excuse for withholding the attack until Lee 
could take charge. When Lee arrived, it was too late. 

34 §.H.S.P., IV, 66. 

85 Colonel Joseph N. Brown had just withdrawn the 14th South Carolina 
from Gettysburg when General Lee arrived. Lee congratulated Perrin on “his 
splendid achievement” and Brown observed that “it was not too late then to 
have followed the retreating Federals.” Later he asked himself the perplexing 
questions about Lee: “Might he not once in his illustrious life, with the great 
responsibilities resting on him, viewing the almost impregnable heights in an 
enemy’s country far from his base, with such fearful odds against him, have 
hesitated who never hesitated before? It was his first battle without Stonewall 
Jackson and might he not have felt as never before the want of that rushing 
torrent which always carried everything before it when that celebrated hero 
was at the helm? Others felt it.” Joseph N. Brown, The Battle of Gettysburg, 3. 

36 McIntosh, 52. 

37 O.R., XXVII, Part II, 349. 

38 [bid., 583. 

9° S.S.P.,:Il, 225; 

40 Raleigh Semi-Weekly Standard, August 4, 1863. 

41 There appears little material difference in Longstreet’s various accounts, 
the purport of all being that he strongly favored a flanking movement. 

42 B. and L., Ill, 339. Other statements of the same nature are in Longstreet, 
From Manassas to Appomattox, 358f., and Annals, 421-422. 

43 Gordon, 155-157. 

Pe kel 4, Vie 291, 

45 McKim, 193. 

46 Douglas, 247. 

47 Annals, 308-309. 

48 Hunton, 98. 
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Chapter Fourteen: MOONLIGHT AND MARCHING COLUMNS 


1 Rebellion Record, 87-89. 

2 [bid. 

3 Doubleday, 143. 

4 Pennsylvania at Gettysburg, II, 1075-1076. 

5 “Hancock received a brigade early in the formation of the Army of the 
Potomac. He was a man of the most chivalrous courage, and of a superb pres- 
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ence, especially in action; he had a wonderfully quick and correct eye for ground 
and for handling troops; his judgment was good, and it would be difficult to find 
a better corps commander.” George B. McClellan, 140. 

6 Frank A. Haskell, The Battle of Gettysburg, 381-382. 

7 B. and L., Il, 285. Doubleday, 151. 

8 Howard, I, 418. 

9B. and L., Il, 285. 

10 [bid. 

11 Edward N. Whittier, The Left Attack (Ewell’s) at Gettysburg, 316. 

12 Doubleday, 151. 

13 Hancock on his arrival found only 1,000 to 1,200 organized troops “at 
most” on Cemetery Hill. Hancock to Fitz Lee, S.H.S.P., V, 169. 

14 Thomson, Seventh Indiana Infantry ... , 162. 

15 [bid. 

16 Tbid., 163. 

17 [bid. 

18 Tbid., 165. 

19 Maine at Gettysburg, 88-89. 

20 Hancock to Fitz Lee, S.H.S.P., V, 172. 

210.R., XXVII, Part I, 366. 

22 New York Herald, March 12, 1864. 

23 Francis A. Osbourn, “Fighting Three Hundred,’ the Twentieth Indiana 
Infantry, 13. 

24 Maine at Gettysburg, 159, 179-180. 

25 Whittier, 340. 

26 Pennsylvania at Gettysburg, I, 196. General Humphreys, O.R., XXVII, 
Part 1, 531, contended that the route via Black Horse Tavern was intentional. 

“7 William H. Powell, The Fifth Army Corps, 509-510. 

28 The phase of the moon has sometimes been questioned. The moon was at 
the full on the night of July 1, 1863. Letter to author from U.S. Naval Observa- 
tory, January 6, 1958. 

29 O.R., XXVII, Part I, 115. Meade gave different times from those of some 
observers. He said he broke headquarters at 10:00 P.M. and arrived at 1:00 
A.M. July 2. 

30 Howard, I, 423. 

31 [bid. 

32 Ibid., 424. 

8 According to Pleasanton, Meade was “strongly impressed” that his right 
was weakest. Annals, 454. 

34 The old schoolhouse was used as a tractor barn when the writer visited 
the site in November 1957. At Manchester the writer talked with Miss Cecelia 
Shower, 93 years old, whose father had often told of Sedgwick’s halt there, and 
who, with her sister-in-law, gave information about Sedgwick’s camp and head- 
quarters site. An indication of how the countryside assisted Sedgwick was 
seen in the statement of Mrs. John Green that her grandmother cooked bread 
and had it taken 5 miles to Sedgwick’s camp. 

8° One of the reasons assigned for Meade’s delay at Taneytown was that he 
wanted to wait until the Sixth Corps came up and therefore gave Sedgwick 
orders to move by Taneytown. Later, deciding to leave for Gettysburg, he 
ordered Sedgwick to take the Baltimore pike, the more direct road from West- 
minster to Gettysburg. Pennypacker, 151. That necessitated a readjustment of 
the head of the column, which had not moved far from Westminster. It cut 
across the fields from the Taneytown road to the Baltimore-Gettysburg pike. 
Meade directed Sedgwick to shunt all the trains out of the road and make a 
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forced march. Ibid. Sedgwick calculated the distance as 35 miles, Annals, 211, 
but some units, countermarching, probably covered 37 miles, as some regi- 
mental accounts attest. 

36 Lieutenant Colonel James W. Latta, 119th Pennsylvania Infantry, said, 
“The day at Manchester was a novel one; we had no such experience before or 
after.” He described it as a carnival and said the friendly population had never 
seen so many soldiers. “Men and maidens, matrons and children, afoot and in 
wheeled vehicles, gathered from far and near for the opportunity to witness the 
sudden increase of male population. No thought was abroad that scarce forty 
miles away mortal strife was waging hotly.” Pennsylvania at Gettysburg, U, 
652. 

87 Brevet Major General Alexander Shaler, ibid., I, 187. 

38 B. and L., III, 239. When Henry Breckenridge, assistant secretary of war 
in the Woodrow Wilson administration, accepted the Sedgwick equestrian 
statue at Gettysburg, he emphasized Sedgwick’s modesty and pointed out that 
“when it seemed that Sedgwick could have had command of the Army of the 
Potomac by simply stretching forth his hand, he would not make the move” 
Proceedings at Dedication of Statue at Gettysburg (Hartford, Conn.), 69. 
(Hereinafter Conn. Proc.) 

39 Tbid., 52, says: “As the coffin was being lowered to its last resting place, 
a distinct peal of thunder like the roll of distant artillery reverberated along the 
hills a most solemn requiem to the buried soldier.” 

40 Latta in Pennsylvania at Gettysburg, Il, 652. The time of the messenger’s 
arrival is placed at nine o’clock in several accounts, slightly earlier in others. 

41 Colonel Henry S. Huidekoper, 115th Pennsylvania Infantry, said, “He 
(Reynolds) was a superb horseman, and was so much at ease in the saddle as 
to be able to pick up from the ground, at full speed, a silver ten-cent piece, and 
to dismount by vaulting, his hands on the pommel.” Pennsylvania at Gettys- 
burg, II, 1097. 

42 Latta, ibid., II, 652. 

43 Letter from Senator Huntington, 1833; Conn. Proc., 31. 

44 The description of the corps is from Sergeant A. T. Brewer, 61st Pennsyl- 
vania. Pennsylvania at Gettysburg, I, 378. 

45 Ibid., 377. 

46 Maine at Gettysburg, 366. The Sth Maine got no halt for breakfast or 
dinner. An officer of the 93rd Pennsylvania kicked over the coffee pots. Penn- 
sylvania at Gettysburg, I, 506. 

47 Sergeant F. J. Loeble, 98th Pennsylvania Infantry. [bid., I, 528. 

48 The 1st New York Battery under Captain Cowan was stationed close by 
the High Water Mark and helped repulse Pickett’s assault on July 3. The 
inscription on the monument includes the words used by Cowan. 

49 Pennsylvania at Gettysburg, I, 373. 

50 [bid., I, 677. 

51 Chaplain J. S. Lane, ibid., I, 506. 

52 Conn. Proc., 48-50. 

53 Address of Maj. Gen. O. O. Howard at National Republican Club, New 
York. In Lincoln Day Addresses, 1887-1909, 280-281, Lincoln related the inci- 
dent to General Sickles, who told it to Howard. 

54 Charles C. Coffin, cited in Pennsylvania at Gettysburg, I, 378. 


Chapter Fifteen: LEE'SS ATTACK PLANS 


1 This account of the conference is almost wholly from Early’s long report, 
S.H.S.P., IV, 27 if. 
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2 Grayjackets, 230. Rodes, though born in Lynchburg, Virginia, came into 
the army with Alabama troops. A graduate of V. M. I, he became a civil 
engineer and just before the war moved to Tuscaloosa, Alabama, from where 
he was elected colonel of the 5th Alabama Regiment. That unit became a part 
of Ewell’s brigade. He was a man of soldierly appearance but, according to 
Stiles (45), had a habit of chewing or holding the ends of his long mustache 
in his lips. 

3 S.H.S.P., IV, 271. 

4 Ibid., 272. 

5 [bid. 

6 [bid., 273-274. 

7 Fitz Lee quotes General Lee, S.H.S.P., V, 192, as saying to the Reverend 
Mr. Jones that “General Longstreet, when once in a fight, was a most brilliant 
soldier; but he was the hardest man to move I had in my army.” 

8 Early said, S.H.S.P., IV, 293: “It was very natural that Longstreet’s corps 
should be selected to assume the initiative on the second day at Gettysburg. 
Neither of his divisions had been at the recent battles of Chancellorsville and 
Fredericksburg, except McLaws, and that division, with the exception of Barks- 
dale’s brigade, had not been as heavily engaged there as the other corps.” 

9 Marshall, 252. 

10 §.H.S.P., IV, 275. 

11 Robert E. Lee, Recollections and Letters, 95. 

12 At Chambersburg, Marshall mentioned to British correspondent Ross the 
calamity of the lost order at Antietam, which he looked on as a greater mis- 
fortune to the South than the fall of New Orleans. He said it was lost through 
the carelessness of a general of division (D. H. Hill, who denied responsibility) 
who “singularly enough” had lost an order of equal importance just before the 
Seven Days’ Battles around Richmond. In the second instance the order had 
been found on a prisoner captured at Gaines’ Mill, who, not understanding its 
importance, had not sent it to headquarters. Marshall did not mention Hill by 
name. Ross, 46. 

13 Annals, 435. 

14 McIntosh, 28, obtained the story from Watters when Watters was judge of 
the Third Judicial District of Maryland. 

15 Annals, 422. 

16 [hid., 439. 

17 Ross, 49. 

18 In Lee’s Headquarters Museum on Cashtown pike (Lincoln Highway). 

19 Annals, 422. 

20 Because of the long-standing and popularly accepted belief that Lee ordered 
this “sunrise attack,” some statements of headquarters officers, or others in a 
position to have informed opinions, to Longstreet may be cited to help establish 
the facts. While taken from context, the meaning is not distorted. 

Charles Marshall: “I have no personal recollection of the order. . . . It cer- 
tainly was not conveyed by me, nor is there anything in General Lee’s official 
report to show the attack of the 2nd was expected by him to begin earlier, ex- 
cept that he notices that there was no proper concert of action on that day.” 
Annals, 437. A. S. Long: “I do not recollect of hearing of an order to attack 
at sunrise, or at any other designated hour. . . .” Ibid., 438. Charles S. Ven- 
able: “I do not know of any order for an attack on the enemy at sunrise on the 
2nd, nor can I believe that any such order was issued by General Lee.” Ibid., 
438. Walter H. Taylor: “I never heard of the ‘sunrise attack’. . . . If such an 
order was given you I never knew of it, or it has strangely escaped my memory. 
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I think it more than probable that if General Lee had had your troops available 
the evening previous . . . he would have ordered an early attack; but this does 
not touch the point at issue.” [bid., 437. Alexander: “No orders whatever were 
given to Longstreet that night.” 

Fully as conclusive as all this is the statement by McLaws that when he saw 
Longstreet returning from Gettysburg on the night of July 1, he made no refer- 
ence to any attack orders. Had Lee directed him to attack at daybreak, cer- 
tainly he would have told the general who would have to do it. 

Colonel Taylor in another statement gave a résumé that was as sensible as 
any on this situation: “I cannot say he (Longstreet) was notified on the night of 
the first, of the attack proposed to be made on the morning of the second, and 
the part his corps was to take therein. Neither do I think it just to charge that 
he was alone responsible for the delay in attacking that ensued after his arrival 
on the field. I well remember how General Lee was chafed by the non-appear- 
ance of the troops, until he finally became restless and rode back to meet 
General Longstreet, and urge him forward; but, then, there was considerable 
delay in putting the troops to work after they reached the field and much time 
was spent in discussing what was to be done, which, perhaps, could not be 
avoided. At any rate, it would be unreasonable to hold General Longstreet 
accountable for this. Indeed, great injustice has been done him in the charge 
that he had orders from the Commanding General to attack the enemy at sunrise 
on the second of July, and that he disobeyed these orders.” S.H.S.P., IV, 130-131. 

21 Burke Davis, Gray Fox, 229. 

22 Confederate Veteran, 209f. 

23 [bid. 

24. P. Alexander, Military Memories of a Confederate, 391, says the orders. 
were issued “about 11 A.M.” The attack order was issued after Lee’s return from 
his second visit to Ewell, where he had been rebuffed continually in his desire 
to attack or pull Ewell’s corps around to his right. 

25. §.H.S.P., V, 90. 

46 Ibid., V, 92. 

27 Doubleday, 111, says Lee’s son was serving as a hostage, because President 
Davis had determined to hang a Federal captain, but feared Rooney Lee would 
be hung in retaliation. 

28 That was implied in his letter to his wife, R. E. Lee, 101. 

29 Polley, 153. 

30 W. W. Blackford, 231. 

31 Sanger, in D. B. Sanger and Thomas R. Hays, James Longstreet, 163, says 
that Lee was sick and asked if he was too ill and exhausted to command his 
army. 

32 Ross, 50. 

83 [bid., 51-52. 

84 Ibid., 52. 

35 [hid., 52-53. 

36 Dickert, 234. 

37 Thid. 

38 Chesnut, 241. 

39 Dickert, 234. 

40 Tbid., 230, 232. 

41 [bid., 230. 

#2 Hood, Advance and Retreat, 57. This again suggests an indisposition, for 
it was hot in the early morning. 

43 [bid. 


420 HIGH TIDE AT GETTYSBURG 


44 Tbid. 

45 Polley, 155. 

#6 The common soldier’s viewpoint may have been reflected by Polley, 155, 
when he said Lee had not yet decided where Longstreet’s men should advance, 
and “If at this hour he betrayed anger and disappointment, it was not at the 
failure of Longstreet’s command to be up sooner (how could they!)” nor at the 
deliberation of Longstreet’s movements, but at Ewell’s failure to seize Culp’s 
Hill and the delay of the officers he had sent on a reconnaissance. “Not until 
they reported to him, which was close on to mid-day, did he announce his plan 
to Longstreet.” 

*7 B. P. Alexander, “Causes of Southern Defeat at Gettysburg,” S.H.S.P., 
IV, 101. 

48 [bid. 

49 B. and L., Ill, 359. 

50 §.H.S.P., XX VII, 57. McLaws told of the incident in an address in Savan- 
nah, Ga., April 27, 1896. 

51 Comte de Paris, History of the Civil War, 240-242, made a careful esti- 
mate of numbers as does B. and L., III, 440. These estimates are made from 
these sources. 


Chapter Sixteen: THE STORY OF THE MISSING CANTEENS 


1§.H.S.P., V, 183-184. 

2 Ibid. 

3 B. and L., Ill, 331. 

4 Tbid. 

5 Ibid., 321. 

6 The Little Round Top signal station reported to Meade at 4:00 p.m. that 
the only enemy infantry visible was on the extreme Federal left moving toward 
Emmitsburg. This could scarcely have been Longstreet’s column, but more 
likely was one of Hill’s regiments being sent as a flank picket to the Kerns house, 
B. and L., Il, 320. 

 S.HS.P., IV, 99-102; B. and L., Ill, 359. 

8 B. and L., Il, 320. 

9 Ibid., 332. 

10 Dickert, 235. 

11 Annals, 422. Freeman, who is most critical of Longstreet’s actions on 
July 2, concedes, Lee’s Lieutenants, Ill, 115, that Lee consented to Longstreet’s 
awaiting the arrival of Law. 

12 B. and L., Ill, 319. 

13 Oates, 206. 

14 Annals, 423. 
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25 Tbid. 

26 Maine at Gettysburg, 130-131. 

*7 Historicus in New York Herald, March 12, 1864. 

28 [bid. 

29 [bid. 

30 Time Magazine, May 7, 1956, 118. 

31 Haskell, 367. 

82 Pinckney, who headed this scouting venture, was a descendant of Charles 
Cotesworth Pinckney, author of the statement, “Millions for defense but not 
one cent for tribute.” (Oration in House of Representatives, April 29, 1906, 
by Robert Lee Henry, Representative from Texas and great-great-great-grand- 
son of Patrick Henry.) He was eulogized also by Representatives John Nance 
Garner and Alexander White Gregg of Texas. Gregg gave the story of his 
scouting venture, from which this account is drawn. Pinckney was serving in 
Congress at the time of his death. 

General Law, B. and L., 321, tells of sending a scouting detail to the summit 
of Round Top, which raises the question of whether two such parties went out 
or whether Law intercepted Pinckney and received his report on his return. Law 
had not been on the field during the morning, as had Hood, and while he dwells 
in detail on the scouts from his brigade, it seems impossible that he could have 
made an extensive reconnaissance during the short time he was in front of 
Round Top prior to the assault. He may have been forgetful, or was speaking 
as the division commander, which he soon became when Hood was wounded. 

33 Hood, Advance and Retreat, 57-58. 

34 Tbid., 58. 

35 [bid., 58-59. 

6 Longstreet Papers, Southern Historical Collection, University of North 
Carolina Library, Chapel Hill, N.C. 

37 Oates, 206. 

38 [bid., 212. 

389 Ibid. 

40 Tbid., 207-208n. 

41 [bid., 210. 

42 Maine at Gettysburg, 255. Oates gave as another reason for ascending 
Round Top that he was pushed to the right by the 47th Alabama on his left. O.R., 
XXVII, part II, 392. 

43 Oates, 211. 

44 Tbid. 

$5 Tbid.;:212. 

46 Francis Parkman, II, 287-307. 

47 U. S. Grant, Personal Memoirs... , 1, 132-133. 

48 Snow, 25. Robert Selph Henry, The Story of the Mexican War, 284. 

49 Oates, 212. In late years, vehicles of the Gettysburg National Military 
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60'Tbid:; 213. 

51 [bid., 214, 

52 [bid. 
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2 Ibid., 462. Oliver W. Norton, The Attack and Defense of Little Round 
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3 Powell, 523. 

4 Tbid., 524. 

5 Pennsylvania at Gettysburg, I, 461-462. 

6 Oates, 215. 

7 Maine at Gettysburg, 256. 

8 Norton, 90. 

9 [bid., 283, 287-288. 

10 Maine at Gettysburg, 254n. 

11 Oates, 217. 

12 Jerome Bonaparte Robertson, commander of the Texas Brigade, was one 
of the most humane men in Lee’s army, who, except for occasional excursions 
into warfare, was a beloved country doctor in Washington County, Texas. He 
was 48 years old at the time of Gettysburg. Born in Kentucky, he was appren- 
ticed as a hatter, went to St. Louis, bought his release, and though virtually 
unschooled, won the favor of a St. Louis physician who taught him, and, upon 
removal to Owensboro, Ky., made him an office assistant. This tutoring enabled 
him to enter Transylvania University. After graduation in medicine, he was 
practicing in Owensboro when the Texas revolution against Mexico excited his 
compassion and caused him to raise a Kentucky company for Sam Houston’s 
army. He remained in Texas to practice medicine thirty-four years. He took 
time out for fighting Indians, raised a company for the 5th Texas on the out- 
break of war with the North and rose from captain to general. When the war 
ended he returned to medicine in his home town of Independence, Tex., and 
later moved to Waco. 

13 Polley, 169. 

14 Tbhid., 171-172. 

15 [hid., 174. 

16 [bid., 175. 

17 Henry Lewis Benning, one of the able men of the Confederacy, probably 
would have been offered a place in President Davis’ cabinet had he not organ- 
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81 Joseph A. Englehart, adjutant of Pender’s division, said the troops with 
him struck the wall at the point farthest to the front. “I leaned an elbow upon 
one of the guns of the enemy to rest, while I watched with painful anxiety the 
flight of Pickett’s right.” Grimes, Papers, Southern Historical Collection, Uni- 
versity of North Carolina Library, Chapel Hill, N.C. 

82 Longstreet felt it necessary to defend himself from N.C. strictures result- 
ing from his report, as in B. and L., III, 353. 

83 Soldier of the South, 62, said the report originally stated “without reserve” 
the reasons why he believed the charge proved disastrous. The same or similar 
material was contained in one of Pickett’s letters, but it was omitted from those 
Mrs. Pickett published. J. Bryan Grimes said that by having the division com- 
mander alter his report, Lee “saved Pickett from being torn to pieces by his 
critics.” Papers. Pickett did not file an amended report. 
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85 [bid. 

86 Lee must have made this remark a number of times. Fremantle, the British 
observer, thought his face was “placid and cheerful” and showed no disappoint- 
ment. He assured the soldiers: “All this will come right in the end, we'll talk 
it over afterwards; but in the meantime all good men must rally.” Fremantle, 
315. Sorrel, 173, mentioned Lee’s “extreme agitation” on witnessing the repulse, 
and quoted him: “It’s all my fault. I take it all—get together men, we shall yet 
beat them.” Sorrel added: “I saw no man fail him.” Loehr of the 1st Virginia 
heard him say to Pickett: “General, your men have done all that men can do. 
The fault is entirely my own.” Loehr, 38. Neither then nor at any later time 
did Lee blame any of his subordinates for the failure of the assault. 

87 Fremantle, evidently a free-handed reporter given to quick, superficial 
impressions, as in congratulating Longstreet on Pickett’s success, when Long- 
street was already fully aware of the failure, told of Lee reproving an artillery 
officer who put spurs to his horse when it was frightened by an exploding shell. 
Alexander gave an account of the incident. The officer, Lieutenant F. M. Colston, 
was directed by Lee when he heard the cheering, to ascertain if the enemy 
showed indications of advancing. The lieutenant’s horse, used to accompanying 
Alexander’s horse, and as bound by habit as army horses often became, did not 
want to leave alone. The lieutenant, anxious to be off, did spur him and Lee 
did object to it. S.H.S.P., IV, 110. He must have been deeply perturbed be- 
neath his calm exterior. But the officer obviously was more zealous than cruel. 

88 Behind the lines, when Pickett rode among his survivors, some were thor- 
oughly defeated, some were angry. “General, let’s go it again,” shouted Charlie 
Belcher of the 24th Virginia. Loehr, 38. 
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°° Sorrel, 172. The nature of Pickett’s rout was soon known in Richmond. 
Gorgas recorded, 50, on July 17, that the division was wholly scattered and 
could not be rallied until far in the rear. 
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91 O.L. and D., IV, 95. 

92 Stine, 548. 

93 B. and L., Ill, 394. The conversation follows. 

94 Pennsylvania at Gettysburg, II, 845. 

95 This account is summarized mainly from General Benning in S.H.S.P., IV, 
176f and Col. F. C. Newhall, Pennsylvania at Gettysburg, Il, 835f. 

96 Pennsylvania at Gettysburg, I, 846. 

97 S.H.S.P., IV, 177. H. L. Parsons of the 1st Vermont Cavalry said Farns- 
worth fell dead with “five mortal wounds.” This differs from the general 
version. 


Chapter Twenty-three: RETREAT TO VIRGINIA 


1 J. B. Jones, I, 373. 

2 Stine, 555. According to the notes of Professor Michael Jacobs there was 
a thundershower beginning at 6:00 P.M. July 3, another at 6:00 a.m. July 4, 
and others in the afternoon of July 4. 

3 [bid. 

4 McKim, 189. 

5 Lightsly, 5. 

6 B. and L., Ill, 420-421. 

7 McIntosh, 79. 

8 Annals, 455. 

9 Dickert, 256. 

10 Ross, 69f. 

11 Jbid., 73. 

12 Jbid., 80-83. 

13 Ross, 87, says many were disappointed at the decision to return to Vir- 
ginia. Their view had been that Lee was merely awaiting supplies to resume the 
offensive. But Ross thought news of the surrender of Vicksburg may have de- 
cided Lee to cross. The losses in both armies were staggering and about equal. 
Colonel William Allen, S.H.S.P., IV, 34, aggregated Lee’s loss at 22,928, made 
up of Longstreet, 7,659; Ewell, 6,087; Hill, 8,982; and cavalry, 200. From his 
study he placed Meade’s loss at 23,186. The official returns of killed, wounded, 
and missing give Lee’s loss as 20,448 and Meade’s as 22,990. Paris, 313 and 
298. The final figures of the official records vary little from these totals. 

14 Meade, II, 365. 

15 Ross, 89. 

16 Welch, 59. 

17 Ms. letter, Indiana State Library. 

18 McKim, 190. 

19 O.L. and D., I, 30. 

20 Ibid., 29-31. 

21 Ross, 87. 

22 Alexander, “Causes of Southern Defeat .. .” S.H.S.P., IV, 99, who was 
one of the best Southern analysts of the cause of the repulse, thought Lee 
could have taken a position covering Fairfield and maneuvered to force Meade 
to attack. He added: “They had never driven us from the field since the war 
began.” 

“3 Captured by the Sixth Corps, Sedgwick Memorial, 38. 

24 Frank M. Mixon, Reminiscences of a Private, 41. 

25 R. E. Lee, 102. 

26 Charles Francis Adams, Lee’s Centennial, 23. 
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95th New York, 1st day, 114-115 
147th New York, 1st day, 107, 
114 
56th Pennsylvania, 1st day, 107- 
108, 114 
ROBINSON’S DIVISION, 1st day, 117, 
135, 167, 170, 197; 2nd day, 281 
Paul’s Brigade, 1st day, 130-131, 
167 
16th Maine, 1st day, 108, 131, 
167 
94th New York, 1st day, 131 
Baxter's Brigade, 1st day, 130, 167 
12th Massachusetts, 1st day, 130- 
131 
83rd New York, 1st day, 130, 132 
97th New York, 1st day, 130, 
132 
11th Pennsylvania, 1st day, 130 
88th Pennsylvania, 1st day, 130, 
132 
90th Pennsylvania, 1st day, 130- 
131 
DouBLepDAy’s DivIsION, 2nd day, 281, 
288; 3rd day, 361 
Biddle’s Brigade, 1st day, 165, 167 
151st Pennsylvania, 1st day, 149 
Stone’s Brigade, 1st day, 167 
143rd Pennsylvania (Bogus Buck- 
tails), 1st day, 118-121 
149th Pennsylvania (Bogus Buck- 
tails), 1st day, 118-121, 136- 
137, 150-152 
150th Pennsylvania (Bogus Buck- 
tails), 1st day, 118-121, 137 
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DOoUBLEDAY’S DIvIsSION—Cont. 
Stannard’s Brigade, 3rd day, 361- 
362, 367, 374 
14th Vermont, 3rd day, 362 
Wright's Artillery Brigade 
5th Maine, 1st day, 196 
lst New York (Reynold’s Bat- 
tery), 2nd day, 291; 3rd day, 
367 
1st Pennsylvania (Cooper’s Bat- 
tery), 1st day, 145 
B, 4th U. S. (Stewart’s Battery), 
1st day, 145 
SECOND CORPS (Hancock, Gibbon), 
36, 70; 1st day, 191, 198; 2nd day, 
237, 241, 243, 269, 283, 286, 308; 
3rd day, 352, 361, 372 
CALDWELL’s DIVISION, 2nd day, 273- 
274, 280; 3rd day, 361, 367 
Cross’s Brigade, 2nd day, 273 
Kelly’s Brigade (Irish Brigade), 
2nd day, 273, 279-280 
28th Massachusetts, 2nd day, 241 
88th New York, 2nd day, 241 


116th Pennsylvania, 2nd day, 
273, 280 

Zook’s Brigade, 2nd day, 273-274, 
279-280 


57th Pennsylvania, 2nd day, 277 
Brooke’s Brigade, 2nd day, 273 
GIBBON’S DIVISION, 2nd day, 281, 
284; 3rd day, 361, 366 
Harrow’s Brigade, 2nd day, 287; 
3rd day, 366-367 
19th Maine, 2nd day, 284-285; 
3rd day, 366 
15th Massachusetts, 2nd day, 283 
1st Minnesota, 2nd day, 283, 287 
Webb’s Brigade, 2nd day, 286-287; 
3rd day, 366 
69th Pennsylvania, 2nd day, 286- 
287; 3rd day, 372 
71st Pennsylvania, 2nd day, 295 
106th Pennsylvania, 2nd day, 286- 
290, 295 
Hall’s Brigade, 3rd day, 366 
Hays’s Division, 1st day, 197; 3rd 
day, 361 
Carroll's Brigade, 2nd day, 289-290, 
295-296 
1st Delaware, 2nd day, 288 
Smyth’s Brigade 
12th New Jersey, 2nd day, 288 
Willard’s Brigade, 2nd day, 283 
THIRD CORPS (Sickles, Birney) 70, 
82, 125, 191; 1st day, 197-198; 2nd 
day, 237, 241-242, 253, 258, 269, 
272, 308; 3rd day, 350, 361 
BIRNEY’S DIVISION, 2nd day, 242-243, 
280 
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BIRNEY’S DIvIisloN—Cont. 
Graham’s Brigade, 2nd day, 277, 
280, 282 
68th Pennsylvania, 2nd day, 278- 
279 
114th Pennsylvania, 2nd day, 277 
141st Pennsylvania, 2nd day, 278 
Ward's Brigade, 1st day, 198; 2nd 
day, 239, 242, 262, 271 
20th Indiana, 240; 2nd day, 264 
3rd Maine, 2nd day, 239, 242, 
271, 274 
4th Maine, 1st day, 198; 2nd 
day, 239, 262 
124th New York, 2nd day, 262 
2nd U. S. Sharpshooters, 2nd 
day, 252, 265 
De Trobriand’s Brigade, 2nd day, 
232 
17th Maine, 2nd day, 271-273 
3rd Michigan, 2nd day, 271-272 
Sth Michigan, 2nd day, 271-272, 
274 
110th Pennsylvania, 2nd day, 271 
HUMPHREY'S DIVISION, 2nd day, 280, 
282-285 
Carr’s Brigade, 1st day, 198; 2nd 
day, 285 
1st Massachusetts, 2nd day, 207 
26th Pennsylvania, 1st day, 198 
Brewster's Brigade (Excelsior), 2nd 
day, 284-285 
70th New York, 2nd day, 272 
Burling’s Brigade, 1st day, 197-199 
Randolph’s Artillery Brigade 
4th New York, 2nd day, 262, 264 
FIFTH CORPS (Sykes), 70; arrival at 
Gettysburg, 198; 2nd day, 242-243, 
269, 285, 290, 308; 3rd day, 350, 
361 
BARNES’S DIVISION, 2nd day, 274 
Tilton’s Brigade, 2nd day, 271-272 
Sweitzer’s Brigade, 2nd day, 271- 
272 
Vincent’s Brigade, 2nd day, 256, 
260-262 
20th Maine, 2nd day, 256, 260, 
267 
16th Michigan, 2nd day, 256 
44th New York, 2nd day, 256, 
261, 267 
83rd Pennsylvania, 2nd day, 256- 
258, 267 
AYRES’s DIVISION, 2nd day, 280 
Weed’s Brigade, 2nd day, 258, 260- 
262, 264 
140th New York, 2nd day, 259 
146th New York, 2nd day, 264 
CRAWFORD’S DIvISION, 2nd day, 290 
McCandless’ Brigade, 2nd day, 290 
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CRAWFORD’S DivisIoN—Cont. 
Martin’s Artillery Brigade 
D, 5th U. S. (Hazlett’s Battery), 
2nd day, 260 
SIXTH CORPS (Sedgewick), 36, 70, 
199, 201, 229; loiters at Manches- 
ter, 201-204; moves toward Gettys- 
burg, 205, 210; 2nd day, 242, 269, 
281, 308; 3rd day, 350, 361 
WRIGHT’s DivIsION, 2nd day, 206 
Howe’s Division, 2nd day, 206 
NEWTON’s DivisIon (Wheaton), 2nd 
day, 206 
Shaler’s Brigade, 2nd day, 308 
W heaton’s Brigade (Nevin) 
93rd Pennsylvania, 2nd day, 208 
98th Pennsylvania, 2nd day, 206, 
210 
Tompkin’s Artillery Brigade 
1st New York, 2nd day, 207 
3rd New York, 2nd day, 207 
Ist Rhode Island, 2nd day, 207, 


286 
ELEVENTH CORPS (Howard), 70, 82; 
Ist day, 121-124, 127-128, 155, 160, 
166, 170, 174, 190-191, 197; 2nd 
day, 295, 308 
BARLOW’S DivIsION, 1st day, 156-157 
Von Gilsa’s Brigade, 1st day, 155- 
158; 2nd day, 291, 294 
Ames’s Brigade, 2nd day, 294 
17th Connecticut, 2nd day, 294 
75th Ohio, 2nd day, 294 
VON STEINWEHR’S DIvISION, 1st day, 
158, 166 
Coster’s Brigade, 1st day, 158 
SCHURZ’s DIVISION 
Von Amesburg’s Brigade, 1st day, 
155 
Kryzanowski’s Brigade, 
155; 2nd day, 295 
Osborn’s Artillery Brigade 
I, 1st Ohio (Dilger’s Battery), 
Ist day, 155 
I, 1st New York (Weidrich’s Bat- 
tery), 2nd day, 291, 294 
13th New York (Wheeler’s Bat- 
tery), 1st day, 155 
TWELFTH CORPS (Slocum, Wil- 
| liams), 70, 79, 125; 1st day, 196- 
| 197; 2nd day, 237, 281, 300-303, 
| 305, 308; 3rd day, 321 
WILLIAMS’ Division (Ruger), 1st 
day, 196-197; 2nd day, 301-302; 
3rd day, 322-323 
Lockwood’s Brigade, 2nd day, 283 
1st Maryland, 3rd day, 321 
Colgrove’s Brigade, 3rd day, 323 
27th Indiana, 3rd day, 323-324 
2nd Massachusetts, 3rd day, 323 


1st day, 
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TWELFTH CORPS—Cont. 
GEARY’s DIVISION, Ist day, 197; 2nd 
day, 237, 301-303 
Candy's Brigade, 2nd day, 302, 305; 
3rd day, 320 
Kane’s Brigade, 2nd day, 302-303, 
305; 3rd day, 320-322, 326 
111th Pennsylvania, 3rd day, 322 
147th Pennsylvania, 3rd day, 322 
Greene’s Brigade, 2nd day, 302-305 
PLEASONTON’S CAVALRY CORPS 
BuForp’s CAVALRY DIVISION, 93, 99; 
Ist day, 147, 164; ordered to 
Westminster, 239 
Gamble’s Cavalry Brigade 
3rd Indiana Cavalry, 99; 1st day, 
106, 116 
Devin’s Cavalry Brigade 
6th New York Cavalry, 3rd day, 


352 
Merritt's Reserve Cavalry Brigade, 
3rd day, 342 
GREGG’S CAVALRY DIVISION, 3rd day, 
219 
KILPATRICK’S CAVALRY DIVISION, 3rd 
day, 342 
Farnsworth’s Cavalry Brigade, 3rd 
day, 342 
1st Vermont Cavalry, 3rd day, 
380 
Custer’s Cavalry Brigade, 3rd day, 
ao 


ARTILLERY RESERVE 
Third Volunteer Brigade 
F and G, 1st Pennsylvania (Rick- 
ett’s Battery), 2nd day, 291, 
294-295 
Ashby’s Gap, 32, 33 
Avery, Col. Clark M., 371 
Avery, Col. Isaac E., 1st day, 156-158, 
174, 180, 298; 2nd day, 291-292, 303; 
m.w., 293; see also, 392 
Aylett, Col. William R., 365 
Ayres, Brig. Gen. Romeyn B., 281 


Baird, Capt. E. R., 373 

Barbee, Will, 262-263 

Barksdale, Brig. Gen. William, 2nd day, 
270, 275-280, 282; m.w., 280-281; 
see also, 218, 290 

Barlow, Brig. Gen. Francis C., 1st day, 
122-127, 155-159; w., 160 

Barlow’s Knoll, 127, 158, 160, 173 

Barnes, Brig. Gen. James, 257, 272 

Batchelder, Col. John B., 244 

Battle Hymn of the Republic, 109 

Baxter, Brig. Gen. Henry, 1st day, 117, 
128, 130-135, 166 

Beale, Col. R. L. T., 317 

Beall, Maj. James F., 292 
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Beauregard, Gen. P. G. T., 37, 38, 271 

Beecham, Capt. Robert K., 107, 112 

Belo, Maj. A. Hy ii4 

Bennet’s Hill, 299, 301 

Bennett, Col. Risden T., 21, 27, 167 

Benning, Brig. Gen. Henry L., 266-267, 
2tvtp 280 

Berdan, Col. Hiram, 239 

Berryville, 24, 32 

Biddle, Col. Chapman, 117, 144-147, 150 

Bingham, Capt. Harry, 365 

Birney, Maj. Gen. David B., 1st day, 
198; 2nd day, 238, 240, 242, 250, 253, 
255, 270-274, 279-280, 282; Meade’s 
July 2 Council, 309- 311; see “also, 392 

Blackford, Col. W. W., 35, 83, 86, 222 

Black Horse Tavern, 198, 232 

Blair, Maj. John A., 116 

Bliss farm, 288 

Blocher farm, 211 

Blue Ridge, 22, 31, 32, 67 

Bogus Bucktails, see Army of the Po- 
tomac, First Corps, Doubleday’s Divi- 
sion, Stone’s Brigade: 143rd, 149th, 
150th Pennsylvania 

Boland, Pvt. E. T., 112 

Bonham, Col. Milledge Luke, 163-164, 
169 

Boyd, Belle (the Secesh Cleopatra), 38 

Bradfield, Pvt. James O., 262-263 

Bradford, Pvt. a? 264 

Bragg, Gen. Braxton, 18, 19 

Brehm, Color Sgt. Henry G., 150-151 

Brewster, Col. William R., 284 

Bright, Capt. R. A., 373-374 

Brockenborough, Col. John M., 1st day, 
116, 144-146, 150-151; and Lee, a18: 
See also, 94 

Brooke, Col. John R., 274, 280 

Brooks, E. P., 116 

Brown, Col. if Thompson, 173 

Brown, Lt. Col. Joseph N., 165-168 

Brown, Lizinka Campbell, 10 

Brown, Lt. T. Fred, 286 

Buckles, A. J., 111 

Bucktails, 117-118 

Buford, Maj. Gen. 


John, 1st day, 104- 


106, 116, 124, 161, 165-166, 170- 
171, 174, 191; see also, 82, 93-94, 
101-102 


Bulger, Lt. Col. M. J., w., 261-262 

Bullock, Lt. George B., 133 

Bull Run Mountains, 33, 36 

Burgwyn, Col. Harry King, 1st day, 139, 
144-147; k., 147-148; see also, 140- 
142 

Burling, Col. George C., 197, 199 

Burns, John, 119-120 

Burnside, Maj. Gen. Ambrose E., 11, 78 
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Burton, Capt. J. Q., 250 

Butterfield, Maj. Gen. Daniel, 71-73, 79, 
240, 308- 313 

Byrnes, Col. Richard, 241 


Caldwell, Brig. Gen. John C., 241, 273, 
279- 280, 283, 285 

Calef, Capt. John, 106, 108 

Callis, Col. , 119 

Campbell, Capt. ‘Archer W., w., 364 

Candy, Col. Charles, 305 

Carlisle, 55, 62, 63, 87, 88, 90, 92 

Carrington, Maj. James McDowell, 158, 
160 

Carroll, Col. Samuel S., 295-296 

Carter, Lt. Col. Thomas H., 127 

Cashtown, 55, 83, 86, 92, 93, 97, 100 

Cashtown road (pike), 104- 109, 114- 
115, 118, 135, 144, 150-151, 175, 188 

Cass, Gen. Lewis, 142 

Cathey, Lt Benjamin H., 162 

Cemetery Hill, 1st day, 1235) 127, "260: 
166-167, 171, 174, 177-187, 192- 193, 
196-197, 210; 2nd day, 227-228, 236- 
257% 240, 242, 246, 281, 291- 292, 295- 
298, 301, 3033 3rd day, 324, 341, 367, 
370; see also, 391, 395 

Cemetery Ridge, 1st ‘day, 123, 158, 166, 
195, 212; 2nd day, 220, 236, 238, 241, 
243, 253, 284-288, 303, 305; 3rd day, 
324, 342, 346, 3.48, 360- 361, 369, 371- 
374, 377; see also, 391 

Chamberlain, Col. Joshua, 260-261, 264- 
267 

Chamberlain, Maj. Thomas, 1st day, 118- 
119, 135; w., 137 

Chambersburg, 28, 30, 32, 33, 38, 48, 
55, 63, 81, 90; 91 

Chambliss Brig. Gen. J. R., 36 

Chesnut, Mary Boykin, 50, rrr 271 

Clark, George, 276 

Clark, Maj. J. J., 227-229 

Clay, "James W., w., 364 

Cobham, Col. George A., 322 

Codori farm, 1st day, 198; 2nd day, 282- 
286; 3rd day, 346, 360, 373-374 

Colgrove, Col. Silas, 320, 323 

Connally, Col. John Kerr, 114, 254 

Cooke, Charles M., 375 

Cooke, Col. John R., 6 

Cookesville, 85 

Corbell, LaSalle, 45, 331, 356 

Corby, Rev. William, 273 

Corse, Brig. Gen. Montgomery D., 327, 
394 

Couch, Maj. Gen. Darius M., 85 

Cove Gap, 64 

Cowan, Capt. Andrew, 207, 366 

Craighead, Pvt. Alfred J., 279 
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Crocker, James F., 3, 332-333 

Croft, Maj. Edward, 167 

Cross, Col. Edward E., 2nd day, 273, 
280; k. 274 

Crounse, L. L., 190° 

Cullen, Dr. J. S. D., 83, 218 

Culpeper, 37, 38 

Culp, Wesley, 326 

Culp, William, 291 

Culp farm, 1st day, 174; 2nd day, 291- 
293, 296-299 

Culp’s Hill, 1st day, 173-174, 177-180, 
183, 187, 189, 195-197, 210; 2nd day, 
220, 228, 237, 240, 242, 296, 299- 
305, 308; 3rd day, 320-325, 339, 344; 
see also, 217, 384, 391 

Cunningham, fs | 

Curry, Lt. Col. W. L., 288 

Curtin, Andrew G., 90 

Cushing, Lt. A. H., k., 366 

Custer, Brig. Gen. George A., 259 

Cutler, Maj. Gen. Lysander, 108, 114, 
116, 122, 128, 137, 150 


Dabney, Robert Lewis, 6 

Dahlgren, Admiral John A., 312 

Dahlgren, Capt. Ulric, intercepts Lee’s 
letters, 312-315 

Daily, Lt. D. B., 112 

Dana, Col. Edmund L., 120, 137 

Daniel, Maj. John Warrick, 155-156, 
159 

Daniel, Brig. Gen. Junius, 1st day, 128, 
130, 136-138, 146, 150-151, 154, 165- 
166, 171; 3rd day, 325, 341; see also, 
27, 63 

Davis, Jefferson, 8, 13, 14, 16, 18, 26, 
SF. 91) 16% 

Davis, Capt. J. J., c., 374 

Davis, Brig. Gen. Joseph R., 1st day, 
104-106, 113-116, 122, 171; 3rd day, 
368-369; see also, 95, 375 

Davis, Lt. Col. William S., 131 

Dawes, Lt. Col. Rufus R., 1st day, 109, 
114-116, 164, 170-171; 2nd day, 304; 
see also, 143-144 

De Trobriand, Col. Philip R., 1st day, 
197, 199; 2nd day, 271-272, 274 

Devil’s Den, 228, 242, 249-253, 260- 
266, 271, 280-281, 290 

Devin, Col. Thomas C., 1st day, 123, 127; 
see also, 102 

Dickert, D. August, 224-225, 385 

Dickson, Capt. A. O., 250 

“Dixie,” 40 

Doles, Brig. Gen. George, 1st day, 128- 
129, 154-159, 171; 2nd day, 297; 3rd 
day, 341; see also, 27 

Doubleday, Maj. Gen. Abner, 1st day, 
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Doubleday, Maj. Gen. Abner—Conz. 
109, 112-113, 116-117, 121-128, 136- 
137, 150, 154, 160-161, 165-166, 169- 
171, 191-195; 3rd day, 361, 366-367; 
see also, 311 

Douglas, Col. Henry Kyd, 1st day, 176, 
188; 2nd day, 325-326; see also, 216, 
370 

Dow, Capt. Charles C., 112 

Dranesville, 36 

Dudley, Lt. Col. W. W., 111-112 

Dug Hill Ridge, 91 

Dumfries, 70 

Duncan, Pvt. Joe, 62 

Dwight, Lt. Col. Walton, 1st day, 136, 
1515) Wii. 1 37 


Early, Maj. Gen. Jubal A. (Jube), 1st 
day, 156-161, 173-183, 187-189, 196, 
211-215; appearance, character and 
personality, 172-173; 2nd day, 217, 
220, 296-299; 3rd day, 341; with- 
drawal, 384; see also, 10, 13, 21, 55- 
60, 86-87, 92, 327, 330, 333, 391, 393 

Early, Lt. Robert D., 180 

East Cemetery Hill, 2nd day, 289-297; 
see also, 384, 392 

Eggleston, George Cary, 6, 50, 317 

Elzey, Gen. Arnold, 37 

Emmett, Daniel Decatur, 40-41 

Emmitsburg, 32, 33, 90, 94, 122 

Emmitsburg road (pike), 105-107, 121- 
122 

Englehard, Maj. Joseph A., 290 

Ewell, Lt. Gen. Richard S., personality, 
8-10; at Chambersburg, 30; Lee’s or- 
ders to, 32-33; moves toward Harris- 
burg, 55; attack on Harrisburg, 82- 
84; interpretation of Lee’s orders, 92; 
Ist day, 137, 156, 174-183, 186-189, 
196, 211-215; 2nd day, 217-223, 229, 
292, 298-302, 305-306, 318; 3rd day, 
320, 325, 341; see also, 13, 21-24, 27, 
31, 38, 45, 48, 60, 63, 66-70, 82, 84, 
91, 312, 319, 391-394 


Fairbault, Col. George H., 146-147 

Fairchild, Col. Lucius, w., 112 

Fairfax, Maj. John W., 247, 279 

Fairfax Court House, 36, 70 

Falls; Lt. To.D.,°375 

Falmouth, 67, 70 

Farnsworth, Brig. Gen. Elon J., 3rd day, 
342, 380-382; see also, 86-87 

Fassitt, Maj. J. B., 311 

Feagin, Lt. Col. I. B., 252 

Fisher, Col. Joseph, 267 

Flanigan, Lt. Col. Mark, 142-143 

Fleetwood, 31, 67 

Foote, Capt. M. J., 272 
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Forney, John S., 133-134 

Forney farm, 130, 135 

Fowler, Col. E. B., 115 

Frederick, 33, 72, 78, 81, 83 

Frederickstown, 34 

Fremantle, Lt. Col. Arthur J. L., 21, 51, 
218, 268 

French, Maj. Gen. William H., 71, 79 

Fry, Col. Birkett Davenport, 1st day, 103- 
104, 111-112, 144; 3rd day, 368-370; 
w. and c., 370 


Gage, Jere G., k., 353 

Galloway, Capt. A. H., 132 

Gamble, Brig. Gen. William, 164, 166 

Gamble, Col. William, 93-94, 99, 102 

Garber, Capt. Sandy, 46 

Garnett, Gen. Richard Brooke, 2nd day, 
327; and Jackson, 328-329; 3rd day, 
332, 357, 360-362, 364, 366, 369: k.. 
364; see also, 38, 373 

Garrison, G. B., 106 

Geary, Brig. Gen. John W., 2nd day, 
228, 237-238, 300, 302; 3rd day, 320- 
325; see also, 392 

George, George, 111 

Gibbon, Brig. Gen. John, 1st day, 191- 
192, 197; 2nd day, 286; Meade’s July 
2 council, 308-312; 3rd day, 350, 361 

Gibson, Col. William, 288 

Giles, Pvt. Val. C., 266 

Gilmore, Maj. Harry, 64, 65, 216 

Gilreath, Capt. George, 374 

Given, Capt. A. W., 277 

Glascock’s Gap, 36 

Gobin, Col. J. P. S., 294 

Godwin, Col. Archibald Campbell, 293- 
294, 298 

Gordon, Maj. Gen. John Brown, 1st day, 
156-160, 171, 173-180, 188; 2nd day, 
298; withdrawal, 385; see also, 55-57, 
59-62 

Gore, F. S., 219 

Grady, Henry W., 218 

Graham, Brig. Gen. Charles Kinnard, 
2nd day, 242, 271; w. and c., 278-279, 
282 

Great Falls, 36 

Greencastle, 55, 62, 64, 312-313 

Greene, Brig. Gen. George S., 2nd day, 
301-305; 3rd day, 322 

Greenwood, 55, 64 

Grover, Maj. Ira G., 195-196 

Gum Springs, 36 


Hagerstown, 27, 38, 63-64 
Haggerty, John, 263 

Hahn, Pvt. Ferdinand, 226 
Hall, Capt. James A., 108, 114 
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Halleck, Henry W., 69-73, 77-78, 82- 
85, 209, 387 

Halsey, Capt. D. P., 133 

Halstead, Brev.-Maj. E. P., 194 

Halsted, Capt. Richard F., 166 

Hampton, Brig. Gen. Wade, 36; w., 380 

Hanby, Benjamin Russell, 40 

Hancock, Maj. Gen. Winfield S., 1st day, 
191-197; 2nd day, 237, 241, 272-273, 
280-285, 288, 295, 305; Meade’s July 
2 council, 309-311; 3rd day, 324, 352, 
361-362, 365-367, 369; w., 367; see 
also, 91, 174, 330, 334, 385, 389, 392 

Hanover, 86, 87 

Hanover Junction, 56 

Hanover road, 300 

Hardie, Col. James A., 72 

Harpers Ferry, 33, 71-72, 79, 85 

Harris, Col. Andrew L., 294 

Harrisburg, 32, 48, 55, 60, 65, 73, 82, 85, 
90, 91 

Harrisburg road, 30 

Harrison, , 80-82, 99 

Harrison, Walter, 329-330 

Haskell, Frank Aretas, 193, 244, 286, 
351 

Haupt, Brig. Gen. Herman, 90 

Hauser, Maj. John F., 116 

Haymarket, 36 

Hays, Brig. Gen. Alexander, 2nd day, 
288; 3rd day, 361 

Hays, Brig. Gen. Harry T., 1st day, 156- 
158, 168, 173-174, 180, 196; 2nd 
day, 293-298, 303; see also, 392 

Hazlett, 1st Lt. Charles E., 2nd day, 258; 
k., 264 

Heath, Col. Francis R., 285 

Heidlersburg, 91-92 

Heintzelman, Maj. Gen. Samuel P., 71 

Henry, John S., 276 

Herr Ridge, 135, 151, 156, 163 

Herr Tavern, 227 

Heth, Maj. Gen, Henry (Harry), 1st day, 
103-106, 116, 118, 137-139, 144-145, 
150, 163, 165, 170, 196; 2nd day, 223; 
w. 144; withdrawal, 388; see also, 11, 
13, 89, 93, 94, 97-98, 100, 102, 222 

Hill, Maj. Gen. Ambrose Powell (A. P.), 
appearance, character and personality, 
11-13; refutes Pettigrew’s report of 
Federal cavalry, 100-101; 1st day, 156, 
161, 163, 170, 175, 184-186; 2nd 
day, 221-225, 244, 283, 317-318; 3rd 
day, 341-345; withdrawal, 384-385; 
see also, 21, 32, 36, 47-49, 56, 69, 82, 
92, 94, 103, 145, 288, 393-394 

Hill, Benjamin Harvey, 52 

Hill, Gen. Daniel Harvey, 14, 37, 135, 
141, 291, 294 
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Hilltown, 55 

Hodges, Corp. Alpheus, 104 

Hofmann, Col. John W., 108 

Hoke, Jacob, 48-49, 90, 224, 275 

Hoke, Maj. Gen. Robert F., 173, 291 

Hold, Dr. Joseph, 353 

Honeycutt, Pvt. Frank, 147-148 

Hood, Maj. Gen. John B., 2nd day, 225- 
226, 234-235, 245-249, 254-255, 266, 
269-270, 281, 300; w., 269; see also, 
8, 13, 38, 41, 49, 52, 215, 290 

Hood’s Mill, 85 

Hooker, Maj. Gen. Joseph, 1st day, 163; 
see also, 4, 18, 22, 32-36, 67-74, 78, 
81-82 

Hopewell Gap, 33 

Howard, Maj. Charles, 126 

Howard, Maj. Gen. Oliver O., 1st day, 
122-128, 158-159, 165-166, 174, 191- 
194, 197, 200; 2nd day, 289, 294-295; 
Meade’s July 2 council, 309-312; see 
also, 68, 79, 284, 387, 392 

Howe, Julia Ward, 109 

Hudspeth, Sgt. , 149 

Huiedekoper, Lt. Col. H. S., w., 137 

Humphreys, Brig. Gen. Andrew A., 2nd 
day, 240, 242, 280-285; see also, 90 

Humphreys, Col. Benjamin Grubb, 276, 
280 


Hunt, Brig. Gen. Henry J., 238, 243, 
280, 282, 356 

Hunton, Col. Eppa, 38, 189, 329, 336, 
3723; w., 373 


Imboden, Brig. Gen. John D., 65, 224, 
313, 318; withdrawal, 384-385 

Iverson, Brig. Gen. Alfred, Jr., 1st day, 
128-135, 154, 161, 171; see also, 27, 


62 
Iverson, Alfred, Sr., 128 


Jenkins, Brig. Gen. Albert G., 27, 28, 
30, 91 

Jenkins, Lt. Col. David T., 264 

Jenkins, Brig. Gen. Micah, 327, 394 

Johnson, Maj. Gen. Edward, 1st day, 
179, 188-189, 196, 211; 2nd day, 239, 
295, 300, 304-305; 3rd day, 320-325, 
341, 344; withdrawal, 383; see also, 
10, 13, 21-22, 64, 92, 319 

Johnston, David E., 353, 359-360 

Johnston, Capt. Elliott, 92 

Johnston, Gen. Joseph E., 18, 97 

Johnston, Capt. S. R., 227-229, 231-236 

Jones, Pvt. Charlie, k., 359 

Jones, Col. Hamilton C., 1st day, 156- 
158; 2nd day, 292; see also, 59 

Jones, Col. Hillary P., 156, 158 
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Jones, Brig. Gen. John M., 300, 304 

Jones, Maj. John T., 145 

Jones, Lt. Marcellus E., 104 

Jones, Brig. Gen. William E. (Grum- 
ble), 36 


Kane, Brig. Gen. Thomas Leiper, 2nd 
day, 305; 3rd day, 322; see also, 117 

Kearny, Maj. Gen. Phillip, 240-241 

Kelley, Pvt. William, k., 148-149 

Kelly, Col. Patrick, 241, 272, 274 

Kemper, Brig. Gen. James Lawson, 2nd 
day, 330; 3rd day, 332, 359, 361, 364- 
365, 369; w., 362; see also, 373, 375 

Kenan, Col. Thomas S., 137, 180 

Kendlehart, Mayor, 56 

Kerns house, 232 

Kershaw, Brig. Gen. Joseph B., 232, 235, 
270-276, 279-280 

Kilpatrick, Brig. Gen. Judson, 86, 87, 
380-382 

Klinefelter, Capt. F., 120 

Knights of the Golden Circle, 98, 142 

Kyle, Lt. W. E., 93-94 


Lakeman, Col. Moses B., 239, 242 

Lamar, Capt. G. B., Jr., 276-277 

Lane, Brig. Gen. James Henry, 1st day, 
163-166; 2nd day, 296-297; 3rd day, 
339-341, 371-372, 378 

Lane, Lt. Col. John R., 1st day, 144-148; 
w., 149; see also, 100, 140-142 

Lang, Col. David, 2nd day, 282-287, 
360-362, 367, 376; see also, 392 

Latimer, Maj. Joseph W., m.w., 301 

Law, Brig. Gen. E. McIver, 2nd day, 
229, 231, 236, 249-257, 262-263, 266- 
270; 3rd day, 377, 380-381 

Lee, Maj. Gen. Fitzhugh, 5, 86, 232, 316 

Lee, Capt. Henry, 87 

Lee, Gen. Robert E., prepares to invade 
North, 4, 17-24; and Longstreet, 4-6; 
inadequate staff, 7-8, 255; and Hill, 
12-13, 317-318; and Pres. Davis, 13- 
14, 29; and Trimble, 24-25, 47-48; 
views on Northern peace, 25-26, 37; 
orders to Longstreet and Stuart, 31- 
35; proposes “‘army in effigy,” 37-38; 
warned by subordinates, 38; at Shet- 
ter’s Woods, 49; personality, appear- 
ance and character, 49-54; reaction to 
Harrison’s report, 81-83; distress over 
missing cavalry, 88-89; 1st day, 137- 
138, 156, 180-182, 186-188, 211-217; 
and Early, 173; 2nd day, 217-232, 
235-236, 241, 244-250, 268, 284, 287- 
290, 295, 331; letters intercepted, 312- 
315; and Stuart’s return, 316-317; 
and Logan, 318-319; 3rd day, 320, 
325, 333-350, 357-358, 376-377; de- 
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Lee, Gen. Robert E—Cont. 
clines Pickett’s report, 375; with- 
drawal, 383-388; see also, 45, 63-67, 
70-71, 90, 105, 140, 161, 189, 255, 
299-301, 307, 310, 313, 322, 327, 
329, 383-395 

Lee, Rooney, 221 

Leigh, Senator Benjamin W., 57 

Leventhorpe, Col. Collett, 98, 99 

Lincoln, Abraham, 26, 67-74, 79, 142, 
244, 261, 307, 309, 312, 315, 335, 387 

Linthicum, Capt. , 376-377 

Little Round Top, 2nd day, 227-228, 
234, 236-238, 242-243, 245, 248-249, 
253-267, 271, 273, 280; 3rd day, 351, 
356, 359; see also, 210, 392 

Lloyd, Pvt. J. C., 281 

Lockwood, Brig. Gen. Harry H., 71, 320 

Logan, , 318-319 

Lomax, Gen. L. L., 373 

Long, Col. Armistead L., 1st day, 183; 
2nd day, 236; see also, 17, 51, 218- 
219 

Longstreet, Augustus Baldwin, 7 

Longstreet, Lt. Gen. James (Old Peter), 
personality and appearance, 4-8; and 
Lee, 4-6; and Ewell, 10; and Hill, 11- 
13; plan to aid western forces, 18-19; 
recrosses Shenandoah, 31-32; and Lee 
and Stuart, 32-35; joins Lee at Shet- 
ter’s Woods, 49; and Harrison, 80-81; 
with Ewell at Harrisburg, 82-83; 1st 
day, 180-183, 186-188, 213-215; 2nd 
day, 217-219, 222-236, 243-249, 256, 
267-270, 275-283, 288-292, 296, 299- 
304, 308, 318, 331; inadequate staff, 
255; 3rd day, 324-325, 333-338, 341- 
348, 355-357, 373-378; withdrawal, 
385-386; see also, 21, 23, 36, 38, 45, 
138, 308, 310, 332, 334, 391-394 

Lowrance Col. William L. J., 339, 370- 
372 


Mahone, Brig. Gen. William, 2nd day, 
289; see also, 392 

Maloney, Pvt. Patrick, 112, 113, 240 

Manchester, 90-91 

Manning, Col. Van H., w., 263 

Mansfield, J. B., 145 

Mansfield, Maj. John, 112 

Marsh Creek, ist day, 104-105, 156; 2nd 
day, 232; see also, 94, 100, 102, 218 

Marshall, Col. Charles, 32-35, 53, 82, 
87, 88, 217, 318, 379 

Marshall, Col. James K., 3rd day, 369- 
370; k., 370 

Martin, Lt. Green, m.w., 304 

Matchett, Capt. Joseph, 323 

Mayo, Col. Robert M., 3rd day, 368, 
370, 376 
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McCammon, Thomas, 45 

McCarter, Col. James M., 208 

McClellan, Ellen, 89 

McClellan, Maj. Henry B., 35, 77, 193, 
316-317 

McClure, Alexander K., 28 

McConnell, Sgt. Charles H., 149 

McConnellsburg, 32, 64, 65 

McCreary, Maj. C. W., 168 

McCreery, Capt. W. W., k., 146 

McDougall, Col. Archibald L., 320 

McIntosh, Maj. David Gregg, 1st day, 
183-184; see also, 385 

McKim, Lt. Randolph, 2nd day, 299- 
300, 303; see also, 20-21, 64-65, 181, 
188, 305, 323, 388 

McLaws, Maj. Gen. Lafayette, arrives at 
Gettysburg, 227; 2nd day, 228, 232- 
235, 269-272, 281-283, 300; 3rd day, 
377; see also, 8, 13, 21, 218-219 

McMahon, Lt. Col Martin T., 201-202 

McMillan, Oscar, 359 

McPherson, Edward, 105 

McPherson farm, 102, 128, 144, 150- 
151, 231 

McPherson’s Heights (Ridge), 105-111, 
116, 118, 138, 145-151, 156 

McPherson’s Woods, 110, 118, 144, 146, 
169 

Meade, Maj. Gen. George Gordon, pro- 
motion, 72; character and personality, 
72-79; plans for battle, 90-91; re- 
places Doubleday with Newton, 122- 
123; 1st day, 190-193, 197-200, 204, 
206; 2nd day, 229-232, 237-244, 253, 
258, 260-264, 268, 272-273, 280-283, 
287, 290, 295, 299-305; calls July 2 
council, 307-312; and Dahlgren, 313- 
315; 3rd day, 349-351, 356, 361, 376- 
377; realized victory, 384; decides 
against attacking Lee further, 385-387; 
see also, 81-85, 101, 186, 388-394 

Meade, Capt. George G., Jr., 237, 311 

Mechanicsburg, 91 

Memminger, C. G., 15 

Mercersburg, 64 

Meredith, Maj. Gen. Solomon, back- 
ground, 108-109; 1st day, 108, 111, 
116, 144-145; w., 145 

Middleburg, 31, 90 

Middletown, 82, 92 

Miles, Col. Dixon S., 71 

Millerstown, 93-94 

Milroy, Maj. Gen. Robert H., 22, 67 

Mitchell, Maj. William G., 192 

Montgomery, 2nd Lt. Walter A., 1st day, 
130, 132; see also, 133-134 

Moore, Capt. Joseph A., 322-323 

Morgan, Robert W., w., 359 
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Morrow, Col. Henry A., 1st day, 139, 
145-149; w., and c., 149; see also, 
142-144 

Moseby, Maj. John, 36 

Mulholland, Maj. St. Clair A., 2nd day, 
273-274, 279-280; 3rd day, 372 

Mummasburg, 55 

Munford, Brig. Gen. Thomas T., 36, 
316-317 

“My Darling Nellie Gray,” 40-41 


Newpilman’s farm, 93 

Newton, Maj. Gen. John, 1st day, 122- 
123, 206; 2nd day, 281, 295; Meade’s 
July 2 council, 309-312 

Nicholls, Brig. Gen. Francis T., 300, 
303 

Norton, Oliver Wilcox, 257, 260 


Oak Hill, 1st day, 105, 120, 126-130, 
eae ol, -156,°1095,5180,518 43 :sée 
also, 394 

Oates, Lt. John A., m.w., 265 

Oates, Col. William C., 2nd day, 249- 
256, 260-261, 264-267; 3rd day, 381; 
see also, 41 

O'Neal, Brig. Gen. Edward A., 1st day, 
128-130, 154-155, 166, 171; 3rd day, 
341; see also, 27 

O’Rorke, Col. Patrick H., 259-260, 264 

Owen, Capt. H. T., 364 

Owen, William M., 279 


Paine, Lewis T., see Powell, Lewis Thorn- 
ton 

Paris Ridge, 91 

Parsons, Capt. H. C., 380 

Patton, Col. W. Tazwell, 332; k., 378 

Paul, Brig. Gen. Gabriel R., 1st day, 117, 
128, 137, 166; w., 135 

Peach Orchard, the, 2nd day, 237-238, 
241-246, 253, 270, 273-275, 279-282: 
3rd day, 337, 341 

Pegram, Maj. William J., 104-105 

Pender, Mary Shepperd, 162 

Pender, Maj. Gen. W. Dorsey, 1st day, 
104-106, 156, 164-170, 183, 196; 
personality, appearance and character, 
161-163; 2nd day, 283, 289-290; w., 
289; 3rd day, 333, 370; withdrawal, 
388; see also, 391 

Pendleton, Brig. Gen. William Nelson, 
Ist day, 184; 3rd day, 338; see also, 
13, 217, 376, 393 

Perrin, Col. Abner, 1st day, 161-171, 
175, 183; 2nd day, 289; see also, 376 

Petigru, James Louis, 96 

Pettigrew, Brig. Gen. James Johnston, 
personality, appearance and character, 
95-97; encounter with Buford’s cav- 
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Pettigrew—Cont. 
alry, 99; report disbelieved, 100-101; 
1st day, 116, 144-147, 171; 2nd day, 
283; 3rd day, 333, 339, 343-346, 357- 
358, 367, 370, 374-3753; w., 370; with- 
drawal, 388; run-in with Federal cav- 
alry, 388-389; m.w., 389; see also, 
93-94, 102, 111-112, 142, 150, 392- 


393 

Phillips, Capt. L. B., 369 

Pickering, Timothy, 11 

Pickett, Maj. Gen. George E., 2nd day, 
327, 331; 3rd day, 331-337, 341-348, 
354-379; see also, 8, 13, 17, 44-45, 
224, 226, 229, 334-336, 392-393 

Pierce, Capt. J. V., 114 

Pinckney, Lt. John McPherson, 242 

Pipe Creek, 90, 191, 199 

Pitzer’s Woods, 239, 242 

Pleasanton, Maj. Gen. Alfred, 2nd day, 
273; Meade’s July 2 council, 308-312; 
see also, 22, 94, 170, 385 

Plum Run, 2nd day, 237, 252, 262-264, 
280, 282, 284, 290; 3rd day, 342 

Pope, Maj. Gen. John, 78 

Posey, Brig. Gen. Carnot, 288 

Powell, Lewis Thornton (alias Lewis T. 
Paine), 287 

Powell, Col. R. M., m.w., 263 

Prince, Capt. Howard L., 260 

Protzman, William H., 45-46 

Pye, Maj. Edward, 115 


Ramseur, Brig. Gen. Stephen D., 1st 
day, 128-129, 134-135, 158, 165-171, 
175, 184; appearance, character and 
background, 134-135; 2nd day, 297; 
3rd day, 341; see also, 27, 62-63 

Ramsey, Sgt. William R., 118 

Randolph, Capt. George E., 237, 242 

Randolph, George Wythe, 95 

Ransom, Brig. Gen. Matt W., 141 

Ray, Capt. Neill W., 295-296 

Reid, Whitelaw, 78-79, 85, 190 

Reilly, Capt. John E., 286 

Rewalt, Mrs. L. L., 61 

Reynolds, Maj. Gen. John, 1st day, 105- 
110, 161; k., 110-111; see also, 70-73, 
79, 90-91, 94, 101, 122, 124, 190-191, 
204-205 

Rhett, Burnett, 6 

Rice, Col. James M., 258, 261-262, 267 

Richmond, Ellen, 62 

Richmond food riot, 15-16 

Ridpath, John Clark, 268 

Ripple, the, 105-108, 151 

Robertson, Brig. Gen. Beverly H., 36 

Robertson, Brig. Gen. Jerome B., 2nd 
day, 262, 267, 271, 280; w., 273 

Robertson, Lt. Walter H., 100 
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Robinson, Brig. Gen. John C., 117, 128- 
129, 134, 145, 167 

Robinson, Col. W. W., 164 

Rock Creek, 127, 155-156, 196, 300-303, 
320, 324-325 

Rockville, 83, 84 

Rodes, Maj. Gen. Robert Emmett, 1st 
day, 128-134, 137-138, 151, 154-156, 
169, 174, 179-182, 184, 196, 211-213; 
2nd day, 220-221, 296-298; 3rd day, 
325, 341; withdrawal, 384; see also, 
10, 13, 21, 27, 45, 55, 60-64, 92 

Rogers, Maj. J. C., 263 

Roman, James D., 45 

Rosengarten, Lt. Joseph G., 124 

Ross, Fitzgerald, 39, 43, 51, 218, 222- 
223, 277, 290, 346, 386, 389 

Round Top, 2nd day, 228-229, 234, 239, 
245-257, 260, 265-267, 290; 3rd day, 
341-342 

Round Tops, the, 2nd day, 227, 238, 
242, 245-252, 281, 308; 3rd day, 342; 
see also, 212-213, 220, 226, 232 

Rowley, Brig. Gen. Thomas A., 117-118, 
128 


Rowser’s Ford, 36 
Ruger, Brig. Gen. Thomas H., 322 


Scales, Brig. Gen. Alfred, w., 164-166 

Scheibert, Major Justus, 221-222 

Schenck, Maj. Gen. Robert C., 71 

Schimmelfennig, Brig. Gen. Alexander, 
123, 125-127, 154-155, 169 

Schultz sisters, 164 

Schurz, Maj. Gen. Carl, 1st day, 122-124, 
126-127, 154; 2nd day, 294 

Seddon, James Alexander, 16, 18, 19, 80 

Sedgewick, Maj. Gen. John, appearance, 
character and personality, 203-204; 
moves toward Gettysburg, 204-210; 
Meade’s July 2 council, 309-312; see 
also, 91, 201-202, 228-229 

Sellars, Lt. Col. A. J., 131 

Sellars, Col. Harry, 242 

Seminary, the Lutheran, 117, 164 

Seminary Hill, 1st day, 184; 2nd day, 
g35 

Seminary Ridge, 1st day, 105-108, 128, 
148, 151, 156, 164-165, 174-175, 180- 
183, 196, 210, 214; 2nd day, 221, 236, 
331; 3rd day, 332-333, 344, 353, 359- 
360, 368, 373, 374, 376-379; see also, 
218, 222, 383, 385, 391, 394 

Semmes, Brig. Gen. Paul J., 2nd day, 
270, 279-280; m.w., 272 

Seward, William H., 85 

Seymour, Horatio, 26 

Shaaf, Capt. , 256, 265 

Shaler, Brig. Gen. Alexander, 207 

Sheads, Jessup, 134 
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Shepherdstown, 34, 38, 64 

ainsi. Samuel Turner, 162 

Sherfy house, 239, 277 

Shetter’s Woods, 49 

Shippensburg, 90 

Shirk’s Hill, 30 

Shotwell, Capt. Randolph A., 3rd day, 
357, 360, 368, 376-377; see also, 43 

Sickles, Maj. Gen. D. E., moves toward 
Gettysburg, 125-126; 1st day, 191, 
198, 200; 2nd day, 228-229, 236-245, 
250, 259, 262, 271, 280, 290, 295: 
W., 272; see also, 68, 72, 308-309, 311 

Slatterfield, Capt. E. Fletcher, 374; k., 
375 

Slocum, Maj. Gen. Henry W., 1st day, 
197, 200; 2nd day, 302; Meade’s 
July 2 council, 309-311; 3rd day, 320- 
324, 344; see also, 71, 79, 125-126, 
229, 319-320 

Small, Abner R., 167 

Smead, Col. Abner, 175-176, 178 

Smith, Gustavus W., 6 

Smith, Capt. James E., 262 

Smith, Capt. James Power, 175-176, 180- 
183 


Smith, Pvt. Joe, 263 

Smith, R. N., 109 

Smith, Brig. Gen. William (Extra Billy) , 
Ist day, 156, 160-161, 173, 178; 2nd 
day, 305; 3rd day, 325 

Smith, Maj. William F. (Baldy), 88 

Snicker’s Gap, 32, 33. 

Sorrel, Brig. Gen. G. Moxley, and Har- 
rison, 80-81; and Pickett, 331-335; 
see also, 5-7, 42-43, 50, 283, 379 

Sparks, Capt. Henry B., 99 

Spaulding, Pvt. Silburn, 149 

Sperryville, 67 

Stannard, Brig. George J., 3rd day, 361- 
362; w., 367 

Stanton, Edwin M., 69, 70, 77, 78, 80, 
85, 136, 209 

Stephens, Alexander Hamilton, 26 

Steuart, Brig. Gen. George H., 2nd day, 
299-300, 303-305; 3rd day, 325; see 
also, 20, 64 

Stevens, Lt. Col. G. H., k., 112 

Stevens, Capt. Greenleaf T., 196 

Stevens, Thaddeus, 55, 215 

Stikeleather, J. A., 186 

Stiles, Maj. Robert, 1st day, 158-159; 
2nd day, 275; see also, 46, 57-59, 
269-270 

Stone, Col. Roy, 1st day, 117-118, 128, 
144-146; formation of ‘Bogus Buck- 
tails,’ 118, 136-137, 150-1513; w., 136 

Stoneman, Maj. Gen. George, 68 

Stouffertown, 66 

Stoughton, Maj. Homer S., 252, 265 
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Strouss, Capt. E. C., 277 

Stuart, Lt. Gen. J. E. B. (Jeb), and Lee’s 
orders, 31-35; enters Maryland, 36- 
37; delay in reaching Gettysburg, 83- 
88; arrives on battlefield, 305; reports 
to Lee, 315-316; 3rd day, 333, 379- 

(p80; vee also, (1322) '55; 66, '73.° 81; 

140, 162, 216, 222, 235-236, 296, 313, 
319 

Suesserott, Dr. J. L., 88 

Swallow, Col. W. H., 368 

Sweeney, John, 55 

Sykes, Maj. Gen. George, Meade’s July 2 
council, 309-312; see also, 198, 228, 
257-258 

Sykesville, 85 

Symington, Capt. W. Stuart, 373 


Taneytown, 78, 90 

Tate, Lt. Col. Samuel McDowell, 132, 
293, 296, 298 

Taylor, Richard, 8 

Taylor, Col. Walter H., 1st day, 181- 
183; see also, 216, 221-222 

Taylor, Zachary, 8 

Terrell, Capt. L. R., 254-255 

Thompson, Maria, 215 

Thoroughfare Gap, 36 

Thorpe, Capt. John A., 147 

Thorpe, Capt. John H., 371 

Thurston, Col. S. D., 325 

Ticknor, Sgt. John, 109 

Tippin, Col. A. H., 279 

Tompkins, Col. Charles H., 207 

Tozier, Andrew J., 261 

Trimble, Maj. Gen. Isaac Ridgeway, 
Ist day, 175-178, 195; 2nd day, 220; 
3rd day, 342-344, 357, 367-370, 374; 
w., 371; see also, 23-25, 47-48, 91-92, 
300, 372, 392 

Turmer,; Lt. T:-T.,.180 

Turner, Capt. Vines E., 1st day, 131- 
133; see also, 62, 134 

Tuscarora Mountain, 64 

Tuttle, Capt. R. M., 149 

Tweedy, Dabney, w., 359 


Uniontown, 91 
Upperville, 22, 31 
Upton, 64 

Upton, Col. Emory, 207 


Vance, Zebulon, 14, 140-141 

Van Dorn, Earl, 6 

Veazey, Col. W. G., 354 

Venable, Maj. Andrew W., 87, 219-220, 
222 

Vincent, Col. Strong, 2nd day, 256-261, 
AIL wwe 261 

Vincent’s Spur, 228, 256 
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Von Gilsa, Col. Leopold, 159 
Von Steinwehr, Brig. Gen. Adolph, 122- 
123, 171, 180, 196 


Wadell, Capt. D. B., 41, 265 

Wadsworth, Brig. Gen. James S., 1st 
day, 107-108, 117, 128, 170, 174, 195; 
2nd day, 302, 304; see also, 387 

Wagner, Cpl. Andrew, k., 148 

Wainwright, Col. Charles S., 120 

Walker, Col. Elijah, 198, 266 

Walker, Brig. Gen. James A., 300 

Walker, Col. Lindsay, 339 

Walton, Col. J. B., 337 

Warren, Brig. Gen. Gouverneur K., 
2nd day, 243, 258-259, 264; Meade’s 
July 2 council, 309-310; see also, 71 

Watters, James D., 216 

Watts, Capt. John W., 225 

Waynesboro, 55 

Weaver, Trooper John E., 106 

Webb, Brig. Gen. Alexander S., 2nd day, 
288; 3rd day, 351, 361, 369 

Weed, Brig. Gen. Stephen H., k., 264 

Weikert, John, 247, 257 

Weikert, Charles, 247 

Welch, Spencer Glasgow, 23, 39 

Weld, Capt. Stephen M., Jr., 107 

Wentz, Sgt. Henry, 278 

Wentz farm, 236, 242, 278 

Westminster, 86 

Weston, Maj. J. A., 370-371 

Wheat Field, the, 2nd day, 270-274, 280; 
3rd day, 337; see also, 392 

Wheeler, Col. John, k., 264 

White, Col. Elijah, 55-56 

Whitley, Sgt. Augustus, 375 

Whittier, Lt. Edward N., 194, 292 

Wilcox, Brig. Gen. Cadmus, 2nd day, 
282, 284-285, 287, 289; 3rd day, 356, 
360-362, 367, 373, 376; see also, 392 

Wilcox, Lt. George, k., 146-147 

Wilkeson, Samuel, 351, 355 

Williams, Bvt.-Maj. Gen. Alpheus S. 
(Pap), 2nd day, 300; Meade’s July 2 
council, 308-312; 3rd day, 322 

Williams, Col. J. M., 304 

Williams, Lt. Oliver, w., 131 

Williams, Asst. Adj. Gen. Seth, 308 

Williamsport, 38, 63 

Willoughby Run, 104, 110, 112, 116, 
118, 135, 144-146, 163, 229, 232 

Winchester, 67 

Winder, William Henry, 57 

Wister, Col. Langhorn, 1st day, 118-119, 
136-137; w., 137 

Wofford, Brig. Gen. William T., 2nd 
day, 270, 279-280; 3rd day, 337, 342 

Wolf Run Shoals, 36 

Wood, Fernando, 26 
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Woodward, Lt. Gilbert M., 110 

Wright, Brig. Gen. Ambrose R., 2nd day, 
286-289, 295; 3rd day, 347-348; see 
also, 392 

Wrightsville, 60, 61, 64, 86 


York, 56-59, 65, 87, 90 
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Young, Capt. Louis G., 98, 100, 101, | 
150, 388 


Youngblood, William, 247-248, 279 


Zeigler’s Grove ( Woods), 2nd day, 286; 
3rd day, 346, 368 
Zook, Maj. Gen. Samuel Kia 274 
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